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X 
Prologue 


Storm of Plague 


Tromp, tromp, tromp, tromp, tromp..... 


A great mountain stood in the distance, overshadowing the vast land 
for miles and miles. In one section of the land near the mountain 
were multiple paths carved into the land by the endless amount of 
travelers that came through the area. Each one weaved through the 
flat lands and stretched in various directions. One of these particular 
paths winded along the cliffs overlooking a deep valley that just 
barely managed to escape the shadow of the mountain. This 
particular trail was one of the less traveled trails, but one wouldn't 
think that at the moment. 


Tromp, tromp, tromp, tromp, tromp, tromp, tromp... 


Many Pokémon, hundreds perhaps, were trekking along this very 
path with bags strapped to their bodies. There were a wide variety of 
Pokémon walking amongst one another. They ranged anywhere 
from the tiny Wooper who bounced along the road to the mighty bulk 
of an Onix, who had to take extra care in not crushing the smaller 
Pokémon crowded nearby its body. Despite all the differences 
between the travelers, all managed to get along with one another. All 
eyes were fixed forward in the direction opposite of the mountain 
while they chatted among one another. Despite the weary looks 
upon many of the faces, none ceased walking. Everyone pressed 
on. 


That was, except for one. On the edge of the cliffs where the ground 
was Stable, stood a small Pokémon; a little Zorua. She looked out 
toward that very mountain, Emerald Mountain as it was called by the 
locals, with a distant stare. 


At the peak was a swirling mesh of gray that extended far into the 
sky. In the middle of this hurricane-like cloud was a black spot. 
Though it appeared rather minuscule from where the Zorua stood, 
she knew that it was actually quite monstrous in size. The dark hole 
was continually pouring what appeared to be a black rain over the 
mountain, which would then flow down the mountainside at a slow, 
but steady pace. 


"Hey, you okay?" a voice asked from behind the Zorua. 


The Zorua cringed at the sudden voice, but she quickly recovered 
before turning her head back. She found a Torchic staring at her with 
a worried expression. The Zorua sighed in relief, Knowing this 
Torchic to be a friend. 


"Yeah, I'm fine, Chi," the Zorua stated before looking back at the 
mountain. 


The Torchic named Chi went over to the Zorua before sitting down 
beside her. They both looked out toward the mountain as it slowly 
grew darker from the "rain". 


"What do you think it is?" Chi asked. 


"| don't know," the Zorua shrugged. "Never seen anything like it. And 
nobody will tell me anything either. It's annoying." 


"Maybe they don't know anything either." 
"No, they know something," the Zorua scoffed as she peered at the 


mountain. "They just don't want anyone else to know. You can bet 
that's what's going on." 


"Aw there you go again with having suspicions about everything and 
everyone, Zekra," Chi whined as she flapped her growing feathers. 
"What is with you dark-types and always having to be so paranoid 
about every little detail?" 


Zekra scoffed at the comment and then rested her head on the cold 
ground beneath her. 


"SO, where do you think we're going now?" Zekra then asked. 


"| heard that we're going to Aurora Town actually," she replied. "It's 
the closest town to here that isn't by Emerald Mountain. | just hope 
that they can fit us all there." 


"Well I'm sure they'll manage," Zekra said carelessly. "Aurora Town is 
pretty big. Twice as big as our city from what I've heard. And a river 
near the place. Maybe we could play there together or something." 


"| can't do that!" Chi shrieked as she backed away. "I'm a fire 
Pokémon! I'll drown!" 


"You won't drown," the Zorua snickered. "That's just a stupid myth 
about your kind. No one actually dies if they're in contact with the 
water for like five seconds. If they did, that'd be really stupid." 


"How would you know?! You're not a fire-type!" the Torchic shouted. 
"You can pretend to be one, but it's not the same!" 


"Sure it isn't. Plus you've never actually gone in the water, so you 
wouldn't know whether or not you'd die, would you?" 


Fuming, Chi scratched at the ground with her sharp claws and 
kicked up sand into Zekra's face. The Zorua laughed as she tried to 
cover herself from the dust that was getting into her eyes. 


Just as she was about to lunge at the Torchic, Zekra suddenly 
noticed that she was no longer being pelted with sand. Then not only 
that, but there were no longer the sounds of Pokémon talking or their 


footsteps treading against the rocky ground. The Zorua looked back 
at her friend to find that she had her back to her and was facing 
toward the trail they had just come from. 


"What's the matter?" the Zorua asked as she looked over to the trail 
as well to find nothing there. 


Chi didn't answer. Zekra looked upon the other Pokémon that were 
also traveling to find that they too were staring in the direction as 
Chi. In each of their eyes there was a strange mix of horror and 
Curiosity. 


Everything seemed to be completely silent. So silent, in fact, that one 
could hear a pin drop. Nobody moved for a long time as the wind 
seemed to stir up a bit. 


And then there was a sound. It was the sound of something 
whispering. Whispers that muttered things that no one could 
understand. 


It started growing louder. All of the Pokémon tensed. Zekra tugged at 
Chi's feathers. The noise grew even louder. 


"Come on Chi! We need to move!" 
*FWOOOSSHHHH!* 


Pokémon started to flee as the sounds of something burning filled 
the air. Yet, there was neither fire nor smoke to be seen. All of the 
Pokémon rushed up the trail, the only direction they could go to get 
away from the noise. No one knew what they were hearing, but the 
instinct of fleeing was heavily drowning out their other thoughts. No 
one could take the time to ponder in this situation. 


And then a new noise came. 


"SKKREEEEEEEEE!" 


Knowing there was no other choice, the Zorua bit down on the 
Torchic's back, instantly snapping the bird back into reality. Chi 
instantly turned around to face Zekra, her beak quivering. 


"RUN!" Zekra shouted as she shoved her friend into the crowd of 
terrorized and fleeing Pokémon. 


The Torchic managed to get running in time with the group despite 
the sudden push. The Zorua quickly leapt toward the stampede with 
raspy breaths. Something about whatever was coming toward them 
didn't feel natural. 


But before the Zorua could enter the group, a wispy, black creature 
swooped right in front of her. She jumped backwards from the 
sudden appearance of the strange creature. Zekra watched in horror 
as she found even more creatures of similar appearance join in 
behind this new creature and slowly swarm in toward the fleeing 


group. 


Each creature had a different coloring scheme to their bodies, as if 
each were a different kind of creature rather than a large legion of 
one kind. Even as they swarmed together like a giant storm, it was 
easy to see the individual creatures. All creatures, however, carried 
exactly one shared characteristic: their eyes. Where the eyes should 
have been on each creature, there was a light. There was a bright, 
flame-like light glowing in each and every creature's eyes. They 
shined so brilliantly as if a sun were burning deep within the creature 
and seemed to flow out of the their eye sockets. 


Just as Zekra noticed this, the dense haze that trailed out of each of 
the creatures filled the air. Various colors of haze slowly impaired the 
vision of the trapped Pokémon. 


The Zorua was cut off from the others by the thick haze as she heard 
the shrieking of the ghostly creatures. She watched from the other 
side of the fog as the phantoms kept the Pokémon in line by circling 
around them while a few others would dive into the crowd. There had 
to be hundreds of these creatures, all smiling evilly as the trapped 


Pokémon screamed in terror. The mist-like wall separating Zekra 
from the others continued to grow thicker, but she could still see 
what was happening to the Pokémon, if only vaguely. 


The trapped ones were trying to escape from the demonic creatures, 
but they couldn't see where they were going. Several Pokémon 
crashed into one another, knocking each other down and tripping 
over one another. It was pure chaos within the closed bounds of 
these demons. Everyone's screams mixed with the childish, eerie 
laughter that came from the horrific monsters. The haze grew darker 
as the creatures began closing in on their prey. 


Many Pokémon started to fight back. Vines whipped through the air 
from a terrified, little Bulbasaur. Fireballs streamed in all directions 
from the gaping mouths of a Charmander and Flareon. Water blasts 
shot from the mouths of several Wooper. Electricity jolted from the 
body of an Ampharos, who somehow kept a stoic expression upon 
its face even amongst the panic. Spheres of energy left the open 
palms of several psychic and fighting types. Powerful winds blew 
around the entire area from the frantically flapping wings of Pidove, 
who were unable to fly out of the trap despite their advantage over 
alr. 


Ghostly shrieks filled the air as many of the phantom-like creatures 
were struck by the various attacks. Once hit, their entire beings 
dissipated into the wind. However, for every one that was eliminated, 
seemingly five more took its place. The numbers never seemed to 
decrease. 


The darkness soon became an impenetrable barrier that closed 
around everybody. Zekra could no longer see the other side, but she 
could hear the screams and the wails from the ones trapped inside. 
She could only imagine what was happening, but even then, it was 
probably much less gruesome than reality. 


She backed away from the thick wall of haze in front of her. She had 
to find a way out. However, there was none; the cliff was the only 
safe place. The entire trail had been devoured by the seemingly 


endless swarm of demons that were continuing to pile in from the 
end of the trail. 


Zekra wanted to huddle and pretend that none of this was 
happening. She wanted to pretend she was still at her old home with 
her friends. She wanted to pretend that the terrified shrieks filling the 
air were just the wind. She didn't want to think this was real. 


She hoped deep down that everything she was seeing was nothing 
but a nightmare and that in just a moment, she would wake up to a 
more peaceful reality. She closed her eyes in an effort to awaken 
from this nightmare. She started to count to three. 


Before she could even get to two, Zekra felt a sudden presence in 
front of her. Thinking it was someone who had managed to escape, 
she opened her eyes and expected to find a fellow acquaintance. 


Upon doing so, she wished she had kept her eyes shut. Floating 
about three inches away from Zekra was one of those ghostly 
creatures, staring at her intently with the hellish lights that were its 
eyes. The Zorua jumped backwards, nearly falling off the cliff. 
However, she managed to stay on the land and watched as the 
creature continued to gaze at her. 


Despite having a smoky haze oozing off of its body, the creature did 
have a definite shape that seemed solid, which seemed odd since 
the smoke moved so fluidly, as if it were made of gas. It was a four 
legged creature just like the Zorua, though about half as small in 
size. It had two brown, pointy ears that matched the color the rest of 
the body and a bushy tail that slowly wagged from behind. Every 
other notable detail was lost into the ragged fur that no longer 
seemed to be organic, but rather, was now made of some kind of 
ghostly energy. 


However, there was one part of its features that was most notable. 
There was a white collar of fur around its neck that was so untamed 
that it seemed to stick up in several areas like tiny needles. And 
then, the Zorua saw what she didn't see earlier: the creature looked 


just like an Eevee. Granted, it was hard to tell that it was one with 
many of its features changed, but it was most definitely an Eevee. 
The ears, the tail, and the collar were all notable biology of an Eevee 
that no other Pokémon had. Zekra took a step backwards once she 
reached this epiphany. 


A couple more of these demons landed on both sides of the Eevee- 
like creature, these ones having the vague appearance of a 
Charmeleon and a Pikachu. Just like the Eevee, their forms were 
wispier and no part of their body seemed to be made of flesh 
anymore. Their unnatural eyes gazed at the Zorua as they seemed 
to glow brighter. 


"Stay away from me!" Zekra shrieked. 


She found herself frozen in place at the edge of the cliff, unable to go 
back further. 


"SKKREEE!" 


They all leapt at her at once with eyes gleaming maliciously. There 
was no soul behind those eyes; only bloodlust. The Zorua cringed 
and took a step backwards. The cliff beneath her feet suddenly 
crumbled, falling apart beneath her. Before Zekra knew it, she was 
tumbling downward into the valley. 


The three ghostly Pokémon watched the Zorua plummet into the 
darkness from the very edge of the cliffs. They didn't bother to go 
after her; they felt it was a waste of effort. They backed away from 
the cliff before joining again with their kind. They all stood quietly on 
the trail that was now vacant of regular Pokémon. Not a trace of 
anyone who had been crossing was found. It was as though they 
had been wiped clean off the face of the land by these phantoms. 


Then, all at once, the ghastly creatures rose into the air and took off 
into the skies. When all had gathered together as a massive cloud of 
meshing, eerie colors, they fled far into the distance. 


But unknown to the demons, a Pidove slowly emerged from deep 
within the valley. It slowly gained altitude as it flew to where the 
traveling Pokemon had originally wanted to go. It seemed to have 
trouble flying, most likely due to the tail not being made of feathers, 
but rather of tuffs of slate-gray fur. 


Yet the most noticeable aspect of the Pidove, of all things, were the 
tears streaming from its face. It silently flew toward Aurora Town, 
never looking back at the disappearing mass of horrific creatures. 


Cubone Without a Skull 


Xx 
Chapter 1 


Cubone Without a Skull 


The Pidove soared awkwardly through the air high above the lands 
and toward the disappearing sun. The tears filling the eyes of the 
weary Pokémon were clouded her vision but thankfully, there weren't 
any obstacles in the air. 


"Just a little longer," the bird panted. "Just a little longer... and then 
I'll get to Aurora Town..." 


Though it brought her pain, the Pidove flapped harder as she passed 
over the edge of the cliffs to enter a large field with trees scattered 
about its vicinity. The bird couldn't tell if there were any Pokemon 
living among the fields, but she didn't bother trying to wonder. She 
was too busy focusing on trying to erase her mind of the horrors she 
had witnessed only moments ago. 


She could still hear the screaming of the innocent. She could still see 
the ghostly forms of the ghastly creatures. She could still see their 
eyes as they pierced deep into her soul... 


"| can't take this," the Pidove finally said in a whimper. "I can't. My 
wings..." 


The bird abruptly swooped down towards the grassy land, only for 
her tired wings to give out on her. The Pidove suddenly began to 
tumble through the air as a bright, pink aura surrounded her body. 
Moments later, the light died ceased to reveal Zekra in her Zorua 
form. With her illusion dissipated, she could only watch herself 
plummet to the ground. 


*THUMP!* 
She landed on her face seconds later. 


While not as much of a rough landing as she expected, the Zorua 
still felt waves of pain shoot throughout her body. She fell over to the 
side and rubbed her nose and cursed at herself for not being able to 
keep up her illusion ability long enough. 


She had been trying to learn how to master that talent of hers for a 
very long time, the talent only known by her kind and their evolved 
forms. However, she was never able to get it quite right due to it 
sapping away all of her energy too quickly. Her kind were supposed 
to be masters of disguise. The ability to pretend to become any 
Pokémon they saw and play with the minds of other Pokémon was a 
talent all Zorua and Zoroark took pride in. 


Being a Zorua and not having full control over that technique brought 
a Snarl to her face. 


However, Zekra was quick to push the thought aside, for that was 
not a major concern at the moment. Right now she needed to find a 
place to rest for the night. She knew would have to walk to town the 
next morning and she'd need all the rest she could get. She knew 
couldn't become a Pidove again; she could only change into 
another's form if she saw them before her and even then, she knew 
she'd only repeat today's efforts if she tried again. 


Struggling to her feet as water continued to leak out of her eyes, 
Zekra slowly wandered through the fields that separated the town 
and the valley she had fallen into. These were the Gray Lands, a flat 
land that stretched on for seemingly forever and was void of any 
towns. It was the only way to get to Aurora Town from where she 
was now. 


As the sun continued to set, Zekra's mind continued to replay the 
events she had witnessed on those cliffs with those Pokémon. The 
memories seemed to become more gruesome as the night swept 


over the land. She kept thinking she could hear the screams of 
someone in the distance, but whenever she'd look, no one was 
there. She tried to shut out the screams, but they continued to call 
out to her, as if beckoning her to be with them. 


Beckoning to have the only survivor with them. 


She saw the fear in the victim's eyes before they were taken away 
from her in a quick instant. She saw the entire horrific event replay in 
her mind over and over again. Her friend's face came to the front of 
her mind with the same terror stricken expression she had last seen 
on the Torchic. 


"I'm sorry Chi..." Zekra whimpered as she kept walking. "I didn't 
know that | was going to get you killed... I-l just wanted to keep you 
safe!" 


The face wouldn't go away. It was soon crowded by the faces of 
others who she had seen traveling, all with that same look in their 
eyes. Zekra shook her head and dried her eyes with her front paw. 


"No, | can't think about this anymore," Zekra muttered. "| have to get 
to Aurora Town. | have to.” 


Through the physical and emotional fatigue, the Zorua slowly made 
her way over to the nearest tree in the area. The images still raged in 
her vision, but she did her best to ignore them. Instead, she looked 
over at the tree. It was a somewhat large tree, but there weren't any 
branches sturdy enough to hold her nor were there any hollows in 
the trunk. 


She'd have to sleep under the shelter of the leaves tonight. 
Zekra sighed as she approached the tree and prepared to curl up 


next to the base of the trunk. Before she could however, she saw 
something next to the tree in the faint lights of the disappearing sun. 


There, curled up and fast asleep, was a small brown creature. It had 
two, small pointy spikes protruding out of its back, a small tail, anda 
belly that was a lighter, tannish color compared to the rest of its 
body. The face looked similar to that of a baby Kangaskhan's, but it 
had the same brown shade as the majority of the creature's body. 
The eyes were also much more triangular than a Kangaskhan's’, the 
muzzle a tiny bit longer, and having more horn-like ears. 


It appeared to be a Pokémon, but Zekra couldn't tell what kind it was 
supposed to be despite knowing many kinds. Seeing it made Zekra's 
inner turmoil cease, if only temporarily, and become replaced with 
wonder. 


What is that? Zekra wondered. That a wild Pokémon? And what 
kind? Looks kind of funny looking. 


Curiosity got the best of her as she approached the snoozing 
creature and nudged it with her paw. 


"Hey, wake up!" she said as she pushed the creature onto its back. 


The strange Pokémon eyes squinted shut even tighter from the 
sudden disturbance. But then, slowly, he started to awaken. Blue 
eyes opened then blinked a few times tiredly. The Pokemon 
sluggishly sat up, rubbing his head. 


"Where am |?" he asked Zekra. 


"You're in the Gray Lands," the Zorua explained as she sat down in 
front of him. "It's not exactly all that gray, though, as you can tell." 


She started to chuckle at the comment, but the Pokémon before her 
wasn't doing the same. Instead, his eyes grew wide before he 
suddenly started backing away frantically on his hands. 


"You... You're a talking Zorua!" he shouted. "How are you talking?! 
Pokémon can't talk!" 


"Well of course | can," Zekra said. "I don't know why you'd think that 
since you're a Pokémon too... whatever Pokémon you are." 


"Huh?" 


The Pokémon stopped moving. He brought his hands up to his face, 
staring at the paws that had a mitten-like shape to them. He pinched 
his two claws together. His eyes grew wide as he continued to open 
and close his hands. 


"Is everything okay?" Zekra asked as she made her way over to him. 
"You're acting really weird... like really weird. Are you insane by any 
chance?" 


"What? No! I'm not insane!" he retorted as he checked over the rest 
of his body. 


"Then why are you touching yourself like you've got imaginary Joltik 
crawling all over you? Pretty sure that's not a good sign." 


"I'm not insane, Zorua! I'm just freaking out right now because... I'm 
supposed to be a human! But now I'm a Pokémon! A Pokémon!" 


"Human?" Zekra repeated. "But there aren't any humans around 
here. They live overseas on different regions of the world... if the 
rumors are true as they say." 


"Well | was one!" he shouted. "And now I'm just this... this..." 


He never finished his sentence. He hyperventilated as he glanced 
down at his trembling paws. 


"Umm, right," Zekra replied awkwardly. "Well umm, what's your 
name?" 


The strange creature continued to keep his eyes glued to his hands, 
saying nothing. Zekra frowned as she poked him with a claw. He 
didn't move. 


"Hey, I'm asking a question. What's your name?" 


The creature slowly tore his gaze from his paws and looked at the 
Zorua. She could see his eyes shaking and felt a twinge of pain in 
her heart. 


"|... don't remember," he replied. 


"You don't remember?" Zekra asked, lowering her voice. "Is there 
anything you remember about yourself besides being human?" 


The former human turned away. He seemed to meditate in his 
thoughts for only a few seconds before his pupils dilated to the 
extremes. 


"No, | don't remember anything..." he finally replied. "I just know that 
I'm human. Or at least supposed to be. Now I'm what looks like a 
Cubone from what | can tell... I'm a Cubone without any memories... 
dear god, why?" 


"Ohhhhh so that's what you are!" Zekra said as the epiphany came 
to her. "| thought your form looked familiar! | just couldn't recognize 
what you were since you didn't have a skull helmet! Or any kind of 
bone weapon! That's how most Pokemon are able to recognize 
Cubone and Marowak!" 


The Cubone scowled at her, most likely annoyed with her reaction to 
his turmoil. He rose to his feet with some reluctance, wobbling in 
place until he managed to steady himself. Once he had done that, he 
let out a huff. 


"Well it doesn't really matter anyway," the Cubone said bitterly. "I'm 
not a Cubone. I'm a human. But you probably don't believe me 
anyway. Anyway, see you around.” 


The Cubone shot her a glare before he walked away. It took Zekraa 
moment to react at his unceremonious leave. 


"Hey, where are you going?" she asked. 


"Somewhere where somebody can help me," the Cubone replied. 
"Because quite frankly, | don't think you're going to help me. After all, 
you think I'm crazy, don't you? And why would you want to help a 
crazy Cubone who claims that he's human and has no memories?" 


Zekra became stumped by the remark. The Cubone let out a snort 
as he continued to wander away from her. Zekra grit her teeth and 
clenched her claws into the grass beneath her. 


"Who said | didn't believe you?" 


Zekra saw the Cubone stop. He slowly looked back at her. Zekra 
released a long sigh as she shook her head. 


"Alright look, I'll admit you sound kind of crazy right now," she said. "I 
mean, a human getting turned into a Cubone? That's pretty insane. 
But well, there's a lot of... crazy things I've seen that don't even 
compare to that. And you being a former human would explain a lot 
of things, like why you don't have a mask for one thing. Cubone and 
Marowak never take those things off, no matter what. They hate 
showing their faces for whatever reason | can't imagine. You being 
turned into a Cubone would explain why you haven't got one on 
you." 


The Cubone stared at her for a moment, his eyes glazing over. 
"You really believe me?" the Cubone asked. 


"Yeah! That's what | just said," Zekra replied. "Sorry if | made it look 
like | didn't believe you, but | do. | really do." 


The Cubone remained quiet, but nodded as he made his way back 
over to him. Zekra smiled at the sight and sat down on the cold 
ground. 


"Oh yeah, forgot to introduce myself," she said. "My name is Zekra." 


"Zekra? You're not just called Zorua?" the former human asked as 
he sat across from her. 


"No, no one really calls other Pokémon by their species' name. We 
all have nicknames," Zekra explained casually. "It helps when there 
are multiple of the same Pokémon in one area. That way no one 
gets mixed up with somebody else. Why do you ask?" 


"Just feels like I'm supposed to call Pokémon by their kind," the 
Cubone admitted. "Maybe it's an old habit of mine from my human 
days. But anyway, nice to meet you though, Zekra. | would tell you 
my name, but like | said, | can't remember it." 


"Hmmm guess we'll have to give you a new name then until you 
remember your old one. That okay?" Zekra asked. 


"Sure, it's fine," the Cubone said with a shrug. 


"Alright, let's see here," Zekra pondered. "Well, | do have one idea if 
you're okay with it." 


"What do you have in mind?" the Cubone asked. 


Zekra smiled despite her heart sinking at the mere thought of the 
name. 


"Terron," Zekra answered. 


"That's a really strange name," the Cubone stated. "Where'd you get 
that from?" 


"It's one of my friend's names," Zekra explained. "He was a Sandile 
that | grew up with. You just remind me of him is all. | mean, he didn't 
have amnesia and he wasn't a human at one point, but your 
personality is a lot like his. And well, you're both ground-types." 


"So you want to give me a name that belongs to someone else 
because I'm like them?" the Cubone asked reluctantly. "| don't know 
about that. It just feels like I'm stealing your friend's name and... it 


feels like I'm pretending to be them. It's like I'm stealing their place in 
life by having their name." 


"| don't think it's like that," Zekra replied. "Nobody can steal your own 
identity from you. Besides, | think my friend wouldn't mind having his 
name given to you. | think he'd like that actually..." 


"Well, if you say," the Cubone said as he shrugged. "I suppose that 
can be my name until | figure out my real name." 


Zekra smiled at this. However, her happiness was short lived, as 
memories of her former friend soon flooded her mind. She cringed 
as she immediately imagined him being consumed by the demonic 
creatures and hastily shoved the thought out of her head. 


"Alright," the Zorua said before she curled up. "Glad to know each 
other's names. So what are you going to do now, Terron? If you're 
human and don't remember anything, do you have any idea on how 
you're going to get your memories and become human again?" 


"Well | don't really know," Terron said in a melancholy tone. "But, you 
said something about humans being in different areas of the world. 
What do you mean by that?" 


"Oh, that," Zekra said as she remembered briefly mentioning that. 
"Yeah, supposedly there are humans in this world, but they live 
across the sea in distant lands. However, no one has seen any 
actual humans for who knows how long. So now they're just legends 
according to us Pokémon since we thought they went extinct 
already. But | guess you prove that humans are still around." 


"Did Pokémon and humans ever live together in this region?" Terron 
asked curiously. 


"Well according to the stories they did," Zekra answered. "They all 
got along really well and used to do everything together." 


She then paused for a moment as her pleasantness faded at the 
remembrance of the next part of the story. 


"And then they just left one day. All of them just disappeared. And 
they never came back. Legends say that they went to other regions 
of the world, but no one's ever seen them. It took a lot of adjusting to 
them all going away, but everyone managed somehow. Everyone 
learned how to cope, but it's just so weird how they vanished without 
a trace. Even though no one really thinks much about humans 
anymore, | still kind of wonder sometimes about how something so 
important to us Pokémon could leave for seemingly no reason." 


Terron remained silent. He seemed too marveled by the story he had 
just heard to give a proper response. 


"But why did they leave and the stories not say why?" Zekra rambled 
before she looked over to Terron. "What do you think?" 


Terron blinked, yet he didn't say anything. Zekra sighed again, 
realizing it was probably a strange question to ask. 


"I'm gonna get some rest,” Zekra said. "It's dark already and | was 
going to head to Aurora Town since it's the nearest town. If you want 
to find out more about yourself, maybe you should come with me 
and we'll find someone who can help you." 


"You really think so?" Terron said in wonder. 


"Well, only one way to find out," Zekra said. "Besides, where will you 
go anyway if you don't go there? There's nothing else out here that 
you want to go to. Just a bunch of grass. Lots of grass that goes on 
forever unless you go far east. Far, far east..." 


Terron seemed to consider this for a moment before giving her a 
nod. 


"Alright, I'll come with you," Terron decided. "| could use a guide and 
you seem pretty knowledgeable about this place. Sorry about trying 


to ditch you earlier; | was just really not thinking because... well... 
turning into a Cubone and all that." 


"It's alright," Zekra said with a small smile. "We'll leave in the 
morning, though. So good night, Terron." 


And with that, the little Zorua fell asleep in the grass. 


Terron chose to stay awake and looked up at the sky high above. 
There wasn't a cloud to block the view of stars scattered throughout 
the sky like dust, each star having the brightness of the moon. 
Despite being millions of miles away, the stars seemed so close that 
Terron felt he could reach them if he had wings. 


He fell onto his back as he continued to stargaze. He wondered if 
perhaps one of those stars was where he came from. Perhaps 
where he came from was a place that was so close to him right now, 
yet so far away. He looked at the brightest star he could find before 
putting his hands in front of his face and pretended to cup his paws 
around the star as if to catch it. 


Where did | come from? Terron wondered. And why am | here now 
as a Cubone? Was | chosen to do something perhaps? Was all of 
this prearranged to happen? 


He looked over at Zekra, who was sleeping quietly a few feet away. 
She seemed at peace. 


Am | really going to stay with this Zorua after she takes me to Aurora 
Town? Terron continued. Sure | said I'd go with her since she knows 
how to get to civilization, but do | really need to be with her after 
that? | can take care of myself. I'm sure | can find the answers about 
who | am on my own. I'll just have to figure out how to tell Zekra that. 
It is pretty strange though how she immediately wanted to help me. 
Why would she want to help me? I'm nobody important to her. We 
barely met for five minutes and she already acts like we're friends... 


Before Terron could think much further, he felt something furry 
snuggling against his side. He turned his head to find that Zekra was 
asleep beside him now. It seemed that she had wandered over to 
him while he was meditating on his thoughts. Unlike how he last saw 
her though, she had pained expression fixed into her as if she was 
having a nightmare. Terron could feel her nuzzling into him as she 
tried to find comfort from whatever was giving her grief. 


Terron shook his head with an agitated sigh, but he didn't push Zekra 
away. He found he couldn't do it since he did feel pity for whatever 
was making Zekra suffer. He let the Zorua stay with him as he tried 
to relax. 


After staring up at the stars for a few minutes, Terron finally went to 
sleep. 


The First Dungeon 


X 
Chapter 2 


The First Dungeon 


Sometime the next morning, when the shade of Terron's tree was no 
longer covering him, the warm rays of the sun shined down on his 
eyes. The sudden light behind his eyes was quick to stir him from his 
sleep. The moment he woke, he checked his body over. He found 
that he was still a Cubone and still was without a mask. 


Great. Just great. | was hoping me being a Cubone was all just a 
dream... 


Terron rubbed the tired out of his eyes as he looked around him, only 
to find that Zekra wasn't by his side anymore. In fact, she wasn't 
anywhere in sight. The only sign that she was ever with him was the 
slightly flattened grass beside him. A quick jolt of panic overcame 
Terron at the thought that he was alone. 


Calm down. Just calm down. She couldn't have gone anywhere too 
far. 


He sat up from where he lay and surveyed his surroundings. 


With the cover of darkness gone, Terron could see that the land he 
stood in stretched out seemingly forever in all directions, almost like 
a sea of grass. All directions, that is, except two of them. The 
direction in which Terron was facing only seemed to go on for a few 
miles, or so it appeared, before it turned into a much browner area. 
Just beyond that, there was a distant mountain looming in the 
background. 


The other direction, the one behind Terron, also seemed to go on 
forever just as the other directions did. However, after gazing into the 
distance for a moment, he was able to see that there was an actual 
ending to the eternal grassland. Very faintly, the Cubone could see 
the hazy outline of what appeared to be buildings and a few trees. It 
was so far away, though. It had to be at least a three-day journey to 
get there on foot. 


We'd better be going toward the mountain. 


He got to his feet and walked around the field in search of Zekra. 
The grass felt warm and pleasant against his feet as he treaded 
through silently. The grass got taller at various points so that would 
begin to rise to his stomach, but it wasn't particularly bothersome. 
After roaming a few minutes away from the tree, Terron eventually 
came across something other than endless green. He stopped and 
hid behind some tall grass close by before peeking out of it. A few 
feet away were a couple of Rattata munching on some flowers in an 
Open space where no grass grew. They seemed mostly docile as 
they ate, not making much noise save for the chewing sounds. 


Guess there are Pokémon that live around here. Wonder if these 
ones talk like Zekra does... 


The Cubone was about to speak to the creatures, but it was then 
that he noticed something else. There was a pair of blue eyes hidden 
behind some tall plants near the Rattata. They seemed to be staring 
directly at the Rattata. 


In a quick instant, a blur shot out of the grass where the eyes were, 
and flew at both of the Rattata. Terron was quick to recognize the 
blur as Zekra. The Rattata screeched and scurried away, but it was 
too late. The Zorua snatched up both of the creatures in her jaw, and 
with a sickening crunch, sank her fangs deep into their flesh. One 
last squeak escaped their throats before they fell completely limp 
and silent. 


Zekra spit out the dead Pokémon as she wiped off the blood that 
was dripping down the side of her mouth. 


"You can quit hiding," Zekra said casually. "| got us breakfast." 


Terron was taken aback by her knowing he was there, but he made 
no attempt to hide anymore. He came out of his hiding spot and 
joined her with a grimace. 


"How'd you know | was there?" Terron asked. 


"| could just tell," she replied. "It's a predator thing. | just sort of know 
if there's any one nearby. Helps me figure out if there's any stalkers 
following me around." 


"So you eat other Pokémon, huh?" 


"Oh yeah," Zekra answered as she took one of the Rattata and tore 
off bits of its flesh with her teeth. "There isn't anything better than the 
sweet taste of blood and flesh. But don't worry; | only eat wild 
Pokémon. | don't eat anyone who talks. That'd be pretty wrong. And 
messed up." 


She took the other Rattata and slid it over to Terron. 


"Here, you can have this one," she insisted. "Tastes pretty good. The 
blood's still nice and warm." 


Terron stuck out his tongue as he kicked the corpse back over to 
Zekra. 


"Ugh, that's sick!" Terron spat. "I'm not eating another Pokemon! 
That's just wrong!" 


"How's it wrong?" Zekra asked earnestly. "| mean, it's normal to eat 
Pokémon. Meat is good stuff. What, you never heard of Pokemon 
eating each other on your world?" 


"| don't really remember... but I'm pretty sure that they didn't eat 
each other. If they existed, anyway. | can't really remember ever 
seeing Pokémon running around everywhere, but | feel like | know 
what they are at least. Somehow." 


"That's pretty weird if you ask me. For both no one eating each other 
and how you might not have Pokémon wherever you come from, but 
you know what they are." 


"Shut up," Terron grumbled. "Is there anything else to eat at least?" 


"No... not really. | mean, I'd get you some berries, but we kind of 
don't have any around us. So | guess you'll have to either eat the 
Rattata or miss breakfast." 


"I'm not eating that thing, Zekra." 


Zekra finished devouring the first Rattata. It was now nothing but a 
hollowed out corpse with a few bones sticking out of its body. She 
then took the second Rattata and slid it back over to her witha 
frown. 


"Fine, whatever you say," she said. "Not my fault if you starve. But, 
we've got a ways to travel. So I'll save this for you just in case you 
change your mind in the next few hours." 


"I'm not eating that, no matter what," Terron said sternly. 
"Well you never know." 


She grabbed the Rattata with her teeth before she stood up and 
looked out toward the direction that was opposite of where the 
mountain was. 


"Alright, that's the way to Aurora Town," Zekra said through the 
Rattata in her teeth. "And from what | remember, it'll take about the 
rest of today to get there. Judging that there aren't any weather 
problems." 


"A whole day?!" Terron cried. "You sure there isn't some faster way 
there? Or maybe a closer city to go to?" 


"There aren't any closer cities nearby, Terron," Zekra explained, a 
strange desperation seeping into her words. "So come on, let's get 
going. We can't stay here all day." 


She went forward a few feet into the grassland and then stopped 
before looking back at Terron, waiting for him. Despite being agitated 
with the long travel distance, the Cubone understood that he didn't 
have much of a choice if he wanted to find civilization. He followed 
after Zekra and once he had caught up with her, the two began to 
walk side-by-side. 


The journey was mostly easy and somewhat relaxing. There weren't 
any major inclines or declines in the area, nor were there any 
Pokémon that bothered to attack them. They had seen a few 
Pokémon running through the land on occasion, such as a 
wandering Sentret or a group of Hoppip drifting through the air, but 
none had attacked them. All they did was give a sideways glance to 
the duo before simply going about their day. Terron would glance at 
them at times to see if they'd try to communicate with him. However, 
despite what Terron wondered, he never saw any of them talk. They 
all made strange, primal noises that didn't even remotely resemble 
words. 


"Hey, Zekra," Terron said. 
"Yeah, what is it?" 


"How come none of the other Pokémon around here talk? | thought 
that in this world all Pokémon talk, but whenever | see any Pokemon 
around here, they never say anything | can understand.” 


"Oh, well, that's simple to answer," Zekra said before taking the 
Rattata from her mouth and severing it with her teeth. "Just let me 
finish this first So you can hear me clearly. Unless you want it now." 


"No," the Cubone said sharply. 


"Fine, you had your chance. Don't complain if you get hungry and 
there's nothing to eat," Zekra said as she stopped to put the mouse 
on the ground and tore out the meat. "Tastes pretty good to me. 
Would have been better if they were skinned and gutted out, though. 
And maybe roasted just a bit." 


Terron almost wanted to vomit from her descriptions and the sounds 
of the chewing, but he forced himself to look away instead. As he 
waited for her to finish the meal, he watched a small flock of 
Pidgeotto and Pidgeot fly over his head. He wanted to call out to 
them and ask for a ride to the city they were heading to. It would 
make traveling much easier for him and Zekra. But, before he could 
ponder much in the idea, Zekra finished her meal and was started 
speaking to him. 


"SO anyway, about your question with how come the Pokémon here 
aren't talking to us," she started to say. "Well, how do | put this ina 
way you'd understand... oh, | Know. There are two kinds of 
Pokémon, | guess you can say. There are ones like me where we 
can talk and stuff. We communicate pretty well, we live together in 
civilizations, and we all know how to cooperate with each another to 
get things done. Then there's another kind of Pokémon we call the 
‘wild' Pokémon. You've seen them around here. They don't talk like 
us since they don't know how to talk. They prefer living outside of 
civilization and in places like this. I'm sure some of them work 
together like in packs since instinct tells everyone to do that, but 
otherwise, | don't know much about them. So yeah, that's your 
answer." 


"What happens if you try to talk to them then?" Terron asked 
curiously, that idea of flying to the city still fresh in his mind. 


“They ignore you unless they're protective of their land or whatever. 
But sometimes, there's these places where they're much more 
violent and if they see you, then they'll attack you." 


"And what places are these where they'll attack you? Seems a bit 
odd how a place can make somebody more hostile." 


"Um, I'll tell you when we run into one of those weird places. They're 
a bit difficult to describe." 


Terron gave a simple nod in reply as they continued to venture 
through the endless sea of grass. However, no matter how long they 
went on walking, Terron couldn't tell if they were getting any closer to 
their destination. The end of the field never seemed to come into 
clear sight. To make matters worse, his stomach was growling. He 
looked around to see if he could spot some kind of fruit tree or bush, 
but there weren't any. The only vegetation growing in the area were 
the blades of grass surrounding him and the occasional flower. 


"You sure there aren't any sort of stores around here that sell food?" 
Terron grumbled. 


"Yeah I'm sure," Zekra replied. "| mean, even if there were, we 
couldn't buy anything anyway. We don't have any money. But don't 
worry; we're almost to town. We've only got three more hours left or 
so." 


"| don't know if | can last that long." 


"You're a Pokémon now. Pokemon can last quite a while without 
food. Think of it as a survival mechanism." 


Terron was doubtful of her words, but he didn't bother expressing his 
thoughts. He almost wanted her words to be truthful anyway. It at 
least gave some good news to being a Pokémon. 


After walking for a couple more hours, Zekra and Terron finally came 
to the end of the Gray Lands before it dipped into a more vegetated 
area that had more than just grass growing. They looked below and 
expected to see the city before them, but to their surprise, they found 
something else. The town was in sight, bordering near what looked 


like a river, but there was something between the town and where 
they stood now. 


There was a forest. 


However, from where the two stood, this forest seemed to be more 
like a wall than a few trees scattered around. The sun was beginning 
to set over the horizon and it caused the shadows of the outer trees 
to stretch toward the two in a somewhat eerie fashion. 


"| don't remember anyone ever mentioning that there was a forest in 
front of Aurora Town," Zekra said in a puzzled tone. "Weird..." 


She descended toward the forest, seemingly without a second 
thought. Terron followed after her, though he took longer to get down 
the incline since he only had two feet to balance himself. Once he 
managed to join up with the Zorua, the two stood in front of the 
entrance and stared into it. 


Now that they were close to the forest, they could see how all the 
plants within seemed to be in a state between living and dying. All 
the trees' branches were drooping strangely, as if wilting even 
though many leaves sprouted from them. The bark were peeling off 
the trees in a sickly manner and the grass lining the floor seemed 
unnaturally taller and gnarled than normal. Terron could feel an 
ominous atmosphere leaking out of the forest, but he did his best to 
not let it bother him. 


"| think | Know what this place is," Zekra said as she peered deeper 
into the forest. "It would explain why everything looks this way." 


"And what would that be?" Terron asked. 


"Sometimes a normal place gets corrupted by some weird presence. 
A disease if you want to call it that. When it takes over that place, it 
warps it into a place we call a Mystery Dungeon. They're also known 
as the places with the hostile wild ones | told you about, since | 
guess the dungeon does weird stuff to them. I've never been in one 


at all, but some of my friends have and they told me a little about 
them. | don't know what turns places into these Mystery Dungeons 
or why, but | do Know that it changes a lot of things on the inside. 
But, maybe it's better to show you what | mean since we have to go 
through here anyway if we want to get to Aurora Town." 


"Are you sure that's such a good idea?" 


"Well, it won't take long," Zekra assured him. "And if we don't go 
through here now, we're not going to be able to get into the city 
unless somebody happens to go through here from the other side. 
That's not going to happen any time soon. So just trust me on this." 


The Cubone stared at his companion's smile and then back at the 
entry of the forest. The light was disappearing from the sky and he 
could tell that he needed to make the choice soon unless he wanted 
to spend another night sleeping outside. 


"Fine," he said. "Lead the way." 


Zekra nodded as she made her way into the Mystery Dungeon with 
Terron cautiously following behind her. 


Wayward Woods S1 


As soon as Terron and Zekra wandered into the forest, the Cubone 
immediately heard the sounds of branches snapping and leaves 
rustling. He quickly turned around just in time to see that the 
entrance of the dungeon was slowly being covered up by a thick web 
of branches. Terron rushed over to the area slowly being patched up 
and attempted to escape by pulling away the slithering branches, but 
he was blown backwards by a whipping branch. The blow left a 
stinging pain on his skin, but he ignored that as he watched the last 
bits of the outside world close before his eyes behind the living 
plants. 


"Terron! Are you okay?" Zekra asked as she came over to him. 


"I'm fine," he said dismissively as he continued to stare at the now 
sealed entrance. "But what was that? It almost seemed like the 
forest was alive for a second. Is it trying to trap us in here?" 


"Well, in a way it was. You see... once you enter a Mystery 
Dungeon, you can't go out the way you came in. You have to find the 
exit in order to get out." 


"And what happens if you don't find the exit?" 


"... [think it's best you don't know that. But trust me; we'll be fine. It's 
not that hard to get through these places. And this Mystery Dungeon 
looks pretty short." 


Terron glared at her, but he didn't bother arguing. He wanted to get 

out of the dungeonas soon as possible. He looked into the distance 
saw many grassy paths lying ahead. Each one seemed to stretch to 
different areas of the forest that were beyond his sight. 


"How do we know which way to go?" Terron asked as he pointed to 
the trails. 


"Oh, you just pick a way to go and follow it," Zekra answered. "And if 
you're lucky, it'll take you to the next area of the Mystery Dungeon. 
However, if not, we'll just end up right back where we started. Then 
we'll just take another path." 


She seemed to see the skepticism in the Cubone's eyes. 


"Honestly, | don't really know much about these places either," Zekra 
said with a shrug. "I mean, | just know that's how you get out. My 
friends didn't teach me everything about these places. | was just 
taught what dungeons basically were and how to leave in case | got 
stuck in one, but no one really told me anything else. So basically... 
just try Keep taking paths until you get out. That's all | can think of. | 
mean, | learned a couple of other basic things about Mystery 
Dungeons, but... " 


"Just get us out of here," Terron grumbled. 
"Fine fine, whatever. Follow me." 


Zekra lead Terron to the place with the multiple paths and after a bit 
of debating, they chose the one on the far right side. As they trailed 
through it, Terron heard the sounds of hooting in the distance and felt 
a new presence watching him. He couldn't help but shudder. 


A moment later, the hooting grew louder and the sound of wings 
flapping filled the air. Terron and Zekra stopped, Zekra choosing to 
growl under her breath while Terron hastily looked around him. 


"Hey, remember how | said that there were violent Pokémon in 
Mystery Dungeons?" Zekra asked in a low voice. "Well, | think | hear 
one right now." 


Without warning, something flew toward them with a loud screeching 
sound. Zekra jumped away from Terron as the creature came near 
and its large, red eyes came into view. It was a Hoothoot, glaring 
maliciously at Terron as it prepared to strike him. Terron wanted to 
run away, but he found he couldn't move from the spot. 


"Get away from him!" Zekra shouted. 


Zekra leapt into the air and rammed herself into the Hoothoot's side. 
The two fell to the ground with loud thumps, but the Hoothoot was 
quick to counter with a sharp peck to her face. The Zorua winced 
back from the pain, but she didn't cease her assault. 


Small claws shot out of her paw before she swiped at the bird, 
leaving three lines across its face. She continuously scratched at the 
bird, expertly avoiding each of its pecks at her. She did this a few 
more times, and then raised her left paw and slammed it down on 
the Hoothoot's head. 


The Hoothoot's eyes immediately closed as it toppled to the ground. 
A couple of low, hooting sounds came out of its beak, and then the 


creature finally fell silent. 


Terron slowly approached Zekra. Once he came over to her, he 
looked down at the body of the Hoothoot. It was a bit difficult to see, 
as all of the daylight had disappeared and only moonlight was the 
only source of light he had left. Despite this though, he could still tell 
that it wasn't moving. 


"Did you kill it?" Terron asked. 


He nudged the body with his foot. The Hoothoot flinched for a brief 
second, but otherwise the bird remained still. 


"No, it's not dead," Zekra answered. "It's just unconscious. It takes a 
lot more effort to kill Pokemon, as you saw me do with those Rattata. 
But that's what you have to do here. They'll fight you no matter what, 
so you have to do the same to Survive." 


"But | don't know how to fight," Terron said awkwardly. 


"It's easy!" the Zorua said as she retracted her claws. "Just listen to 
your instincts and they'll tell you what to do. But you'll need a bone 
club to use in order to do that. HmMmmmm..." 


Her eyes wandered to the Hoothoot and seemed to grow. Terron 
immediately understood what she was thinking about doing. 


"Are you really going to..." he tried to say. 


"Well we are in a Mystery Dungeon and you might need to defend 
yourself. Sooooooo..." Zekra said in a rather casual tone. 


Terron shut his eyes and covered his ears so that he wouldn't have 
to witness what Zekra did to the wild Pokémon. He heard muffled 
screeching before it was silenced seconds later, followed by the 
sounds of something being torn apart. Sometime later, he felt Zekra 
hand him something. He opened his eyes to find a bone that was 
licked clean in his paw. 


It didn't have the club-like shape a normal Cubone weapons had, but 
rather, one that had the appearance of a slightly warped stick with 
dull edges. It was a little smaller than he would have liked, but it fit 
well in his hands. He swung it around in slow motions for a couple of 
seconds. 


"What part of the Hoothoot did you get this from anyway?" Terron 
asked. "That thing was so round..." 


"It was in the leg," Zekra said as she stood in front of the corpse so 
Terron wouldn't have to see it. "How is it?" 


"Good, just a bit hollow is all. Think that could be a problem," he 
replied as he gently twirled around the weapon. 


"Well it's temporary, so don't worry about it," Zekra said with a shrug. 
"Now let's get going. Think we're at the end of this area." 


Terron followed after the Zorua as the two came to the ending of 
their chosen path and found that the next area of the forest was in 
sight. It had turned out that they had taken the correct path on their 
first try. The two exchanged a victorious smile before heading into 
the new section of the dungeon. 


Wayward Woods S2 


The Mystery Dungeon seemed darker now than compared to the 
area they had just left. Somehow, the moon seemed to shine less 
through the trees that only seemed thicker and a thin haze of fog had 
spread across the flooring of the forest like a blanket. Terron and 
Zekra stopped in front of the various paths and picked the first path 
that came to their sights. As they headed down it, Terron kept his 
mind occupied by twirling around his bone club. 


"You know, it's probably a good idea to pay attention to where you're 
going,” Zekra warned. "You have to watch out for the Pokémon." 


"Yeah yeah, | know," Terron said carelessly. "But you seemed to be 
able to take care of the Pokemon here. So we shouldn't have much 
of a problem if we run into any others." 


"Wow, make me do all the work. Who do you think | am, your 
bodyguard?" 


Terron didn't respond. Zekra let out a scoff, but kept her eyes on the 
path ahead of them. 


A few minutes of peace passed by and the duo was disappointed to 
find that they had come back to the beginning of this particular 
section. They had taken the wrong path, but thankfully, they didn't 
have to start the entire dungeon over. Terron sighed. 


"Alright, pick a new path," Zekra said as she pointed to the three 
other paths that hadn't been traveled by them yet. 


"Why me?" the Cubone asked. 


"Because you picked the right path last time, so maybe you can do it 
again!" 


"| seriously doubt that | have good luck in picking the right way to get 
out of here," Terron said bitterly as he walked up to the middle road 
of the three choices. "But if you insist. This way." 


Wayward Woods S3 


Only a minute passed before the two came to the next area of the 
dungeon with Zekra smirking and Terron simply muttering to himself. 
As they walked forward, a new wonder came to their sights. A dim 
yet noticeable light was shining in the distance where all of the paths 
seemed to head into. It was like a star calling out to them from such 
a faraway distance. 


Yet, to Terron, the light seemed so welcoming despite how faint and 
weak it felt. Compared to the ominous atmosphere of the dungeon, 
this particular sight cast a warm, pleasant feeling inside of him. It 
was like being able to witness the dawn's rising sun after dwelling in 
the night for so long. 


"| think this is the last area of the Mystery Dungeon," Zekra then 
said. "That light must be the exit since there haven't been any other 
things like that before." 


"So all we have to do is just pick one more correct path and then 
we're out of here?" Terron said eagerly. 


"Well, that's what | think. Seems logical." 


"Good, because I'm starting to get really hungry. I've been trying to 
hold it off, but it's been getting even worse since we came here." 


"I've heard that Mystery Dungeons are like that. | think it's because 
you heal faster in these places, So you consume energy faster and 
then that would mean you'd have to eat more to make up for that 
energy lost. At least, that's what | think.” 


"Yeah, whatever. Let's just keep going." 


He walked past Zekra and toward one of the paths. He didn't know 
how much longer he could afford to not eat, but he was determined 
to get out of the dungeon before he died of starvation. He wasn't 
going to die in a place like this. Thoughts of food lingered heavily in 
Terron's mind and continued to haunt him like horrific nightmares. 


Terron was in the middle of fighting off his thoughts, when he 
suddenly noticed something in front of the path. He came to a halt 
and tightened his grip around his weapon. A few feet in front of him 
was a large web that spread from one side of the trail to the other 
and clung to the trees that grew there. No Pokémon inhabited the 
web nor were there any sort of cocoons that might have been 
previous prey. Terron continued to stare at it from his distance with a 


curious expression. It was then that Zekra caught up with him and 
saw the web as well. 


"Hey, this is a Spinarak web," she said in realization. "I've seen these 
a couple of times. Surprised that no one is here though. They're 
usually always occupied by the one who makes them." 


"Maybe they abandoned this web for another one since they weren't 
catching anything,” Terron suggested. 


"Well maybe, but let's try going back and pick a different path. | don't 
think we can knock down this web or get around it." 


The two turned around and headed back to the beginning of the 
section, but Terron couldn't help but feel that something was 
watching him from behind. He looked over his shoulder and 
expected a pair of eyes looking back at him, but there were none. All 
that was there were just the empty web and the vacant trees 
surrounding the sides of the path. Figuring he was being paranoid, 
Terron shrugged it off and continued his way back up the path in 
silence. 


Eventually, he came back to the beginning of the trail and overlooked 
the other ways. He tried to see if he could spot any other Spinarak 
webs blocking anymore paths from where he stood, but there 
weren't any in sight. 


Without further ado, the Cubone chose the path to the right of his 
previous path and made his way toward the light. Everything was 
easier to see now since he was closer to the light. There were no 
webs in his way this time, much to his relief, but just as he felt he 
was getting close to the end of road, a Venonat jumped out of one of 
the trees and landed in front of him. Its large compound eyes 
gleamed as it looked down upon Terron. 


The Cubone glared up at the large creature that towered over him. 
He felt a twinge of fear strike him at the size of the creature, but he 


forced himself to remain stoic. He slowly pointed his club at the 
Venonat. 


"Get out of the way," he ordered. 
" Ping?" 


"| don't have time to deal with you," Terron said again. "| need to get 
out of here. So move aside." 


Terron was expecting Zekra to attack the Venonat as she had with 
the last wild Pokemon he encountered, but surprisingly, she wasn't 
responding. In fact, she hadn't said anything since Terron had left the 
Spinarak web with her. Even still, Terron put those thoughts out of 
his mind. He figured that she was probably staying back to have 
Terron fight on his own. 


Fine. Guess I'll give this a shot. Just listen to your instincts. They'll 
tell you what to do. That's always what Zekra said. But what does 
that even mean? I'm a human and a Pokémon. Human instincts and 
Pokémon instincts aren't the same thing. How do | know whether my 
human instincts or so called Pokémon instincts are talking? 


" PIMING!" 


The wild Venonat shot forward at Terron as its shrill cry rang through 
the air. 


MOVE! 


Terron flinched at the sudden voice that screamed from within his 
mind. He was so startled by the shouting, in fact, that he leapt to the 
side out of reaction. Since he had moved just in time, Terron 
managed to avoid the oncoming assault, but he could still feel the 
Pokémon's fuzzy body brush against him. Particles of purple dust 
flew off the bug and were about to settle on Terron, but he was quick 
to get out of the way before they could come in contact with him. 


Just what was that?! Whose voice was that? What's it doing in my 
head? 


A multi-colored beam shot out of nowhere and struck Terron in the 
side in his moment of confusion. The Cubone tumbled backwards a 
few feet before he crashed into a tree. His side throbbed, but he 
couldn't focus on that. He could see the Venonat standing on its two 
feet with its eyes glowing from the attack it had just sent him. When it 
noticed that Terron was no longer flying out of control, the Venonat 
bounded toward him with its fangs ready to bite down upon him. 


GET UP! GET UP! FIGHT BACK! 


Terron flinched at the unexpected yelling within his mind, but he took 
no time to think about it. 


Terron clutched the bone tightly in his hand. With one swift motion, 
he rose to his feet and smacked the Venonat with the weapon just as 
the bug sprang at him. The Venonat's face visibly dented from the 
attack, and then was blown back into the distance. He could hear its 
shrieks as it flew through the air with its eyes flashing rapidly. Terron 
smirked victoriously as the Venonat smacked into the ground 
seconds later with a thud. His side still throbbed from the attack he 
had received, but he didn't let it bother him. He approached the 
flailing form of the wild Pokémon until he was standing over it. Its 
eyes were staring up at him with a blank expression, as if it was on 
the borderline between consciousness and slumber, unable to 
understand and interact with the world around it. 


FINISH IT. 


Terron raised his club above his head and brought it down upon the 
bug with all the strength he could. The Venonat let out a loud scream 
just as the bone beat down upon its body. The wild Pokémon filled 
the air with its dreadful noise until it was abruptly silenced. Its eyes 
dimmed until there was no longer light behind them, and then the 
body went completely limp. It would wake up eventually, but for now, 
it was out of its misery. 


Terron sighed as he fell into a sitting position. He needed a moment 
to recover from that attack he had received. He wondered about 
whose voice was speaking to him and ordering him throughout the 
fight, but he took his mind off that for now. He could worry about that 
later. 


"There, | defeated a wild Pokémon,” the Cubone said to Zekra 
without looking at her. "Guess it's not so hard after all." 


There wasn't a reply. Terron scowled. 


"| did what you wanted, okay?" Terron said in a flustered tone. "Don't 
| get some kind of congratulations? You try fighting after you've been 
put into a new body without your consent." 


There was still nothing to be said. Annoyed with his companion at 
her insensitivity, he turned around to lash out at her about the way 
she was acting. 


But Zekra wasn't there. She was nowhere in sight. 


Terron's eyes grew as he bolted to his feet and started looking 
around in every direction he could. He could have sworn Zekra was 
with him. She was right behind him the whole time. 


"Zekra? Where are you?" Terron called out as he wandered to the 
sides of the path. "Zekra?! ZEKRA!" 


His heart thudded violently in his chest and his breath shortened 
drastically. Everything around him became disoriented as hysteria 
ensued within his mind. Yet, despite the massive chaos erupting 
through his mind, one truth manifested itself to him. 


Zekra had disappeared and he was alone. 


Tangled by the Webs 


x 
Chapter 3 


Tangled by the Webs 


Wayward Woods S3 (still) 


Terron felt his hands tremble as the epiphany dawned upon him: 
somehow, Zekra had gone missing. 


His mind raced, quickly coming up with several possibilities as to 
what could of happened. Had Zekra been captured during a battle, 
when he wasn't looking? Had she been knocked out and taken 
somewhere within the dark depths of the dungeon? Had she 
escaped the dungeon on her own and left him behind? 


Terron's breath caught the second he realized that he couldn't 
remember the last time he had actually seen her. 


He wasn't incredibly fond of Zekra, but he dreaded the thought of her 
being alone in the hostile environment. He was worried for his own 
well-being of course, but Zekra's seemed more important right now. 
She may have been somewhat experienced, but being alone ina 
world filled with dangerous creatures was a terrible situation to be in. 


"TERROOOON!" a familiar voice screamed in the distance. 


Terron's panicking immediately ceased as he looked up toward the 
source of the noise. It was coming from another path in the area. 
Zekra hadn't disappeared after all; she was still around and Terron 
could still get to her. Hope quickly sprouted in Terron's heart and 
gave him the energy to bolt back to the beginning of the sector 
where all of the trails lay. 


"Where are you?!" Terron shouted as loudly as his lungs allowed 
him. 


His yells echoed through the woods for a few seconds before the 
forest became eerily silent. Terron nervously played with his hands 
as he prayed Zekra would answer him. Seconds later, that prayer 
was answered. 


"By the Spinarak web you saw earlier!" her voice answered. 


Terron wasted no time in hurrying down the path. Any thoughts about 
the rumbling in his stomach or the throbbing pain from his battle 
were ignored. His mind could only focus on Zekra and nothing else. 
He didn't even feel the grass beneath his feet as he sprinted as fast 
as he could toward the web he had visited earlier. 


When he came to the web, Terron was met with a horrifying sight. He 
immediately skidded to a halt a few feet in front of the web and 
blinked a few times, just to make sure he wasn't hallucinating. Zekra 
was in the middle of the web and wrapped up in a tight cocoon that 
covered all of her body except her head. She was thrashing around 
and attempting to bite herself free from the prison, but it was to no 
avail. She was stuck in her silky prison. 


Surrounding her were three Spinarak, all clicking their pincers 
eagerly. 


"Terron!" Zekra cried in a strange mix of desperation and excitement. 
GET OUT OF THE WAY! 

What ? Terron thought. /t's the voice... what does it- 

"Look out, Terron!" 

A strand of silk struck the Cubone's free arm and wrapped itself 


around his limb, forming a small, cast-like prison around his forearm. 
Before it could spread further, Terron moved out of the line of fire and 


looked up toward its source. There, in a tree branch high above him, 
was a Spinarak with its eyes set on the Cubone. 


The bug-type snapped its pincers together a few times and then fired 
a swarm of purple darts at Terron. The Cubone hastily sprang out of 
the way, narrowly avoiding the projectiles. The Spinarak only 
continued to fire more darts, keeping its attacks trained on him. 
Terron ran around the trail, avoiding a good majority of the attacks. 
Whenever they did hit though, they always stung like little needles 
pricking his skin. Yet, Terron continued to keep running, never letting 
the pain wear him down. 


He glanced over at Zekra as he avoided the sprays of projectiles and 
saw that the other Spinarak were starting to gather toward her. A 
deep fear sunk into his heart. He couldn't let Zekra be eaten. And 
yet, he didn't know what to do. 


THROW YOUR WEAPON! 


Um, | don't think | have good aim. And what if | lose this? It's the only 
weapon | have. 


DON'T ARGUE WITH ME! | KNOW WHAT I'M DOING! DO IT! 


Terron saw that it was pointless to argue and allowed himself to 
submit to the commands of the voice. He clutched the bone in his 
hand and held it back. Then, he flung it forward. The bone soared 
through the air as it swung around in circles swiftly, making it a white 
blur. It flew toward the branch the Spinarak sat in and before the 
spider could react, the spinning weapon collided with its body. The 
creature fell to the ground from the sudden shock of the impact as 
the bone came swinging back to Terron. 


GRAB IT! 


Terron held out his hand without even thinking about it. Seconds 
later, the bone smacked into his paw as he simultaneously gripped 
his claws around it. He could feel the dull thudding in his palm from 


catching such a fast moving object, but he paid it no mind. He looked 
over at Zekra to see that one of the creatures was about to sink its 
fangs into the Zorua. She squirmed and thrashed violently, but to no 
avail. 


The Cubone tossed his bone forward without a second thought. It 
immediately collided with the spider, instantly rendering it 
unconscious as it thumped to the ground. The club rebounded off of 
its collapsed form before coming back in Terron's hand. He felt the 
weapon crack due to its hollow and fragile form, but this didn't bother 
him, for it was still usable. 


One of the Spinarak jumped off of the web and on the ground near 
Terron. The other one stayed with Zekra, looming near her with an 
almost protective stance. Terron tightened his grip on his club, 
further cracking the weapon. 


The Spinarak on the ground glared at Terron for a brief second 
before it spat out a swarm of the violet needles. Terron hastily 
jumped to the side just as the projectiles went past him before 
running toward the creature again. The Spinarak's eyes shifted as he 
closed in on the bug-type. 


You know what to do now. You don't need my commands 
anymore. My work here is done. 


Terron nodded silently and pushed his feet against the ground, 
leaping into the air. Just as he jumped, the Spinarak shot a thin line 
of silk, barely missing him by a hair. As he rose above the attack, 
Terron threw his bone forward, watching it sail before it smacked into 
the bug-type's back. 


The Spinarak gave off a shriek as its legs gave out and fell to the 
grassy floor with a dull thump. The bone returned to Terron's paw at 
once. However, to ensure that the bug-type would no longer fight, 
Terron landed on the face sprawled on his foe's back. There was a 
loud snap, and then the Spinarak's head hit the ground, eyes dull. 


The creature was still alive, as its pincers occasionally twitched, but 
the state it was currently in was satisfactory for Terron. 


Terron stepped off the comatose form of his former target before 
locking his sights onto the last Spinarak. It shot him a glare and 
hissed quietly. Terron scowled as he flung his weapon forward, 
watched it instantly smash into the creature, and then caught it as it 
came back to him. The spider was immediately knocked out, but it 
remained tangled in its own webbing. But despite this, there were no 
more Spinarak. Terron and Zekra were safe. 


For now. 


Terron made his way over to the entangled Zorua until he was in 
front of the web. The adrenaline left his system and and the 
weariness washed over him, but he fought it off to the best of his 
ability. He couldn't afford to let exhaustion win him over. He looked 
up at Zekra with a tired grin. Despite being saved from the bug- 
types, Zekra continued to squirm. 


"Are you okay?" Terron asked softly. 


"Y-Yeah," Zekra stuttered as she looked over at him. "I just really 
hate bug-types... | have a really hard time dealing with them and 
they've got those webs | can't get out of and... uggggh. Get me 
down from here... Get me down. Now. Please. Before more get 
here." 


"Alright. Here, grab this." 


He took his bone and held it out toward her until it was right in front 
of her face. She sank her fangs into the weapon, and with a nod, 
Terron pulled back with all of his might. There was some resistance, 
but she came flying off the web nonetheless, and tumbled along the 
ground, still covered in the silk bindings. She spat out a wad of dirt 
as Terron made his way over to her. 


"If you're going to try and rip this stuff off me, don't bother," Zekra 
warned. "It'll get all over you and then both of us will get stuck. And | 
really don't think you want to be stuck in this stuff. So you're going to 
have to think of a different way. You know, as quickly as possible. 
Because | really hate being in this stuff and kind of don't want some 
more of those Spinarak to come and suck out my insides. So you 
know, no rush... but think of something. Like right now." 


Terron rolled his eyes at the comment, but said nothing in return. 
Instead, he brought his gaze upon the bone in his hands. Though 
specifically, the ever growing cracks that were forming all throughout 
it. An idea formed in his mind, but he wasn't sure if he wanted to 
sacrifice the only weapon he had. 


His stomach growled painfully. It was then that he realized that he 
had been so busy panicking and fighting, that he had forgotten how 
hungry he had been. Having this new factor enter his mind, he 
realized that perhaps it was better to do what came to mind rather 
than to go search for something else to free Zekra. If it meant getting 
out of the dungeon faster, he'd do it. 


Without hesitation, Terron grabbed his weapon with his two hands on 
the opposite sides of the shaft and clutched them tightly. He then 
pushed his arms downward with as much strength as he could 
muster and soon heard the repeated sounds of cracking. He smiled 
as he watched the middle of the bone form a giant fracture until it 
gave way, snapping the bone into two pieces with jagged ends 
where they once connected. He dropped one of the pieces of the 
bone, and then took the other over to Zekra. He tore it straight down 
the middle of her cocoon with the sharp edge and watched as the 
strands came apart. 


Once he had cut the casing completely open, Terron pulled the 
bindings off of Zekra until she was free of her silk prison. She took in 
several deep breaths as she got to her feet and shook her paws, 
removing the residue from her fur. As she did this, Terron used his 
fractured weapon to cut through the silk cast wrapped around his 
arm and removed it from himself with ease. 


"Awesome, I'm free," Zekra said pleasantly. "Thanks a bunch! Now | 
don't have to get all of my insides sucked out. My intestines are safe 
now!" 


Another agonizing rumble came from Terron's stomach, causing him 
to wince. 


"Yeah, you're welcome,” Terron said hurriedly as he looked toward 
the exit of the path he was on. "But can we save it for later? | really 
need to find some food. So we need to get out of here." 


"| think this way should get us out of here as long as we can get that 
Spinarak web out of the way," Zekra said as she pointed down the 
path. "Maybe." 


Without a moment to waste, Terron picked up the other piece of the 
bone he had split and put it into his other hand. He then took the 
makeshift knives and cut through a section of the web. Parts of the 
web stuck to his bones, but Terron didn't find himself concerned 
about that. All he wanted was to get out of the dungeon as fast as he 
could. Once he had made a passage through the blockade, he and 
Zekra then dashed toward the light at the end of the path. 


Aurora Town Outskirts 


Terron and Zekra ran out of the dungeon's exit and soon found 
themselves standing in a small grove filled with a wide variety of 
berry trees. Zekra brought herself to a halt as she caught her breath, 
but not the same could be same for Terron. The Cubone ran ahead 
of her and went to one of the trees and swiped off a pink, heart- 
shaped fruit from its branches. He hastily tore off a large chunk with 
his teeth, feeling an overwhelming sweetness slide down his throat. 
But he paid it no mind and swallowed it down before grabbing 
another berry. He too shoved it down his mouth, proceeding to do 
this with any other fruits he could find. 


Fifty of the berries later, Terron felt his eyes start to droop as the 
sickening sweet taste of the berry filled his mouth. He blinked 
sluggishly as he pressed his back against the tree's trunk and then 
slid down into a sitting position. As he rested his head against the 
bark, Zekra stopped before him. 


"Well looks like someone was hungry," Zekra grinned. 


"Yeah, yeah" Terron replied carelessly. "| was starving, alright? I'm 
just glad there was food right outside of that Mystery Dungeon. 
Because really, | don't think | would have lasted another second." 


He yawned as he looked up at the moon. He almost forgot it was still 
night time. 


"So what do we do now?" Terron asked. "Aurora Town is right there. 
Do you want to go there now?" 


"Well, | bet almost everyone's asleep right now," Zekra answered as 
she looked out toward the town. "I kinda wanted to get to town right 
now... but I'm just not really in the mood to do anymore walking. And 
plus, you look like you're going to pass out anyway. So yeah, let's 
just call it a night here. Shame we had to go all the way through that 
dungeon just to wait outside of it anyway... but oh well." 


Terron snorted and waved her off dismissively. She chuckled at the 
reaction as she plopped down beside him. 


"Hey Terron?" she said as she rested her head in her paws. 

"Yeah?" 

"Umm, thanks for coming here with me and not ditching me in the 
dungeon. | didn't want to walk around by myself, honestly. It's nice to 


have somebody with me after | escaped and everyone in town d-" 


Zekra suddenly stopped talking. Terron looked at her and much to 
his surprise, saw there was something wrong with her eyes. They 


were distant and hazy now, as if she were off in her own little world. 
"Hey, snap out of it." 
Terron reached over and poked her with a claw. 


However, rather than respond to the prodding, Zekra's head slumped 
to the ground, eyes closed. Whatever had been glimmering in her 
eyes for that moment was no longer present. Terron sighed as he 
leaned back against his tree. 


Alright, so we're in Aurora Town now. Well next to it anyway. | could 
leave Zekra tomorrow if | wanted to. I'm here in civilization and could 
easily get help from someone else. It wouldn't be that hard. But... do 
| want to? 


He glanced over at Zekra, who continued to slumber. He felt a 
sudden twinge of pain in his heart. 


| could go off on my own, but what about her? What's she going to 
do if | leave her? She seems so happy to have me around, even if 
She has a pretty weird way of showing it. Do | want to leave her 
when she seems to like me so much? And not only that, but she's 
pretty good at battling. If | go off on my own and get into trouble, I'll 
have nobody to protect me. | mean, | can fight, but having someone 
help out is always good. 


Terron kept his eyes on her for a moment longer before releasing a 
long sigh. 


Yeah. | guess I'll stay with her. She seems to like me and wants to 
help me and really, that's the best thing I've got right now, now that 
I'm a Cubone in this strange world... 


With that thought in mind, Terron rested his head against the tree 
before he closed his eyes and fell asleep. 


The next morning, Terron found himself sleeping on the ground, 
presumably from having fallen over the previous night. Though his 
muscles were sore, he felt mostly refreshed and was ready to start 
the new day. He stretched his arms as he slowly got to his feet and 
looked over to his side to see how Zekra was. 


She was nowhere in sight, just like yesterday morning. Terron figured 
she was getting breakfast for herself, so he didn't think much on it. 
He went around the trees in the grove and gathered some more 
berries for his breakfast, mostly round, blue ones he found after a bit 
of searching. They had a strange taste to them that seemed to 
change from one flavor to the next every time he chewed them. 
However, he didn't mind the taste, as the fruits also seemed to 
relieve his aching muscles through some means. 


Today's the day Zekra and | go to Aurora Town and try and find 
somebody who can help me out. Terron told himself. ! wonder what 
towns are like in this world... and the Pokémon as well. Will any of 
them believe that I'm human? Will anybody even listen to me if | ask 
about humans? As a matter of fact, how are Zekra and | going to 
figure out where to find some answers about myself? It's not like | 
can just walk up to some random Pokémon and ask them if they 
know anything about humans turning into Pokémon. No, that's just a 
good way for somebody to believe I'm crazy. 


It was then that Terron noticed Zekra coming toward him witha 
couple of berries hanging from her mouth. He was incredibly grateful 
that it wasn't a Pokémon clenched in her fangs. 


"Hey, morning," Zekra said as she stopped in front of him and ate the 
fruit. 


"Hey," Terron said with a small wave. "How's it going?" 


"Fine, just got myself some breakfast is all. I'm not normally one for 
berries, but | think they're okay every once in a while. Figured | 
wouldn't go back into the Mystery Dungeon by myself and try to 
catch something to eat. Not with all of those Spinarak. Nooooooo." 


Terron struggled to keep the mental image of Zekra grinning evilly 
with corpses scattered about her, body coated with the blood of wild 
Pokémon out of his mind. 


"| was thinking about this earlier," Terron said with a reluctant 
grimace, "but how exactly are we going to find answers about why 
I'm a Cubone? | mean, we can't just walk up to some random 
townsfolk and ask about humans when they supposedly don't even 
exist in this world. It doesn't work like that." 


"Huh, | didn't really think about that actually," Zekra admitted as she 
awkwardly rubbed her head. "Well, how about we just go into town 
and explore to see if there's maybe somebody there that can figure 
out why you got amnesia? Like some expert psychic-type who can 
search your mind for your lost memories?" 


"There's Pokémon that can do that to my mind?" 


"Yeah. Not every psychic-type can do that, but some of them can. So 
how about we try that?" 


"Um, I'm not exactly comfortable with the idea of somebody just 
invading my brain and reading all of my thoughts." 


"Aw what? It won't be so bad! Besides, it might be the only way to 
get your lost memories anyway. | mean, how else can anybody 
figure out who you are? It's not like some random Pokémon is just 
going to show up and tell you that they know everything about you 
and then just give you all of that information." 


"Okay, fine," Terron said with a defeated sigh. "Just make sure they 
don't damage my brain somehow." 


"Oh, I'll make sure of that," Zekra said with an evil grin. "Now let's get 
going. We're gonna have to do a bit of searching and it could take a 
while." 


Though still feeling his innards twisting uncomfortably, Terron 
nodded and together, the two headed for the city. 


Aurora Town 


Terron and Zekra stood at the entrance of their destination, which 
was the border between the grassy paths they had been travelling 
on for miles and the tan, stone-paved paths that crept through the 
entire town. As Terron gazed into the town, he could see that all of 
the buildings were quite small and meant to resemble the heads of 
many Pokémon, or at least have the head somewhere on the 
building. It was a bit of strange sight since he could remember what 
human buildings looked like, which were always so tall and looked 
so alike to one another. Still, these had a nice charm to them. 


Trees occupied several areas of space within the city, such as 
growing between various shops or even having tree-houses built on 
them. Much of the town, in fact, seemed to be just a city built within a 
forest and worked with nature instead of demolishing everything. It 
was very unlike the Mystery Dungeon forest they had gone through. 
Many different kinds of Pokémon walked around Terron, all seeming 
pleasant and of good cheer whenever they spoke with one another, 
whether it be at shops or with one another. 


Terron looked over at Zekra and to his surprise, found that the 
faraway expression was in her eyes again. 


"Is something bothering you?" Terron asked. 
"Huh?" 


Zekra looked over at Terron and seemed to noticed him staring at 
her. She smiled faintly. 


"Oh, no it's fine. | was just thinking about something is all," she 
assured. 


Terron gave her a suspicious stare, but didn't bother to press the 
question. They had more important things to do. Plus, something 
inside of him didn't want to start any kind of emotionally charged 
conversations. He didn't know what or why, but it was keeping him 
away from the topic. 


"Well, we're here," Terron said as he watched pedestrians go by. "So 
where do you suppose we start?" 


"Let's try walking around a bit and see if we spot any kind of booths 
that have what we're looking," Zekra suggested. "Or at least any 
psychic Pokémon roaming around." 


The two entered into town and immediately searched for any sign of 
psychics. As they weaved through the crowds of Pokemon that filled 
the streets, Terron couldn't help but notice that they were all giving 
him odd glances, presumably since he lacked the trademark helmet 
of Cubone. They were very subtle, such as a quick look at their side 
or staring back at him after he had passed by, but Terron could still 
feel their eyes. It sent an uncomfortable shiver down his spine and 
he almost wanted to go back outside the city where no one could 
give him those stares. However, he reminded himself of his intended 
task and pressed on while trying to ignore everybody else. 


By the time Terron and Zekra got to the other side of the city, they 
still hadn't found anybody that seemed to be able to help. Instead, 
they found themselves sitting on the sidelines of the pathways 
nearby some shops that hardly anyone seemed to be visiting at the 
current moment. Terron played around with the two bone pieces he 
had held onto with a bored expression while Zekra stared off 
vacantly into the distance. 


Moments of silence passed between them before Zekra finally spoke 
up. 


"| know this is out of the way," Zekra said as she played with her 
paws, "but | did need to visit someplace around here. You can come 
with me if you want or just stay here, but | really need to go 


somewhere. | mean, we'll keep looking for somebody to help you 
when we're done with this little errand. It shouldn't take too long. 
That okay?" 


"| suppose it's better than sitting around here," Terron shrugged 
carelessly before getting to his feet. "I'll come with, | guess. But 
where are we going?" 


"You'll see when we get there." 


The Zorua got up and then started walking back into the heart of 
town. Terron followed after her from behind and tried to figure out 
where they were going based on what buildings they were passing. 
Zekra was leading him down the side of town that went north 
geographically as opposed to the western and eastern sides they 
had traveled on earlier. There were lesser amounts of Pokémon here 
as there had been in the other areas of town, but at least nobody 
stared at Terron this time. They all seemed too much in a hurry for 
something. 


Eventually, Terron and Zekra found themselves in front of a building 
that was much different from all the others they had seen. Unlike all 
the others, this one wasn't in the shape of a Pokémon head. It was 
more rectangular in shape and seemed to be made out of some kind 
of stone. It was still one story tall as all the other buildings in the area 
however, and it lacked a door so that Pokémon could freely walk in 
and out of the building without too much of a problem. A large sign 
was plastered on the top of the building and written in a strange 
writing that seemed to be made of footprints. Terron squinted at it, 
unable to read the strange language. 


"What is this place?" Terron asked. 


Zekra looked up at the sign for a moment and then brought her gaze 
back at Terron. Her eyes were dull and for just a second, Terron 
thought he wasn't looking at Zekra anymore. 


"This is the Aurora Town Police Station," she said. 


Without another word she walked into the building, leaving behind 
Terron. The Cubone found himself frozen on the spot, baffled by her 
words. Concepts of what the police were and what they did crept into 
Terron's thoughts. 


The police station? Why would she need to go in there? Is she going 
to turn me in or something? Does she secretly think I'm crazy 
because | say I'm human and she wants to get rid of me? No, that 
can't be right! 


Terron hurried his way into the building as well. Just as he was about 
to go through the doorway, he accidentally bumped into an Ariados 
that happened to be walking out of the building. The second he 
locked eyes with the creature, he felt an instant dread fill him. Its 
stature was astounding compared to him and standing right next to it 
made Terron feel very small and fragile. It did not help that the 
Ariados's pre-evolutions had attacked him the previous day. 


"Sorry about that," the Ariados said with a male, elderly voice. 


"It's fine," Terron said calmly despite the unease he felt. "Just let me 
through. | need to get inside." 


The Ariados stepped outside of the building, but then stopped and 
looked back at the Cubone. 


"Say, | don't think I've seen you around here," the Ariados noted. 
"Are you new around here?" 


"Yeah, | am," Terron said quickly. 


Then, before the Ariados could ask any further questions, Terron left 
the being's side and entered the building. He only had to wander for 
a few seconds before he spotted Zekra. 


She was standing in front of a counter and speaking to an 
Electabuzz that was on the other side. Behind the Electabuzz were 
at least a hundred file cabinets made of wood that took up most of 


the entire wall. Pokémon could be seen in the background taking 
things out of these cabinets and also putting new items in before 
going about their normal business. However, Terron paid no attention 
to them and instead focused on Zekra and the Electabuzz. 


"What brings you here?" the Electabuzz asked Zekra with a 
suspicious stare. "And who are you?" 


"My name is Zekra and I've come to report something," Zekra 
answered. "| come from a place east of here known as Blackoak 
Town. It's on the other side of the Grey Lands and nearby... Emerald 
Mountain. You've heard of that town haven't you?" 


"Yes, some of the merchants in this town like to travel to that town at 
times, particularly in the summer. Why?" 


Zekra stared at the police officer for a while as an eerie silence came 
between the two. Terron had no idea what was bothering Zekra, but 
he choose to stay where he was and remain quiet. She was trying to 
get something done and didn't need his help. 


At long last, Zekra finally spoke. 


"Blackoak Town's citizens were all killed when they were evacuating 
their homes," Zekra said in a monotone, yet her voice seemed to 
crack at the last few words. "Everyone's gone... except me. | was 
the only one who made it out." 


Terron's eyes grew as he watched Zekra hang her head. He honestly 
hadn't expected that Zekra to be a survivor from such an event 
based on her somewhat cheerful attitude. Yetm despite how 
surprised Terron was, the Electabuzz didn't quite seem so. 


"And how exactly did everybody die?" the officer asked. 
"Everyone was going to come here," Zekra explained quietly, 


keeping her face hidden. "We were told that something was 
happening at Emerald Mountain that was going to be a problem 


even though they never explained what. So everyone started leaving 
and we were going through the cliffs that lead to the Grey Lands. 
And then that's when it happened..." 


"That's when what happened?" 


Terron saw Zekra trying to form words, but nothing came out of her 
mouth. She shook as her eyes widened, as if she were seeing things 
that everyone else could not. Terron took no time to hesitate and 
immediately came to her side. 


"Zekra! Snap out of it!" Terron urged. "Finish your story! Tell them 
what happened!" 


"And who are you?" the Electabuzz asked indifferently. 


"I'm Terron," he answered, pausing for a moment to dwell in how odd 
it was to refer to himself by the replacement name. "I'm Zekra's 
friend." 


"But | thought that her entire town was destroyed by some unknown 
reason. There aren't any towns between here and Blackoak that she 
could have met you at." 


"| met her at-" 
“There were so many of them..." Zekra suddenly said. 


Terron and the officer looked over at her to find that she was still in 
the same state she had been in previously. But somehow, it seemed 
much worse now. 


"What?" Terron said slowly, not understanding what she was talking 
about. 


"| saw what took away everybody," Zekra explained as her breathing 
shortened. "They were these things... these things! | don't know 
what they were, but they took everybody! They came out of nowhere 
and trapped everyone so that nobody could escape! They were like 


Pokémon, but there are no Pokémon that should look like that! They 
were like ghosts of normal Pokémon, but it's much worse than that! 
Whenever they stare at you, their eyes, their eyes, they burn into 
you! They look right at your soul! And they took everyone | knew 
from town away from me! Everyone! | don't even know how | lived... 
but everyone else is dead! | just wanted to come here to tell 
somebody that so that maybe somebody can stop them... | just want 
somebody to listen... somebody... anybody..." 


Terron watched her breathe in heavily after saying all of that. He 
wanted to say something to get her to calm down, but he didn't know 
what. All he could do was watch and stare. 


"So you're saying that there's this gang of Pokémon that are killing 
others?" the Electabuzz clarified, apparently not fazed by all of the 
information. "Hmmmmmmm... well, we'll see if we've heard of any 
sightings of that. So why don't you two kids go relax and come back 
another day and I'll tell you | anything new came?" 


Terron scowled at the comment. He was about to give the 
Electabuzz a violent lashing, but stopped himself. He was in a police 
station; he couldn't make a scene without there being a giant fuss, 
nor was there much else he could do about the situation. 


He forced himself to take in a deep breath. 


"Yeah, fine," Terron said bitterly. "Guess we will. Come on Zekra, 
let's get going. Let's go find somewhere to stay for the night." 


The Zorua nodded slowly as the two went outside. Once they had 
exited the police station, the two headed back to the square in 
search of an inn to stay at. However, what neither of them noticed 
was that the Ariados Terron had run into earlier was still standing 
near the doorway and had been doing so the whole time they had 
been talking to the Electabuzz. He had heard everything. 


He watched the two disappear from his view. 


"So they know," the Ariados whispered. 


His eyes glanced around anxiously, and then he darted away into the 
farther reaches of the city. 


Hours had passed and Terron and Zekra were now resting in an inn 
that allowed them to stay for free since they had helped temporarily 
with some errands. They now lay in their hay beds in a mostly vacant 
room, both silent as could be. Terron was busy thinking about what 
had happened earlier and found himself still simmering at the 
thought of the police not helping them. Hadn't they seen that Zekra 
was being truthful? Couldn't they have done something better than 
say to come back in a few days? 


Terron looked over at Zekra to find that she was attempting to fall 
asleep in her bed, but was unable to relax. 


Knowing about what had happened to Zekra had completely 
changed how Terron looked at her now. She was no longer just 
somebody who was always smiling and helping Terron with his quest 
since she was a kind Pokémon. She was a lost soul, an orphan as 
Terron could very well assume, and was filled with pain that couldn't 
be mended instantly. It would take a long time to repair the damage 
brought upon her. 


However, he couldn't bring up the subject no matter how hard he 
tried. He wanted to talk to Zekra about herself and try to find some 
way to help out, but he couldn't do it. 


“Hey, Terron." 


Terron looked over at her Zekra hearing her voice to find that she 
was Staring at him. There was a somewhat more peaceful 
expression in her eyes now, but melancholy feelings still seemed to 
linger. 


"I'm sorry we couldn't find anybody to help you today,” Zekra sighed. 
"We can try looking tomorrow though if you want." 


"It's alright," Terron said. "| mean, today was a rough day. You don't 
have to worry about it." 


There was quiet for a few minutes. It was apparent that Zekra wasn't 
going to talk about what was going on in her mind either. Perhaps it 
was better that way between the two of them. Terron sighed before 
he closed his eyes. 


"Sorry to bother you two at this hour." 


Terron's eyes Snapped open as he jolted up. He saw a figure 
standing at the window of the room that lead to the outside world. 
Through the pale moonlight that shined into the room, Terron was 
able to see that it was the same Ariados that he had met earlier at 
the police station. As soon as Zekra saw the Ariados, she jumped 
backwards a few feet. 


"Who are you?" Zekra asked, her voice shaking. 


"I'm not allowed to answer that yet," the Ariados replied. "But, what | 
can Say is that | was sent here to find you two and that you're to 
come with me. There are some Pokémon who want to see you." 


"Like who?" Terron questioned. 


"Friends of mine," the Ariados said simply. "But | can't tell you 
anything other than that right now unless you agree to come. | can 
assure you though that you won't be harmed in any way. | don't like 
to harm others who haven't done anything wrong." 


"| don't exactly trust you, so there's no way I'm coming," Terron 
stated firmly. 


"I'm not going either!" Zekra added defensively. "You can't just sneak 
into somebody's sleeping place and expect them to do whatever you 


want! That's not a good way of convincing somebody!" 
The Ariados sighed in disappointment as he shook his head. 


"| didn't want to have to take you two by force," the Ariados said, "but 
I'm afraid that I'm not allowed to come back empty-handed." 


A white string of silk suddenly shot out of his mouth and zoomed 
toward Zekra and Terron. The two were about to run, but the single 
strand instantly split in several directions to form a giant web. The 
web swiftly fell over Terron and Zekra before it closed completely 
around them like a trap. Once they were sealed together in the 
webbing, the Ariados brought the two encased Pokemon to him by 
sucking the silk back into his mouth. When they were right in front of 
him, he then cut off the end of the string where the webbing once 
was. The two squirmed and shrieked as they attempted to get out, 
but the Ariados chose to ignore them. He put them on his back 
where they stuck thanks to the sticky substance of the silk. 


Then in an instant, he disappeared out the window with the two in 
tow. 
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Terron and Zekra thrashed around in their web prison atop the 
Ariados' back in an attempt to break free, but it didn't matter, for the 
webbing held fast. The more the two struggled, the more the silk 
stuck to their bodies and held them still. By the time the Ariados had 
escaped out the window of the room, Terron and Zekra were 
practically immobile. All they could do was watch as the Ariados 
towed them off to an unknown location. 


"What do you want with us?!" Zekra shouted as she attempted to get 
her paw free. 


"It's not me who wants to see you," the Ariados explained dully. "And 
quit trying to escape; you'll only make matters worse for yourself." 


The two only continued to fight against the webbing, despite the 
Ariados's words. And just as they had been warned, their mouths 
soon became entangled with silk. The children cried out for help, but 
all that came out were muffled shrieks. 


"Can't say | didn't warn you," the Ariados shrugged. 


He took Terron and Zekra into the shadows, presumably hiding them 
from the eyes of residents that still lurked about the night. Once he 
had the cover of darkness, the Ariados continued on. 


Just then, an idea formed in Terron's head. He realized he could use 
his bone weapons as a type of spear to stab the Ariados so that 
perhaps he and Zekra could escape. After thinking through the plan 


for a brief moment, the Cubone decided it go with it. However, he 
was quick to realize that he had left his bones in his room. He didn't 
have time to grab them before he had been kidnapped. 


Terron growled irritably as he tried to figure out where he was being 
taken to. Even though it was dark outside, there were a few lit 
torches latched onto the sides of buildings. They didn't cover as 
much radius as electricity might have, but these ones were able 
make pathways visible at the very least. Terron was able to see that 
he and Zekra were passing by the town square at the moment and 
were being taken into the section of town that lead south. 


The Ariados stepped out of the shadows after scanning his 
surroundings and then made his way to the destination in more of a 
hurry. Now that he had more visibility, Terron could see the southern 
section of town more clearly and saw how different it was compared 
to the rest of town. 


While the rest of Aurora Town had regular buildings, even if they 
were in odd shapes, this end of town didn't have a single building in 
sight. The entire area had colossal trees firmly planted into the 
ground with their giant roots. Several holes were apparent 
throughout all of the trees' trunks and had light flooding out of each 
of them. Some were high above where only flying types could 
possibly reach it, while others were close enough to the ground that 
anybody could crawl through. 


The branches of the trees stretched in many directions and were so 
thick that some served as bridges to connect some of the trees with 
the others at the openings from high up. Resting on the ground at 
the bases of the trees were many bowl-shaped cauldrons that were 
held up by stands with three legs. In each of the cauldrons was a 
bright fire that consumed large pieces of wood, making crackling 
sounds as they illuminated much of the area. 


Terron and Zekra gazed at the wondrous sight. 


"Alright, here we are," the Ariados announced. "Don't be alarmed by 
what I'm about to do." 


Terron asked what the Ariados meant, but as to be expected, no 
words left his mouth thanks to the silk muzzling him. The Ariados 
made his way toward one of the trees that seemed to be the tallest 
and began crawling up its trunk. Terron cringed as he watched the 
ground leave him, fearing he and Zekra would fall off the Ariados's 
back, something that only intensified as the ground grew farther and 
farther away with each second. It didn't help that he was facing 
toward the ground and couldn't look away. He felt a sickening feeling 
build in his stomach. 


Thankfully, the Ariados came to a hole not much later that served as 
a window for an apparent hollow space in the tree. Terron sighed in 
relief as the giant creature took him and Zekra inside the hole and 
brought them into a bright room that was lit with many scattered 
candles. The Ariados took them off his back and removed the 
webbing from their bodies before discarding it out the tree. 


Terron had only turned his head slight to find another Pokémon 
sitting in the background of the room. 


It was a Luxray. Yet, this Luxray had a slight difference when 
compared to other Luxray. This one seemed to have eyes fixed in 
blandness rather than the usual fierceness known to be in Luxray. It 
was avery subtle difference, but Terron nonetheless noticed it. 


"I've brought them here," the Ariados said humbly. "They might be a 
little shaken up, but they're unharmed as you wanted." 


"Excellent, Garter," the Luxray said in low, distinctively male voice. 
“You may go now." 


The Ariados named Garter gave a small bow of his head. He turned 
around and then crawled out the window, disappearing elsewhere. 
The Luxray looked back at Terron and Zekra and cast thema 
strange stare, seemingly studying them. Terron wanted to ask why 


he had been brought to the Luxray, but he found that words weren't 
coming out of his mouth. The eyes of the Luxray were paralyzing to 
him. 


It was at this moment that Terron saw more of his surroundings. He 
was in what appeared to be some kind of office. A few shelves lined 
the walls, filled with numerous books of all sizes. The Luxray sat 
behind a wooden desk of sorts near the back of the room, large 
enough to have many Pokémon gather around it. The Luxray was 
lightly tapping his claws against the surface of the desk. 


Then, Terron saw something else about the room. Standing next to 
the only door in the room was a Bisharp. It appeared to be guarding 
the exit, staring at Terron, seemingly never blinking. Terron 
immediately turned away. 


"So, Garter told me about you children," the Luxray stated. "He says 
that he heard you at the police station, talking about a little incident 
that happened at Blackoak Town." 


"Yeah, we were," Zekra admitted shyly, shifting around 
uncomfortably. 


"And he says you know about the existence of certain creatures," the 
Luxray added before staring directly at Zekra. "He said that you, little 
Zorua, were a Survivor of their assault on Blackoak Town. You saw 
them first hand and somehow managed to live despite not a single 
other Pokémon managing to escape." 


Zekra didn't say anything, but her retreating eyes said everything 
that needed to be known. Terron wasn't pleased with seeing this. 


"Why are you asking us about that?" Terron asked lowly. 
The Luxray glanced over at Terron. 


"| need to know what your friend knows about those Pokémon-like 
creatures," the Luxray replied calmly. "It's a rather important piece of 


information I'd like to have." 


"So, you kidnapped us in order to do that?" Terron asked 
incredulously. 


"Perhaps doing that was a bit too extreme, now that you mention it," 
the Luxray admitted, surprising Terron at those words being spoken. 
"But | will give you a good reason for why your friend should tell me 
what she saw: it's because this very place that you stand inis a 
place created for the purpose of eliminating those creatures. And if 
I'm not mistaken, you have valuable information that can help with 
that." 


Terron saw Zekra's eyes widen as her mouth opened slightly ajar. 
He, too, felt a twinge of surprise inside him. 


"You can get rid of them? So this is like a resistance place?" Zekra 
asked breathlessly. 


"Well, somewhat," the Luxray explained. "My name is Len. |, along 
with the rest of my team, are the leaders of this particular 
association, aS you may call it. There are actually four other 
associations exactly like this one, but we're scattered throughout the 
region. In this one, however, my team of ten Pokémon are all in 
charge and we have sixty-two other teams working here as well. 
Publicly, we are known as the Special Tasks Fellowship, known as 
the Fellowship for short, where we perform missions that otherwise 
couldn't be done by regular Pokémon such as a wide variety of 
rescue missions, acting as search parties, and sometimes bringing 
criminals to justice. 


"While we do those jobs in reality and we do want to help Pokémon, 
we have another separate goal that only those within this 
organization know about. We want to cleanse the world of those 
creatures you've seen, young Zorua. The Plagued Ones, as we call 
them. No one knows what they are, but we do know of their actions. 
They kill everyone they see on sight. Entire populations have been 
consumed by them. Families, children, the weak... none are spared. 


They are literally a disease that spreads through the lands, wiping 
out all life. They are death incarnated, which is why we want to 
eliminate them. Of course, this will take time and money to do so. 
So, this entire organization was made to build an army and fund 
research so that somehow we may find a way to eliminate the 
Plagued Ones... one day." 


"That's amazing,” Zekra said in an awed tone. "You really think that 
you can get rid of the Plagued Ones?" 


"With a large amount of effort, maybe," Len replied. "And of course, 
by gathering information from those who have seen them. So, would 
you be so kind as to tell me what you saw? And be as descriptive as 
possible. | know it's painful to look back on those memories, but 
what you've seen could contribute to the end of those demons." 


Terron glanced over at Zekra and saw that she was heavily 
considering Len's words. She spent about a minute thinking, 
seemingly deciding if Len really would listen to her, unlike what the 
police had done. 


"Alright, I'll tell you," Zekra finally said. 


The Zorua then told Len the same information she had said to the 
police, but was slightly calmer about explaining it this time around. At 
Len's request, she added more detail into her story than, such as 
describing exactly what the Plagued Ones looked like and the 
abilities they had. She still drifted off at times in the story, especially 
during the tenser parts, but managed to continue eventually. Len 
would nod occasionally throughout the story, but otherwise said 
nothing. By the time she had said all that needed to be said, her 
eyes were dim, but she wasn't on the verge of tears. 


"Garter says he found you telling this story to the police," Len stated. 
"Did you tell anyone besides them?" 


"No, not really," Zekra answered sadly. "I only thought they needed 
to know since they'd know what to do." 


"Under normal circumstances, perhaps. But with this kind of 
information, you don't tell anyone else about it. We don't want the 
public knowing about the Plagued Ones since it will cause mass 
hysteria. The world isn't ready to Know about them yet. Even though 
you told the police about your story, they most likely won't believe 
you for a variety of reasons. But, despite that, don't tell anyone else 
about what you saw." 


"But, what about all of Blackoak Town's citizens disappearing? You 
can't hide that. Pokémon are going to question that." 


"You let them wonder what happened," the Bisharp spoke, his 
sudden voice startling Terron and Zekra. "You don't tell them what 
happened. It's better to let their theories become their idea of the 
truth rather than have the actual truth haunt the rest of their days. 
Sometimes, a lie is more desirable than the truth. It Keeps others at 
peace.” 


"King's correct," Len added. "That's why we don't let anyone know 
about the Plagued Ones. It hurts to know that we have to hide the 
truth, and it may feel wrong, but it's necessary. Do you understand?" 


"Yeah, | guess," Zekra said with a sigh. 


Terron wanted to disagree with Len and King at first, but he saw that 
they were right. He was, after all, doing the same exact thing with his 
true identity, if for the safety of himself rather than others. If he told 
anyone besides Zekra that he was human, they would all see him in 
a completely different light and that could have several kinds of 
outcomes that Terron didn't want. 


"Alright, well now that's settled..." Len said in a satisfied tone. "You 
two may go. | appreciate the information you gave me. It gives us a 
better understanding of the creatures. We'll try to find a new home 
for you children since your old one was destroyed. Just give us a day 
to find one. In the meantime, just stay around town. We'll track you 
down somehow after we find a place." 


King opened the door for the two, but otherwise said nothing. Terron 
began to walk out the door so that he could go back to the inn he 
was staying at and hopefully get some sleep. He didn't know how 
late it was now, but he wanted to get as much rest as he could 
before the sun came up. 


"Actually, | have a favor to ask," Zekra said. 


Terron turned around to find that Zekra was still standing in the room, 
not appearing to leave at all. She no longer seemed depressed, but 
rather more hopeful. Terron stopped in the doorway and waited to 
see what she had to say. 


"Yes, what is it?" Len asked. 


"| was wondering if maybe you would let my friend and | join the 
Fellowship," Zekra said bashfully. "You know, let us join you in 
getting rid of the Plagued Ones." 


Len's eyes grew as he took a step back. He opened his mouth to 
gasp or say something, but silence was all that followed. It took a 
moment to recompose himself, but Len eventually seemed to find 
words to express what was on his mind. 


"You really want to join?" the Luxray managed to say. "But... why?" 


"Because the Plagued Ones ruined my life," Zekra answered boldly. 
"They took everything | know, and they'll do it with everybody else 
eventually. They can't get away with murdering everyone | know and 
| won't let them do the exact same thing to anyone else's life. | want 
to kill them. All of them. " 


Terron was taken aback by Zekra's determination and the hate that 
burned in her eyes like tiny flames. He had never seen her like this 
and never thought she was capable of being this way. However, it 
was Len who seemed more surprised than Terron. The Luxray had a 
mix of disbelief and anxiousness in his eyes. 


"| see you're determined to fight as a way to avenge those you've 
lost as well as to protect others from your fate," Len said hesitantly. 
"I've never had children work for me in the Special Task Fellowship, 
as every team is composed of adults, but if you truly insist on joining, 
| could let you two become one of us. We've always accepted 
members who were willing to join our cause, even if they were never 
as young as you two are. But, there are no rules against letting you 
be here. 


"| must warn you though; if you choose to join our cause, you must 
be willing to work hard and never waiver in your commitments. Once 
you join us, your life is dedicated to our cause. Every day you will 
doing some kind work that will contribute to eliminating the Plagued 
Ones in one form or another. It will be difficult, you will battle for your 
life countless times, and you will no doubt exhaust yourself to the 
core by the end of each day. We usually have adults because they 
know how to handle the stress put on them and are capable of taking 
care of themselves. But... you still want to join?" 


"Yeah!" Zekra cried. "| wanna join! | don't care how hard you make it 
sound! Just let me join so | can kill all of those Plagued Ones!" 


"Very well then," Len said with a sigh before bringing his gaze over 
to Terron. "And what about you? Your friend seems to have made up 
her mind. What do you want to do?" 


Terron felt an uncomfortable shiver go up his spine as he looked 
over at Zekra. She was smiling giddily and nodded repeated toward 
him, as if to encourage him to join this organization as well. Zekra 
was in no way anxious like he was. 


She really wants me to join. Terron thought uneasily. She wants 
revenge and it's justified... but what about me? What about helping 
me in figuring out who | am? If we join this club, then how willl ever 
be able to remember anything about me? 


"If you join, Terron..." Zekra said in the middle of Terron pondering. 
"Maybe you can find out more about yourself. | mean, we don't know 


where to even start with figuring out who you are. So maybe if we 
stay here, it'll somehow lead us to what you're looking for. Plus, 
maybe being here will help you understand yourself better. What do 
you say?" 


Well, if |come, we can still be together. Terron reasoned. I'd like to 
stay with her and I'm sure she'd want the same with me. And maybe 
she's right about staying here. | don't have anywhere else to go... | 
don't know anyone else... and | don't know anything about this 
world. Maybe joining this Fellowship will help me understand this 
world better along with myself after all. And if | can learn enough, 
then maybe it'll be easier to get answers. Yeah. That sounds like a 
good enough reason. 


"Alright, I'll join with her as well," Terron finally answered. 
"You will?" Zekra asked joyfully. "Awesome! Yaaaaay!" 


Zekra started jumping up and down out of pure happiness. Terron 
heart felt lighter at seeing her so full of vim, but he expressed his 
feelings in a simple and quick smile rather than a full-blown 
explosion of energy. Len started to exit the room with King following 
behind him. 


"Alright, children," Len said as he stopped at the doorway. "Come 
along. You'll have to stay with us for tonight until we register you two 
as a team in the morning." 


Terron and Zekra nodded and followed after the two leaders outside. 
Once they had exited the room, the children were able to see exactly 
what the rest of the base looked like. The entire tree had been 
hollowed out from the inside and constructed masterfully. Multiple 
flights of wooden stairs ran throughout the place. The entire inside 
was lit by hundreds of small candles that were all sitting on top of 
small platforms. Many rooms were constructed inside of the wood 
that had been within the tree and were all at different heights. Some 
were at the very bottom where the entrance was while others were 
towards the very top. Terron and Zekra marveled at the sight, but 


found that no one was awake. Not a single Pokemon was roaming 
through the place. 


Everyone else was either sleeping at such a late hour or simply was 
not around. 


"Where's your room?" Zekra asked. 
"It's two flights of stairs upward," Len answered. "This way." 


Terron and Zekra followed close behind the Luxray while King took 
up the back as Len climbed the many steps of the staircase. The 
steps didn't creak, thankfully, so Terron wasn't too worried about 
them collapsing beneath his feet and sending him falling downwards. 
Even still, he chose not to look down. 


After climbing for a while, the four came to a walkway that led to a 
particular room. Somehow, the walkway and room were held in place 
by having one side attached to the walls of the tree and by having 
some aid of ropes for the other side that were also attached to the 
wall. The room also had a platform underneath it to add even more 
support. It looked secure, but it still made Terron feel uneasy about 
how it was constructed. He felt that it might all collapse if a powerful 
earthquake were to ravage through the place. 


"Don't worry about how it looks," Len assured, as if he could sense 
Terron's anxiety. "Everything is tested to make sure that nothing will 
fall apart. Took a lot of work to make the base like this, but it's 
possibly one of the safest places | can think of. It has shelter for 
everything, and everything built here is perfectly stable. The rooms, 
the stairs, these little paths, even the branches you walk along when 
going to other sections of this base are all stable. You never have to 
worry about falling to your death." 


"| guess that makes me feel better..." Terron muttered. 


"Well, come along then," Len said. "I'd like to get some sleep myself 
you know." 


The four went down the walkway and just like the stairs, it was stable 
and silent. There were no sounds to suggest that it would collapse. 
Eventually, they came to the door of Len and King's room, which was 
shut tight and marked with a strange paw print of sorts. 


"Alright here we are," Len said. "Try not to make too much noise. My 
team likes to get their sleep... especially if they've had a long and 
hard mission, like earlier today." 


"Wait, don't you have like ten members on your team?" Zekra asked. 
"| mean, how many Pokémon are in this room? | don't think you can 
fit that many Pokemon in there! It seems so small!" 


"As if," King scoffed. "We split up everyone so that we all don't have 
to be cramped in there. No, you can't fit all ten of us in there. This is 
just where Len, Eclair, and | sleep. The other seven members have 
other joint rooms in the other trees of the base. That way we can 
keep order throughout the entire system here." 


"Oh," Zekra said. 


Len gently opened the door and walked inside along with King. 
Terron and Zekra glanced at each other for a moment before 
stepping inside as well. The room was somewhat smaller than the 
room they had previously been in, but not by much. The floor was 
mostly a large blue rug with strange patterns. It was made of mostly 
wool-like material that Terron assumed came from the pelts of 
certain Pokémon. Along the walls hung a couple of lanterns to add 
minimal light to the room. Shelves stood about the room with various 
items and what appeared to be scarves and bandanas hung on 
small hooks embedded into the walls. 


However, what caught his attention most was the single Pokémon 
resting on the rug. It was a creature with golden-white fur and nine 
beautiful tails that curled in several directions on the ground. 


A Ninetales. 


No sooner had the four entered the room did the Ninetales open one 
of its eyes and looked at them sleepily. 


"Why are you two still awake?" it asked in an almost mystic feminine 
voice. 


"We had some business to take care of with these two," Len 
answered as he gestured to Terron and Zekra. "Sorry to bother you, 
Eclair. We didn't think you'd wake up." 


"| can always tell when someone enters my presence, even while I'm 
resting," Eclair smiled. "But it's fine. | will see you two in the morning 
along with you children. Then hopefully | can give a better 
introduction of myself than | could possibly now. | have had a long 
day is all and | am much too tired to speak..." 


Eclair's eyes closed once more before her head slumped back onto 
the carpet. She had fallen asleep once again. 


"Alright, sleep wherever you want," Len said to Terron and Zekra. 
“Tomorrow I'll get you two your own room right after your registration. 
For now though, get some rest." 


Terron and Zekra nodded in approval and wandered onto the rug. 
Then, once they found a comfortable spot to rest, they went to sleep. 


Valor and Vendetta 


x 
Chapter 5 


Valor and Vendetta 


As soon as the sunlight poured into the room through the makeshift 
window, the start of Terron's new life working for the Special Tasks 
Fellowship began- but not quite in a way he would have preferred. 


"Arise, children," a familiar voice called loudly. "You have had 
enough rest." 


Terron slowly awoke from his slumber to find that he was staring at 
the Ninetales he had seen last night by the doorway. Unlike that 
time, though, the Ninetales was very much awake with no signs of 
fatigue. 


"You're Eclair," Terron said her, suddenly remembering her name. 


"Yes, we met yesterday," the Ninetales spoke in a more powerful and 
noble than the one she had used the previous night. "Though, my 
introductions were insufficient and lackluster due to my fatigue. That 
is why | would like to try once again to introduce myself to you and 
your friend as soon as she awakens." 


Not long after Eclair spoke those words, Zekra stirred in her sleep. 
Her eyes opened slowly before she glanced over at the Ninetales. 


"Ah, you are awake young Zorua," Eclair said. "Did you rest well?" 


"Not really," Zekra answered wearily. "| don't really feel like | slept at 
all." 


Zekra's eyes then darted around the room for a brief second, 
hesitating, before she looked back at the Ninetales with a puzzled 
expression. 


"Hey where's Len? And King?" Zekra asked. "Weren't they here last 
night?" 


Terron noticed that she was right; the two who had brought him and 
Zekra into the room were no longer around. In fact, it appeared as 
though they had never been in this room at all. He found that to be 
rather odd since the room was was their bedroom after all. 


"Len and King awoke an hour ago," Eclair stated. "They often 
awaken an hour or earlier before the dawn of each day to prepare for 
the rest of that day. Such is the way of all members of our team." 


"Oh, | see," Zekra said. 


"Yes. Now that you children are awake, | believe | should properly 
introduce myself," the Ninetales said. "My name is Eclair. | am the 
second member of the team organized by the Luxray you know as 
Len. What are your names, children? Who might you be?" 


"Uhhhh, Zekra," Zekra replied. 

"Terron," Terron answered simply. 

"Zekra, you say?" Eclair pondered out loud. "What a lovely name for 
a Zorua. And you Terron... pardon me for asking, but what are you? | 


don't believe | recognize your species." 


"Oh. I'm... a Cubone," Terron answered with some reluctance. "I just 
don't have a helmet. I... lost it." 


"Such a pity. | have heard that Cubone prize their skulls as their most 
valuable possessions. Losing one is the same as losing their family 
members to them." 


Terron didn't say anything to the remark. 


"Hopefully a new helmet will come to you, however," Eclair then said 
optimistically. "It assists with your species' style of combat quite 
efficiently and will be very valuable once you start completing 
missions for us. But enough chatter. | believe you two are supposed 
to be registered today. Is this correct?" 


"Yep!" Zekra said happily. "We're ready to join you guys and become 
a team!" 


"Wonderful," Eclair smiled. "Your enthusiasm is a sight to see. Come, 
children; Len awaits your presence." 


Terron and Zekra sluggishly got up from the warm and comfortable 
rug before making their way to Eclair. The three exited the room 
together and walked up the stairs to the much higher areas of the 
base. Despite dawn having come only a few moments ago, the 
inside of the base was quite bright and more than enough light filled 
the area. All of the candles that had been lit were blown out now, and 
rather recently at that, for wet wax dripped down the candles' sides. 


Yet despite the differences from how the base looked at night, one 
thing was still the same; nobody was awake. 


"Hey, when does everybody else get up?" Terron asked curiously as 
he noted all of the closed doors. 


"Mid-morning," Eclair answered. "Many of our teams carry out their 
work until late into the night. Also, the businesses in town are not 
open until mid-morning, thus it encourages our members to rest until 
they most necessarily must. Fatigue has much influence on them, 
but | do not hold that against them." 


Terron nodded silently. The trio continued to navigate through the 
tree until Eclair brought the children back to the room they had been 
in the previous night. The Ninetales gently tapped her paw against 
the wooden door a few times. 


"| have brought the new recruits," she spoke. "They are ready for 
you." 


"Thank you." Len's voice said humbly from the other side. "Bring 
them in if you may." 


The Ninetales pushed the door open and ushered Terron and Zekra 
inside the room. Once they entered, Terron saw that this room was 
an office. There were several cabinets throughout the entire room, all 
shut tightly and locked. Strange footprints marked each cabinet, 
though it was used more for a symbol rather than accidentally being 
there from someone stepping on it. At the other side of the room was 
Len, standing behind a counter. He smiled once he saw the three 
come in. 


“Well, if it isn't our new addition to the Fellowship,” Len said ina 
pleased tone. "How were they for you, Eclair?" 


"They were enjoyable company," the Ninetales answered. "They will 
make fine members." 


"Ah, | see," Len said with a nod. "Well then, since you're here, let's 
get started on your registration. Come over here so we can start 
that." 


Terron and Zekra walked over to the other side of the room until they 
were at the desk. It was quite taller than them, so they had to standa 
few feet away from the desk so that they could see Len. They 
anxiously waited to see what they were supposed to do. Len took out 
pieces of paper from cabinets behind him with a small amount of 
trouble since he didn't have any hands. Eclair chuckled at the sight 
of seeing him having trouble. 


"Gah, almost wish | didn't have to take Emdox's shift right now," Len 
complained as he finally managed to bring a sheet of paper to the 
table. "It really makes me see the value of hands." 


"Emdox?" Terron asked, catching those words despite them being in 
a mutter. "Who's that?" 


"He is another member of my team who has the task of keeping 
information for the Fellowship organized," Len stated. "He registers 
practically everything from here. New teams, new members, jobs 
you've completed, you name it, it's all here somewhere in paper. 
However, today he had to go run an important errand for us since the 
members of our team who usually take care of that are on a different 
errand. And they won't be back for another month or two. So, I'm 
running registration while King is taking care of my position." 


"You guys sure do a lot of work," Terron said flatly. 


"Yes, it's all part of the job. But | don't mind it," Len replied. "Anyway, 
back to your team registration. First thing's first. What do you want to 
call your team?" 


"A team name?" Zekra asked, tilting her head to the side. 


"Yes, we have to be able to identity your team somehow," Len 
answered. "While your 'team' is only at two members right now, it 
could grow to have more members. Thus, we need to be able to 
know who works for who in order to prevent confusion. Your team 
name can be anything... though don't do something ridiculous. 
Please." 


Zekra stared at Len for a moment of confusion before giving a slow 
nod and brought her thoughtful gaze to the ground. 


A team name? Terron thought, suddenly feeling uncomfortable and 
searching through his mind in desperation for an awesome-sounding 
name. Well, this is pretty sudden. Can | even come up with 
something cool so quickly? Hmm. Ah, | know what to do. 


"What's your team's name?" Terron then asked Len, figuring that 
would help spring up ideas. "| mean, even if you guys are the 
leaders, do you call yourselves by a certain name?" 


"Team Valor," Eclair answered before Len could say so. 


Terron turned toward the Ninetales. A puzzled expression creased 
across his face. 


"Valor?" he repeated. 


"Yes, Valor," Eclair said again. "Named after what gives each of us 
strength to fight against an unstoppable enemy. It is not a word that 
many Pokémon use. Most of the time, it is called Courage or 
Bravery. Even pluckiness. But the valor we named ourselves after, 
that is the courage of fighting for a noble cause. Our valor does not 
fight just for us, but for others as well. Now what will your name be? 
What word shall represent your team so that, when others look upon 
you, they shall think of you as the embodiment of that particular 
word?" 


Terron glanced over at Zekra and saw that an idea was slowly 
forming in her mind. He would have liked to create a name for the 
team himself, but since Zekra seemed to have a better idea, he'd let 
her have the honor of naming their team. After all, the name of Len's 
team didn't spark any ideas as he had hoped. 


"Team... Vendetta," Zekra said after the idea had fully formed in her 
mind. 


"... Vendetta," Len said in a plain voice. 


Terron looked over at Len to see that he was letting the name sink 
into his thoughts. Though Terron wasn't sure if he was imagining it or 
not, he thought he saw a quick spark of something flicker in the 
Luxray's eyes. Like what happens when one reaches an epiphany of 
a question they've longed to have answered. However, it had passed 
so quickly that the Cubone questioned if he had imagined it or not. 


"How does that sound, Terron?" Zekra asked him. "You think it's 
good?" 


Terron quickly brought his attention to his companion before nodding 
in reply. It had a powerful ring to it, and also represented them... 
well, Zekra anyway. But still, it was a name Terron liked and wanted 
to stick with. 


"Len," Eclair said in a bit louder of a voice than what might have 
been necessary. 


Len blinked. 


"Oh, yes, right," Len rambled, awkwardly writing on the paper by 
using his claws that were dipped in ink. "Maybe King should have 
taken this shift even if he hates paperwork... but okay, Team 
Vendetta. A fine name | must say. Now we have just two more things 
left. Who will be the leader of your team?" 


Terron was very sure that Zekra was going to proclaim herself as the 
leader, so he prepared to volunteer her as the leader as well. 


"He can be the leader," Zekra said as she pointed to Terron before 
the Cubone could speak his mind. 


"Really?" Terron asked in disbelief, turning his head to her. "You 
don't want to?" 


"Well, | think you'd make a good leader," Zekra explained with a 
nervous smile. "I don't think I'd do so well at it anyway. I'm not too 
good at all that leader stuff. So, you should be the one who gets the 
say in things since you're probably better at being a leader than | 
am." 


Terron stared at the Zorua and heard her give a quiet laugh of 
anxiety. He still didn't understand why she thought he would make a 
better leader, as he barely even knew anything in the world he was 
in now, but he didn't feel like questioning Zekra. 


"| suppose that's fine," Terron replied, getting over the shock of the 
decision. 


Once he had recorded their names and filled out the forms, he 
awkwardly fumbled with his paws to fold them up neatly. After some 
measure of success, he carefully bit down on the collection of papers 
and carried them to a nearby file cabinet, dropping them into the 
archives and locking them up. 


"Now that you've been registered to our association, we have one 
last item of business to take care of," Len said to Terron and Zekra. 
"We have to mark you to let others know that you're associated with 
us." 


"Mark us? What do you mean by that?" Zekra asked curiously. 


Rather than answer, Len approached them. For a moment, he 
ominously stared down upon Zekra's form, then lightly placed his 
front paw upon her forehead. The Zorua winced, holding her breath 
in confusion. 


"Normally, Emdox has a different technique with our marks and we'd 
wait for him to return, but because you are of the dark type, you have 
to be marked in a different way," Len said plainly. "Don't worry, 
though; you won't feel a thing." 


Before Zekra could ask what the Luxray was talking about, a surge 
of electricity throbbed from his paw and streamed into her forehead. 
For a few moments, the currents of yellow energy danced through 
Zekra's fur. Terron watched in horror as his companion thumped to 
the floor, her legs limp and useless. Her eyes remained open, if only 
partially though, showing she was still conscious. 


"Zekra!" Terron cried. "What did you do to her?!" 


"Paralyzed her," Len answered calmly. "Don't worry, though, she's 
perfectly fine. She just can't move or feel anything." 


Terron was about to say more and started making his way toward the 
Zorua, but Eclair stopped him with a paw and shook her head in 
disagreement. Terron, though unwilling, stayed where he was. He 


watched as the Luxray turned over one of Zekra's paws so that it 
was faced upward, standing on it and holding it in place. He lifted his 
other paw, and there was a soft yet startling sound as his sharpened 
claws slid into view. Terron squinted at them; they were red. 


Terron bit down upon his tongue in revulsion as the Luxray began 
digging his claws into the pads of the Zoura's paw. He clenched his 
fists, trying with all his might to trust the old warrior and resist the 
urge to rescue her from the assault. 


However, as his claws went into the pad of Zekra's paw, no blood 
was drawn. Terron watched in fascination; he imagined that Zekra 
would have some kind of reaction, but she could only lay limply upon 
the floor and witness whatever it was that Len was doing to her. She 
didn't seem to be in any sort of pain. 


A minute or so passed before Len finally released Zekra's paw. 


He returned to his desk for a moment, producing something from a 
drawer. It was a round, red berry, still hanging from a vine. Terron 
recognized this sort of fruit; he had eaten some before, when he had 
traveled through the groves. Gently, the Luxray opened Zekra's 
mouth and helped her to chew and swallow the fruit. Only a few 
seconds later, Zekra seemed to gasp for breath, regaining her 
mobility. 


Terron sighed in relief at seeing that his friend was okay and 
unharmed. 


"She bears the mark now," Len stated to Terron. "Now we just have 
to wait until Emdox gets back from his errand later tonight and then 
we can give you the mark. Once that's done, you two can start going 
on missions for us." 


"Where's the mark on you guys?" Terron asked curiously, not 
spotting any strange brands on Len and Eclair. 


Shrugging, Len and Eclair flipped over their right paws at the same 
time and showed them to Terron. Etched into the black pads on their 
paws was a marking that resembled that of a four-pointed star with 
three lines crossing through the star and intersecting in the middle. 
On the intersection point of the lines was a single circle. The symbol 
resembled that of branding marks, though it seemed far less painful. 
Each of their marks were of a different color however due to the 
coloring of their fur. Eclair's took the shade of brilliant gold while 
Len's took on a more electric yellow color that matched the shading 
of his own yellow fur. 


"These are Emdox's way of the marks. The one | most prefer," Len 
said as he set his paw down. "However, | don't think mine are too 
bad. They don't show through the fur as easily through those that 
don't have pads on their paws, but it's just as permanent. Though 
mine do take a few days for the wound to heal to make the mark look 
like this..." 


It was then that Terron noticed Zekra slowly making her way over to 
them. She was very sluggish in her walking as if she had just woken 
up from a long slumber, but nonetheless didn't seem to have a hard 
time moving. Once she came over to Terron, she smiled before 
allowing him to see her mark. It was in the same shape and style as 
Len and Eclair's mark, but it seemed to lack the marking of the circle 
where the lines intersected. Her marking still had the appearance of 
a scar, but if what Len said was true, then it would look more like 
their mark in a while. 


“Well, while you two wait for Emdox so he can do the mark for you 
Terron," Len started to say, "I suppose Eclair can show you your new 
rooms. Eclair, if you would." 


"| shall," the Ninetales replied before walking toward the door. "This 
way, children." 


Terron and Zekra waved goodbye to Len before leaving the room 
with the nine-tailed creature. 


"Your room is in another tree," Eclair stated. "Just as ours room is, 
your room resides high above others. Allow me to direct you to it." 


The three exited the current tree before going into the one next to it. 
Once they entered inside, Terron and Zekra saw that had a slightly 
different structure when compared to the other two they had been in. 
This particular tree was meant for holding bedrooms as was very 
apparent by the numerous rooms attached to the walls. In fact, the 
whole tree seemed to be dedicated entirely to housing Pokémon. 
Unlike the tree that held many of Team Valor's services, this one 
seemed to offer none. As Eclair explained to them along the way, the 
entire tree was meant to be a resting area. 


Eventually, after climbing up numerous staircases, the three came to 
a room towards the very top. It may have been the highest room in 
the entire tree. 


"This is your new room. Team Vendetta's room," Eclair said with a 
smile before opening the door for the two. 


Terron and Zekra walked inside and saw exactly what their new 
bedroom was like. It had a similar design to that of Len's master 
bedroom, and it was approximately the same size, if only a tiny bit 
smaller. A few empty hooks hung on the walls and a single barren 
shelf lined the wall as well. There was even a large hole in the wall to 
serve as a window, just like the other room. However, unlike the 
other room, this one didn't have a rug to sleep on. There were 
instead two piles of hay neatly set on the floor. They were a bit larger 
than necessary, but that was probably because the room might have 
been expected for larger Pokémon. The two wandered inside as they 
looked around everywhere, taking in the feeling that this room really 
was theirs. 


"Do you like the room?" Eclair asked. 


"Yeah! It's great!" Zekra said happily. "It feels a little empty though 
without having any stuff like you guys did." 


"Your room will soon fill with all sorts of valuables," Eclair smiled. "As 
soon as you start performing missions, you will have many items to 
fill the space in your room." 


"Alright, thank you!" Zekra replied before sitting down in one of the 
hay beds. 


"It was a pleasure," the Ninetales said. "Emdox should return in six 
hours, so take this time to explore the rest of the base, or take the 
time to rest. We expect that once you have both been marked, you 
will do missions starting tomorrow." 


"Already?" Terron asked. 


"Yes, despite being children, we expect you to be able to perform 
your necessary jobs as soon as possible," Eclair stated. "You may 
find the errands you must do at the base of the main tree on the 
Bulletin Board. That is, the tree we left moments ago. Once you have 
completed your mission, you will report it to Emdox so that he may 
keep record of it. And you will do this every day of your time here 
unless otherwise instructed. However, only one mission is required 
per day. Some missions may require you to be gone for numerous 
days, but those are exceptions. You are free to accomplish more 
than one mission per day though should it work to your schedule." 


Terron and Zekra nodded slowly, memorizing everything the 
Ninetales had just said. Once she had seen their sign of 
acknowledgement, she turned toward away. 


"| must go now; there are several tasks | must complete," Eclair said. 
"| will See you two again in the future. Remember what | said, and if 
you ever require my attention, you know where to find me. | wish you 
children luck on the path you have chosen to take with us." 


And with that, the Ninetales left the two alone in their new room. 


Terron and Zekra began to wander the rest of the base a short while 
later, curious to know what the rest of the place looked like. The two 
at the moment found themselves walking along the odd bridges 
which allowed more passages into the other trees from high up. 
Despite the bridges being the branches of the very tree, the walkway 
held firm and showed no signs of breaking. 


However, that didn't prevent Terron from glancing downward as they 
walked along the branch. The two were so high up and slipping off 
the tree seemed ridiculously easily. 


"Why aren't there any kind of safety ropes on these branches?" 
Terron wondered. "The branches are thick... but | don't think that's 
going to stop anyone from falling off." 


"Why would anyone fall off, though?" Zekra then asked. "There's 
plenty of room and there isn't even a breeze out. You'd only fall off if 
you keep looking down." 


"But what if you lose your balance or trip?" Terron asked. "| mean, | 
feel like I'm going to trip and fall off the edge..." 


"A lot of Pokemon have great balance,” Zekra stated. "We have to or 
else we'd get into a lot of trouble during battles. Plus, nobody trips... 
unless you're incredibly exhausted or practically dying." 


Despite the Zorua's words, Terron still felt uneasy about walking 
across the bridge. However, he kept his words to himself and tried to 
keep his focus off the ground. 


"Hey, when you got paralyzed, did it hurt?" Terron asked. "| mean, 
Len basically dug his claws into you foot..." 


"Well, | didn't get hurt physically by the claws," Zekra replied. "I 
thought | was going to hurt, but | didn't feel a thing. But that didn't 
matter too much anyway since | really wanted to get out of there, but 
| couldn't move. That was painful in its own special way." 


Zekra grimaced. 


"| kept trying to move, but my body wouldn't listen!" Zekra cried. "! 
couldn't even talk! It was horrible with being not being able to get 
away or even ask what you guys were doing! Ugh! | never want to 
get paralyzed again!" 


"Hopefully that doesn't happen to me," Terron said as he nervously 
played with his hands. "I'm supposed to get marked by a different 
Pokémon, but | don't know if it's in a different way as well. Hopefully 
it is since what you went through sounds like torture." 


"No, being trapped in your thoughts is a wonderful experience,” 
Zekra muttered sarcastically. 


"Tch whatever," Terron scoffed. "I'll just get over it Somehow. Not like 
| have a choice. But, why do we have to get marked? Isn't there a 
simpler way to tell we belong to the Fellowship?" 


"Maybe they do this so that they can tell right away if we're 
members," Zekra suggested. "| mean, we could have badges | 
suppose... but then we might lose them. Maybe they do this so that 
you never lose your Fellowship identity." 


"Suppose so," the Cubone shrugged. "Still seems like a pretty drastic 
way to make you a member. They could have at least made it seem 
less like an assault and more of a ceremony or whatever..." 


"Well the important thing is that we're members now," Zekra stated. 
"So, | guess we shouldn't dwell too much on the reasoning for these 
marks. | mean, it's kinda cool, so I'm not complaining. Except for how 
they put this thing on me!" 


As the two continued to make their way forward, it was then that a 
group of three Pokemon came out of the tree the two were headed 
for; a Vaporeon, Kirlia, and Pupitar. 


The trio seemed to be in a hurry and scurried down the bridge. They 
quickly passed by the children, but the Pupitar accidentally bumped 
into Terron as it went by. Thanks to the speed and mass of the 
Pokémon, the Cubone stumbled backwards. He tried to balance 
himself back out, but was quick to find that he no longer hada 
footing on the tree. 


"AHHHHHHH!" 


Terron saw the ground grow closer and closer to him. His eyes grew 
dry from the falling, but he didn't dare close them. He attempted to 
land on some branches, but he wasn't able to control his plummet. 
Even if he managed to steer himself toward one branch, it was too 
small and would fall apart the second the Cubone touched it. 


Just when the ground was only seconds away, Terron felt something 
latch onto his back. Immediately, his falling ceased and he came to 
an immediate stop a few feet off the ground. 


Terron looked up to find that a silky strand had attached to his back 
and held him firm. His eyes followed the source of the silk to find a 
certain Ariados towards the peak of the tree; Garter. The silk that 
prevented Terron from dying was connected to the spider's mouth. 
Terron felt himself hoisted up by the one strand despite how 
impossible that seemed and lowered onto the branch he had 
originally fallen from. The Pupitar and the others were no longer on 
the branch, though Zekra was still there and smiling in relief. 


The Ariados then made his way down the tree to where Terron was. 
He removed the silk from Terron. 


"Seems that | managed to catch you in time," Garter said. "Do you 
have any broken bones or injuries of any sort?" 


"No, I'm fine," Terron said awkwardly. "Just trying to calm my heart 
down. But what are you doing here? You're Garter... right? Len was 
mentioning you, but he didn't say much about you." 


Terron took a step back. 


"You're not going to kidnap us again, are you?" he then asked 
wearily. 


"No, of course not," Garter assured. "I don't have any intentions of 
doing so. But, like you said before, I'm Garter. I'm a member of Len's 
team here at the Fellowship. I've been here for about a decade. I'm 
the one who makes sure no one suspicious enters here." 


"Then how come you kidnapped us?" Zekra then asked. "We weren't 
around here." 


"Because you two had information that we wanted," Garter 
explained. "We needed that information in a more descriptive form, 
but you two wouldn't come with me when | asked. So, | had no 
choice but to take you two by force." 


The Ariados let out a melancholy sigh. 


“However, | know that doing so wasn't right," Garter then said. "I 
apologize for my actions. I'll try to find a way to make up for it. I'll 
promise though that you won't be kidnapped by the Fellowship 
again. Since you are a team now from what Len told me, there 
wouldn't be a reason for us to do it." 


"Well, | think | can forgive you," Terron said. "And, you saved my life 
after all. | think that's a good enough reason to accept your apology." 


"Thanks," Garter said with a smile. "I wish you two luck on your 
future missions." 


The Ariados then climbed back up the tree to the spot he had 
Originally been sitting in. With the conversation done, Zekra and 
Terron made their way to the other side of the bridge. 


They entered inside the new tree to find its inside structure was a 
mess hall. While it was mostly empty now save for a few early risers, 


it was very clear that every platform here was meant to serve as an 
eating area. A few tables were spread around the various heights of 
the tree as well as a few chairs and mats. Zekra and Terron peered 
downward to the very bottom and saw that there was a small line in 
front of what looked like a serving area. Behind the counter where all 
the Pokémon lined up to, there was a Wigglytuff giving out meals to 
whoever was next in line. Behind the Wigglytuff there was a door, 
where various Pokémon would go in and out of and sometimes give 
the meals to the Wigglytuff. It could be assumed that behind that 
door was the kitchen where everything was made. 


"Huh, looks like they're serving breakfast," Zekra stated. "You want 
to get something to eat?" 


"Yeah, | could use some food," Terron replied. "I wonder if we have 
to pay for it, though. | mean, we don't have anything to pay with." 


"Only one way to find out | suppose," Zekra shrugged. 


They walked down all the stairs that lead to the cafeteria and 
managed to arrive minutes later. The two got in line behind a sleepy- 
eyed Flaaffy and after waiting for a time, managed to acquire their 
meals. Thankfully for them, the meals served here were free, so their 
lack of money no longer concerned them. Terron carried both of their 
food items to a table where they then started to eat. 


Terron looked down at his meal, which was a strange mix of fruits he 
had never seen before. 


"What exactly is this?" Terron asked. 


"Berries, | think," Zekra answered. "Don't know what kind, though. 
Guess you'll have to eat them to find out." 


Terron cautiously picked up a pink, curved berry with a white tip 
before taking a bite out of it. It was sickeningly sweet and, while 
Terron liked the sensation it gave him, he was eager to try another 


berry out of the pile. Zekra appeared to be eating seasoned and 
cooked pieces of meat. 


Meat of some unknown Pokémon. 


Terron felt incredibly disgusted and was about to leave the table, but 
he was interrupted by two Pokémon. An Arcanine and Azumarill 
came toward the table, the Azumarill sitting on the top of the 
Arcanine's massive head. The large dog took a seat in front of the 
two children. It dropped a large slab of meat dangling from its mouth 
onto the table with a loud THUMP! and the Azumarill simply 
munched on an apple in its paws while staying in its spot on the 
Arcanine. 


They smiled pleasantly at Terron and Zekra. 


"Hey, you two wouldn't happen to be the new recruits for the 
Fellowship, would you?" the Arcanine asked. "We heard someone 
mention something about two children joining, and we were curious 
to know if that was true." 


"Yeah, we are," Zekra said brightly. "We just joined today. We're 
Team Vendetta." 


The Arcanine and Azumarill stopped chewing on their food and 
seemed frozen in place. Though there weren't any hints of emotion 
to show what the two were thinking, it was easy to feel the awkward 
tension. Terron stared at the two oddly, attempting to understand 
their reactions. 


"Sooo, where did you guys hear we joined the Fellowship?" Zekra 
then asked. 


The two strangers loosened up and started to eat again. They 
weren't as cheerful as they had been earlier, but at least the two no 
longer seemed to be giving off that strange vibe. 


"Oh, we heard from Len," the Azumarill answered. "We're his team 
mates, so the whole team knows the latest news about what's going 
on around here." 


“| see," Zekra said with a nod. “Yeah, we met a few of your other 
team members already. King, Eclair, and Garter were their names." 


"How lucky for you," the Azumarill cheered. "But, | suppose we'll 
introduce ourselves. I'm Rayne, and this is Bane." 


"And what are your names?" Bane then asked. "! don't believe Len 
told us what they were." 


"My name's Zekra," Zekra replied. "And this is Terron. He's the 
leader of our team." 


"Hmmm, fine names | say," Bane stated. "I can tell you two will make 
fine recruits. Under your name, | think one day you two might 
become quite notable in Fellowship history." 


"Thanks!" the Zorua said cheerily. "We'll try to live up to that idea, 
right Terron?" 


"Yeah, we will," Terron replied. 


"Wonderful," Rayne said with a smile. "With that kind of mindset, you 
can accomplish so much. As much as we'd like to keep chatting 
though, we have to get going since we have work to do. But, we'll 
see you two again sometime!" 


"Oh, okay," Zekra said. "Well, see you later!" 


Bane and Rayne finished up their meals and got to their feet. The 
two then left as Terron and Zekra watched them go. Once they were 
gone, the children finished up their meal in mostly silence before 
they too left to continue exploring. 


Several hours later, Terron and Zekra came back to their room after 
having explored more of the base. They tried to find any more 
notable places within the entire network of trees, and while they did 
discover a meeting hall for all of the members to assemble to for 
conferences, they hadn't found much else too worthy of importance. 
All of the other trees were simply bedroom holders. Yet exploring 
each and every tree had been time consuming for the two as well as 
very tiring. By the time they had found their own room after some 
confusion, they nearly collapsed in their beds from all the 
exhaustion. Despite how tired they were though from all the climbing 
and the late hour in the night, Zekra was still very excited about 
being able to join the Fellowship. 


"| can't believe we've managed to join," Zekra said happily as she 
looked over at Terron. "It's incredible! We get our own room, free 
food, and we get to go on adventures every day!" 


"I'll admit this place seems pretty nice," Terron admitted as he lay on 
his back in the hay. "But we haven't gone on any missions yet. We 
don't know if those will be any good. The way Eclair was describing 
it, it almost sounded like a chore." 


"I'm sure it'll be fun," Zekra said. "Don't ruin it! But what time do you 
want to wake up tomorrow for our mission?" 


"Hmmm, probably in the middle of the morning," Terron answered. 
"That'd give us some decent sleep time and most of the day will be 
available to do for the mission. How do we know when to wake up 
though? Do you guys have any sort of way of keeping time?" 


"Oh don't worry," Zekra said confidently. "I've got that covered. Leave 
getting up at the right time all to me." 


It was then that someone began knocking on their door. Moments 
later, a Xatu opened the door and came flying in rather than walking. 
It landed on the floor in front of the two and then tucked its wings in 
front of its body to form a vest of feathers. In its beak, held by a 


strap, was a large messenger bag of sorts that bore the sigil that was 
scarred into Zekra's paw. 


"Well, well, if it isn't our new team. Team Vendetta, if | remember 
correctly," the Xatu beamed before stopping in front of the two. "A 
Zorua and a Cubone. Zekra and Terron." 


"Ummmm who exactly are you?" Terron asked oddly. "And how do 
you know our names?" 


"Oh, that's right. You two haven't met me yet," the Xatu replied. "My 
name is Emdox. I'm the one who registers Pokémon here in this 
particular Fellowship. Or at least usually . Len registered you two 
since | was gone today. But, he left me with one last task to do for 
you; marking you, Terron. And giving you this bag. But that can wait. 
We'll focus on the mark first.” 


"Yeah, that's right," Terron said in realization. "But, how do you plan 
on marking me?" 


"Well hold out your hand so | can see it," Emdox instructed rather 
than answering the question. "| presume that's where you want your 
mark as opposed to your feet." 


"Well that depends," Terron said cautiously. "How are you going to 
put this mark on me?" 


"In a completely painless and claw-less fashion," Emdox assured. 


Terron reluctantly held out his paw toward the Xatu. Suddenly, he felt 
some unknown presence connect with his mind and could feel it 
searching for something within there. Terron cringed and squirmed 
as the uncomfortable feeling of having something alien in his mind 
overcame him. 


"Don't worry. This will only take one second," Emdox assured. 


Terron grumbled a bit, but otherwise remained still. Terron watched 
as the Xatu squinted his eyes in concentration. Terron felt the mental 
presence connect with something in his mind not long after and take 
complete control of it. Terron was about to yell from the strange sort 
of mental panic it gave him, but it was then that he noticed 
something unusual was happening to his hand. In the middle of his 
palm the flesh slowly began to change to a white shade. It started 
out as a small dot that was barely noticeable, but then it started to 
grow. It grew into various lines that spread all over his hand as if an 
invisible marker were drawing on his palm. They ran in various 
directions, some crossing over others as a certain image began to 
form on Terron's palm. 


The Mark of the Aurora Town Fellowship. It, just like Zekra's, lacked 
the circle at the connection of lines, but it was still the symbol. 


Once the sign had fully formed onto Terron's hand, Emdox finally 
broke off the connection. The Cubone sighed in relief at Knowing that 
his mind wasn't being invaded anymore. 


“There we go," Emdox said. "You've been marked." 


"How did you do that?" Terron asked in wonder as he touched the 
marking to find that it felt just like the rest of his skin. 


"Oh, well it's simple really... | just told your brain to change some of 
the melanin in your paw," Emdox answered. "| simply made your 
mind change the coloring into the shape of the mark and now that 
message has permanently been fused into your mind. So just like 
your friend's marking, but less of a scar and more of a naturally 
occurring sort of way." 


"You... took control of my brain? And you made it do things?" Terron 
asked uneasily. 


Terron wasn't quite sure how that was even possible, but something 
else was bothering him more than logic. A feeling about the idea was 
what bothered him most. Something about that seemed... unsettling. 


"Yes | did," Emdox nodded. "| am a psychic, and many of us 
psychics can do just that. But have no fear; | never take control of 
Pokémon's minds unless for good reason. And even then, | don't do 
anything drastic with it. And don't worry; not all psychics can do what 
| just did. Only truly talented psychics can take control of your mind. | 
know you're worried about that." 


"I'm not worried," Terron insisted. 


"Oh yes you are," Emdox chuckled. "We psychics can also read 
minds, so you can't ever lie to me without me knowing it. But relax; 
it's normal to feel worried about others getting into your head. 
Everyone's susceptible to it, so everyone fears it. Unless, of course, 
you're a dark type like your friend. | can't get into her mind or even 
read her thoughts since her kind projects a barrier that blocks off any 
psychic power." 


"So that's why you can't mark me and Len has to instead," Zekra 
said casually. "Cool... I'm special." 


Terron grumbled at the remark of that, not liking how his friend was 
immune to mind-reading and he wasn't. However, then he 
remembered that he and Zekra were looking for a psychic to help 
him. Terron's attitude became more positive and hopeful, but he 
decided he'd ask Emdox later for his assistance. They were in the 
middle of something right now anyway. 


Emdox then handed the bag he had with him to Terron. Terron 
Opened it up to find that there were a few items inside, namely some 
kind of map, a small sack filled with a few berries, and a couple of 
scarves. 


"My last item of business to take care of with you two is giving you 
your supplies and informing you of some necessary things," Emdox 
said before pointing to the bag. "That there is your field pack, a bag 
you bring with you on missions so that you might have somewhere to 
store all of your items during your travels and while in the dungeons. 
Inside of the bag is the starter kit we give every team that joins us. 


First, the map. This map gives the location of every Mystery 
Dungeon and every city in the region of Shiron. Of course, if you 
want to know more about such places, then you'll need to look that 
up elsewhere. But nonetheless, this map is probably the most 
valuable and useful item you'll ever get from us. Please treat it with 
care." 


Terron slowly opened the map and spread it out on the floor for him 
and Zekra to see. It was quite detailed as Emdox had explained and 
seemed to give a good description of how the entire land appeared. 
Unfortunately, it had the strange footprints for where the descriptions 
for what each dot on the map were. 


"What are these footprints?" Terron asked. 


"These are footprint runes" Emdox explained in a surprised tone. 
"Surprised you haven't seen them before. They're our written 
language." 


“Terron wasn't really taught how to write." Zekra suddenly explained. 
"And he wasn't really exposed to footprint runes either sadly. Though 
| can read them for us. Right Terron?" 


Terron slowly nodded his head while mentally agreeing with Zekra as 
well so that Emdox would be convinced. Even if it was a lie as to why 
he couldn't read them, he had to agree with it for now. 


"Hmmm, | see," the Xatu mused. "That's a pity. But | suppose your 
friend will have to be the one to read for you then. Anyway, onto the 
rest of the items. The smaller bag holds one Pecha, one Rawst, one 
Cheri, and one Oran berry. It's a minimal amount than you truly need 
in when going on missions, but it'll suffice until you get more money 
to buy some. And the last two items, the two scarves in your bag. 
One is a Pecha Scarf, which protects you from poisoning at all times 
if you wear it. The other scarf, the Persim Band, prevents enemies 
from confusing you and making you attack your allies. Both are 
sufficient items that will greatly help you in your many quests. 


However, there are far more efficient items that can do greater feats, 
but you must acquire those on your own. 


"The last thing | must tell you of is a bit of a review, but it's useful to 
remember it. As Eclair has told you, you must do at least one 
mission per day unless the job takes multiple days where you'll be 
gone for quite a while. We don't care what mission it is, but as long 
as you do something posted on the Bulletin Board, you have 
accomplished your assignment for the day unless otherwise said. 
Your amount of payment depends on what kind of mission you do, 
though most of the time we'll pay you thirty percent of what the client 
offered. The other seventy percent will go to us for funds and such. 
And that is all. Any questions?" 


Terron and Zekra shook their heads. 


"Well alright then," Emdox said. "Then you're all set. May your first 
mission end in a success." 


At the Beginning of the Day 


Chapter 6 


At the Beginning of the Day 


"Hey, it's time to get up. We've got a mission to do." 


Terron felt someone nudge his side. Feeling tired and not wanting to 
wake up, he started pushing away whatever was bothering him. The 
nudging ceased, causing Terron to smile as he started to fall back 
asleep. 


"WAKE UP! IT'S TIME TO GO ON OUR MISSION!" 


The sudden shouting caused him to jolt awake. He reflexively 
rammed his fist into the source of the noise. 


“OWWW!" 


Terron immediately looked toward where the noise came from. Much 
to his surprise, he found Zekra a few feet away from him, holding her 
snout with her paw. Small drops of blood were splattering onto the 
floor around her. It didn't take Terron long to figure out what had just 
happened. 


"Wait, that was you yelling into my ear?!" Terron cried. "Why would 
you do that?!" 


"Well, you wouldn't get up!" Zekra said defensively. "| talked to you 
and | pushed you around, but nothing worked! So | did the next best 
thing!" 


"The next best thing was nearly making me deaf?" Terron asked 
incredulously as he rubbed his ear. "That's what your brilliant idea 
was?" 


"You didn't have to punch me at least!" Zekra then said. "You gave 
me a nose bleed!" 


"How were you expecting me to react?!" Terron shouted. "By calmly 
waking up?! It's your own fault you got hurt! Be a little smarter next 
time!" 


Zekra glared sharply at the Cubone, an aggravated growl escaping 
her maw. She crouched down low to the ground, claws slowly 
coming out of her paws. 


Terron, upon seeing this, backed up into a wall. He recognized 
Zekra's stance to be the one she used when hunting down the 
Rattata in the Grey Lands. His eyes grew frantic as he saw Zekra's 
claws glint in the sunlight coming into their room. The Cubone wasn't 
sure how badly he'd get hurt if was scratched up by such claws, but 
he didn't underestimate them. Besides, he knew the Zorua would 
attack him with more than just claws. 


Terron had seen what she did to those Rattata. 
The bloody corpses they became were on his mind now. 


"Wait, don't kill me!" Terron said hastily. "I'm sorry | said this was your 
fault! It's not your fault! It's mine! | just got startled is all! Please don't 
murder me!" 


Zekra frowned, but she did get out of her hostile position and had her 
claws go back into her feet. Terron felt better upon seeing this, but 
he still Kept his distance from the Zorua until he was sure she 
wouldn't try to attack him off guard. Zekra wiped the excess blood off 
her mouth. 


She sighed. 


"No, you're right," Zekra said. "It is my fault | got hurt. But, thanks for 
apologizing about what you did anyway." 


"You're welcome... | guess," Terron said awkwardly. 


Terron glanced at Zekra's still-bleeding nose, starting to feel the guilt 
of giving that to her now that his anger and fear were gone. 


"| think we should get you something for your nose," Terron 
suggested. 


"Nah, it's fine," Zekra assured. "This isn't that bad. It'll heal up ina 
few minutes. We should probably get some breakfast though." 


Terron nodded in agreement and grabbed their Fellowship bag from 
off the floor. He put it on so that the two wouldn't have to come back 
for it and headed for the door. As soon as he opened it, however, he 
and Zekra found themselves staring at an astonishing sight; a 
massive amount of Pokémon walking throughout the Fellowship 
base. 


Everywhere the two looked, there were Pokémon filling up the spot. 
Almost every single section of the walkways in the tree was 
occupied. The immense traffic of Pokemon went in several directions 
and blended with the various chatters of different voices. Terron and 
Zekra stepped outside of their room to get a better view of all the 
Pokémon. Thankfully for them, the walkway in front of their room 
was not occupied by others. 


"Wow... | didn't Know the Fellowship had so many members," Zekra 
remarked. "There's so many different Pokémon..." 


"But why are there so many in this tree right now?" Terron then 
asked. "We didn't see this many when we were here yesterday. And 
even at this time, there weren't any other trees crowded like this." 


"Well, we were only around here in the early morning and afternoon," 
Zekra reasoned. "We never saw how it was during this time since we 
were in the other trees. | think Eclair was mentioning that this is 
where a lot of Pokémon have their rooms and everyone gets up 


around now, now that | think about it. Sooo, guess this is the morning 
rush." 


"No wonder why Team Valor wakes up way earlier than everyone 
else..." Terron said, amazed by the sheer amount of traffic. 


"Looks like we'll have to get through everyone though if we want to 
get some breakfast," Zekra said in dismay. "Oh boy..." 


With reluctance, the two ceased taking in the view and made their 
way to the moving crowd of Pokémon. They stopped in front of the 
passing crowd, watching as everyone moved with haste. Everyone 
seemed so much taller than the two, giving Terron the dreadful 
thought that he and Zekra might get trampled if they attempted to 
join the mob. He almost wanted to wait for everyone to clear out of 
the way, but unfortunately, some impatient Pokémon were behind 
him and Zekra. 


"Come on, quit jamming up the path!" a Lairon yelled as it started 
shoving the two forward. 


Terron and Zekra stumbled into the crowd, immediately losing sight 
of one another. Terron attempted to look around for Zekra, but he 
was constantly pushed forward and wasn't able to see much with so 
many tall Pokémon surrounding him. He tried to fight against the 
current of traffic, but found that doing so only caused groans of 
complaint from others and him crashing into various Pokémon. 


"Watch it!" a Monferno shouted as Terron ran into it. "Pokémon are 
trying to get to breakfast! If you want to go up, take the other 
stairway!" 


"Sorry, I'm just looking for a friend!" Terron explained awkwardly. 


"| don't care!" the Monferno stated in annoyance. "Take the other 
stairs! You're getting in everyone's way! Especially my way!" 


Not wanting to argue with the fire-type, Terron turned around and 
followed the flow of traffic to the bottom of the stairs. Though he still 
found walking through the crowd to be a huge hassle since the 
Pokémon would almost trample him, it was still less aggravating than 
fighting against the flow. Eventually, Terron made it to the bottom 
where everyone started to disperse. Whether they went up to 
another staircase where the bridges were or wandered outside, 
mostly everyone was heading for the mess hall. A few Pokemon 
seemed to head elsewhere, but Terron didn't recognize any of those 
Pokémon to be Zekra. 


"Zekra!" Terron called. "Where are you?!" 

"Over here!" Zekra's voice cried. 

Terron looked around for a minute until he spotted Zekra. She was in 
an open space in the middle of the tree, where no one else was for 


some reason. Terron hastily made his way toward her. 


"Hey, you made it!" Zekra said happily. "For a second, | thought you 
got trampled or something!" 


"| almost did... several times," Terron said distastefully. "But how'd 
you get down here so easily? You don't look like you had any trouble 
at all." 


"Oh | had trouble... but then | just jumped on top of someone's head 
and used everyone's heads to get across the crowd," Zekra said 
slyly. "Crowd jumping. Thankfully, no one was too upset by that." 


"Sounds like fun," Terron stated dully. 


"Yes it was!" Zekra cheered. "But, now that we've gotten through that 
insane crowd, how about we go get our breakfast?" 


"Yeah, | like that idea," Terron replied. 


The two then headed toward the cafeteria, following the less chaotic 
crowd into the mess hall that was quite a distance from their tree. 
Once they managed to get inside the tree, however, they saw a huge 
line formed behind the counter. There had to be at least a hundred 
Pokémon in line. It stretched around the room and even went 
upward to the higher sections of the tree. Terron and Zekra felt their 
jaws drop as they saw such a massive waiting line. 


"| don't think we're going to be able to eat soon..." Terron said. 


"Yeah... maybe we should get our mission and then get some 
breakfast," Zekra suggested. "Maybe the line will be a litter better 
then..." 


"Oh yeah, we have to pick out missions," Terron said in realization. 
"Eclair was mentioning that. Think she said it was back in the tree 
where Len's room was. Guess we'll have to do some backtracking, 
but it's better than waiting in this ." 


Terron looked at the line in disgust before making his way back to 
the tree where Team Valor's office and rooms were. The two could 
have gone to get their mission before since the tree was right next to 
their own, but Terron didn't mind their wasted time. At least he knew 
now that getting the mission selected first thing in the morning was 
probably a good idea. 


When the two entered the correct tree, they found a large Bulletin 
Board at the very bottom where they stood. Surprisingly, no one was 
around to look at the missions, meaning the two could take their time 
with choosing their own missions. Several pieces of paper were 
posted onto the board with pins, all being written in the Footprint 
runes. Behind the board, tacked onto the wall, was also a map that 
was basically a larger version of their personal map. The two 
approached the board, staring at all of the assignments. Terron 
peered at the words he couldn't attempt to read. 


"Well what do they all say?" Terron asked. 


"There's so many of them to explain," Zekra replied in wonder. "So 
many different things we can do!" 


"Like?" Terron asked. 


"Some pretty basic things," Zekra explained. "You know, rescue 
missions, item hunting, surveying new locations, stuff like that." 


"Hmmmmm, how about an item hunting mission?" Terron suggested. 
"That seems easy enough for a first mission and maybe it'll be fun." 


"Alright, let's see here..." 


Zekra spent a few moments reading through all of the assignments, 
scanning their descriptions to see if one of them suited their tastes. 
When Zekra finally did find a mission, she ripped it off the board and 
set it on the ground for the two to see. 


"Here's an interesting one," Zekra said. "It says we need to go 
search for some item that a Floatzel named Jet lost while ina 
mystery dungeon. It's something called a Rescue Stone, which | 
guess must be pretty valuable. And it's somewhere inside of a place 
called Overgrowth Jungle. That looks pretty easy. And plus, it's a 
jungle. We've been in a forest, so I'm sure a jungle can't be that 
much different!" 


"And where is Overgrowth Jungle?" Terron then asked. 


Zekra picked up the assignment and brought it over to the large 
map. Terron followed her, and upon coming closer to the map, he 
saw how it was different from their own map. It was almost the same 
as the personal travel map, but far more detailed. It had more 
colorings to show different sections of Shiron, the names of some of 
the island-like pieces of land scattered into the seas near the region, 
and even the areas the other Fellowship Associations covered. 
According to the map, the five Fellowships of the land each took care 
of a specific area. Four of the five each took care of the north, east, 


south, and west sides of the land while the fifth one was guardian to 
the lands not governed in the middle of the region. 


There was also a large dot on the map that indicated exactly where 
this particular base was located throughout all of Shiron, perhaps to 
help save location hassle. It showed that Aurora Town's Fellowship 
apparently governed the west side of the land and the islands in the 
sea that were near the west coasts. 


Zekra overlooked the entire map carefully as she browsed through 
every single landmark there was. Terron simply stood by and 
watched since he obviously couldn't read the words on the map. 


"Oh! It's actually pretty close!" Zekra cried after a while. "It's right 
here, see?" 


She put her paw over a small portion of the map. Just like she said, it 
only seemed to be a couple of inches south from where Aurora Town 
stood according to the map. 


"That is pretty close," Terron said with a nod. "Alright, let's do that 
mission. Similar environment, easy task, and close to here. That 
sounds like the perfect idea of a mission." 


"Yes! Our first mission!" Zekra said happily as she rolled up the 
mission and handed it to the Cubone. "Let's celebrate with some 
breakfast!" 


Once Terron put away the assignment, the two eagerly headed to 
the mess hall once again. When they got there, there was still a line, 
but thankfully it appeared to be shorter and moving at a steadier 
pace. Seeing this, the two got in line and patiently waited for their 
turn. 


When the two finally got to the front of the line and ordered their 
meals, about fifteen minutes had passed. They were quick to order 
their food thanks to how hungry they had gotten and once they had 
received it, sat down at a table in haste. The two immediately began 


eating their meals, Terron being too occupied with his own food to be 
sickened by Zekra's food. 


However, what he did notice was that someone was looking at him 
from another table across the room. 


King. 


The Bisharp was having breakfast of his own, but Terron couldn't tell 
what it was from where he sat. All he Knew was that King was staring 
in Terron's direction with his usual glare, seemingly not blinking. 
Terron didn't know if King really was watching him or if it was his 
imagination, but it did cause Terron to feel a bit tense. He did his 
best to ignore it and eat his meal. 


It was then that Terron remembered something regarding their 
mission. 


"Hey, how long is it going to take to get to Overgrowth Jungle?" he 
asked the Zorua next to him. 


Zekra swallowed the meat in her mouth and pondered for a bit. 


"Uhhhh well if it's still about mid-morning now," Zekra mused, "and 
it's about a few miles away... uhhh, we should be there a little before 
noon." 


"Wait, how do you even know what time it is now?" Terron asked 
curiously. "| mean, you guys don't have any clocks or anything, do 
you? How do you know it's still the middle of the morning and not 
noon already?" 


Zekra blinked. Her expression became puzzled. 
"| don't know what a clock is..." Zekra answered oddly. "But, | know 


what time it is since | can sense it. Pokemon just sort of know what 
time it is, thanks to our instincts. It Somehow knows when dawn will 


be coming soon, even when we're asleep. We can even use it to 
serve as an alarm so we can get up at a certain time." 


Zekra stared at Terron. 
"Do you humans not have it or something?" Zekra then asked. 


"No, we don't," Terron answered. "We just have clocks to keep track 
of time. | guess they're like your time instincts, except they're more 
accurate with what time it is. Like... you say it's mid-morning right 
now. Well, on our clocks, it would say it's ten thirty. And what that 
means is that it's ten hours after the start of the day... even though 
the sun hasn't risen yet. We call the start of the new day, a time 
where the sun isn't out yet, twelve AM, and-" 


"Wait, you start your day before dawn?" Zekra interrupted. "The 
beginning of the day to you humans is in the middle of the night?" 


"Sort of," Terron replied. "| mean, we don't get up in the middle of the 
night to start our day... that's just when the day starts. We usually 
get up after the sun's come out or something. But yeah, midnight is 
when the day starts. Midnight is what we call twelve in the 
morning..." 


"But that's not morning,” Zekra then stated. "That's still night time." 
"Well humans call it morning," Terron insisted. 


"But that just contradicts everything you just said," Zekra said. "You 
say the day starts in the middle of the night, yet you call that time 
twelve in the morning... which you also say is midnight. Sooo you're 
saying that your day starts at midnight... the middle of the night... 
yet you call it the morning like when the sun's out. And not only that, 
but you don't even start your day until after the sun rises, yet you 
keep referring to the ‘start of the day' as the middle of the night when 
no one's awake..." 


"Look, I'm not the one who came up with the time tracking system," 
Terron stated. "But it's easy to understand. Especially if you have a 
clock to help you keep track." 


"Well maybe for you, understanding that is easy, but for me it isn't!" 
Zekra explained, unable to wrap her head around the idea. "It's so 
weird! Why would you start the day when the sun isn't even up yet?! 
Dawn is the start of the new day! A day starts when there's light! And 
then it ends when the sun goes down! Then the night gives us time 
to rest until the start of a new day! While it's altered for nocturnal 
Pokémon, it's still as simple! Why would you humans overcomplicate 
such a simple understanding?!" 


Terron didn't respond right away. He looked down at his bowl, staring 
at the half-eaten fruit. His eyes were in a pensive state. 


"Well, when | look at it now, | guess it does seem pretty complex," 
Terron said quietly. "| guess in a world without clocks, this time 
tracking idea humans came up with can be difficult to understand. 
Not to mention, it'd be impossible to use since there aren't any 
clocks in this world." 


Terron picked up a piece of fruit and rolled it around in his hand. 


"Guess if | want to continue living in this world, I'll have to learn how 
Pokémon keep track of time,” Terron continued. "Just wish | knew 
how..." 


"I'm sure you'll figure it out," Zekra assured. "| mean, you're a 
Pokémon now. Maybe you'll just develop the time instincts instead of 
relying on your weird ‘clock’ thing you were mentioning. Everyone's 
got it, so maybe spending time here will make you more like us. But 
until then, you've got me to keep track of time the Pokémon way. So, 
you can always count on me for that!" 


"Yeah, I'll remember that," Terron said with a small smile. "Just need 
to get rid of my human understanding and try to accept how 


Pokémon see it for now... then hopefully I'll be able to keep track of 
time the Pokémon way." 


The two then continued their meals, moving onto lighter topics such 
as their opinions on their new room and what they should do for the 
rest of the day if they had enough time after the mission. 


Once Terron and Zekra finished up their meals, they brought their 
plates in back to the Wigglytuff who served them. The line had 
mostly vanished since everyone had received their meal, so the two 
were quickly able to return their used dishes without waiting too 
much. Once that had been done, they started to go outside to start 
their mission. 


"Hey, you two! Wait!" the Wigglytuff cried from behind the counter. 


Terron and Zekra stopped and turned around to see what they were 
being called for. They watched as the Wigglytuff came hurrying over 
before stopping in front of them. It panted to catch its breath as it 
held out some items in its hands. In one hand were a few small 
apples and in the other was an item that made Terron's eyes grow 
wide with wonder. 


"| saw you children had your bag with you and realized you were 
going on a mission soon!" the Wigglytuff said. "And | thought you 
guys might need some food!" 


"You know, we never really thought of that," Zekra said bashfully, 
feeling embarrassed about forgetting an important item needed for 
dungeon crawling. "Thanks. We'll just put these in the bag." 


Terron opened up their bag and allowed the Wigglytuff to deposit the 
fruit inside with tender care. After it had done that, it looked over at 
Terron with a smile before handing him what was in its other hand. It 
was something that Terron had secretly been longing for ever since 
yesterday. 


"And | got this bone for you," the Wigglytuff added to Terron. "I 
realized you were a Cubone after a little while and found it odd how 
you didn't have any sort of weapon. So, | took one of the bones from 
the kitchen that we normally throw out and figured you could have 
use for it! How is it?" 


This particular bone was more club-like and fit the more standard 
Cubone weapon shape compared to Terron's other weapon. It was 
filled with marrow rather than being hollow like a bird's skeleton and 
fit much better in his hands. He gently tapped the bone into his palm 
and could feel its sturdiness. This one would most definitely take 
more damage and give more damage to others than the previous 
one. Terron felt a smirk creep up onto his muzzle. That strange 
feeling of powerfulness came back again. 


"It's perfect," he said. "Thank you." 


"Well I'm glad to hear that," the Wigglytuff smiled. "And come back if 
you ever need any more bones in case that one breaks!" 


Terron nodded in approval before he and Zekra finally left. It was 
time for them to begin their first mission. 


Evergreen Pass 


Once the two had left the Fellowship and figured out which way was 
south, they exited out of Aurora Town. In order to get to their 
destination, they had to take a certain trail, which their map named 
‘Evergreen Pass’. It was very similar to the landscape the Gray 
Lands had, however this place had a dirt path running through the 
grass that stretched on into the distance. Otherwise, it was just like 
the endless grassland Terron was all too familiar with. There weren't 
any trees growing nearby nor any other kind of vegetation. This path 
was a near perfect replica. 


"SO looks like we've got about four apples to eat while in the 
dungeon," Zekra said as she peered through their bag while they 


walked, which was her turn to carry. "And of course, the berries and 
scarves we got from Emdox last night. Hope that's enough for this 
place." 


"We made it through the other dungeon with nothing," Terron replied 
calmly. "I'm sure we can make it through this one with those 
supplies." 


"| suppose,” Zekra shrugged. "I'm just a little worried, is all, since this 
is our first mission. Aren't you worried?" 


"Well, a bit," Terron admitted. "But I'm sure that we'll do fine. We just 
have to look for this item, right?" 


"Yeah, a Rescue Stone," Zekra said. "According to the description on 
the paper, the Floatzel doesn't know where it is inside the jungle. So 
we'll have to search the whole place. Don't know how big the jungle 
is, but I'm sure it can't be that big." 


"And what exactly does this stone look like?" Terron asked curiously. 
"Well... to be honest, | don't know," Zekra answered nervously. 


Zekra attempted to laugh as if trying to make the situation seem 
funny, but Terron didn't think so. He felt slightly agitated at the 
thought. He had no idea what this stone looked like since he had 
never even heard of the item, and he had been heavily relying on 
Zekra for aid with that. However, now it was revealed she didn't 
know either. And according to him, that was a serious problem. 


"How are we supposed to know what to look for, then?!" Terron cried. 
"It could be any rock we find in there for all we know!" 


"Maybe we can just look for special rocks," Zekra suggested 
awkwardly. "| mean, it sounds special. So maybe it looks special. So 
maybe we can just pick up every odd looking rock we find?" 


"Gah, | guess it's the only option we have," Terron muttered in 
agitation. "How many do you think we can fit in the bag?" 


"Hmmmmmm," the Zorua said before opening up the bag again and 
looking through it. "Well with all of our items in here, I'd say about 
twenty if they're pretty small. That should be enough." 


"| hope so," Terron said in return. 


The two continued travelling down the road without much else to talk 
about. Occasionally, they'd stop to take short breaks and to take 
turns with who would carry the bag, but otherwise the two moved at 
a relatively fast and steady pace in silence. 


After walking for quite a distance, Terron and Zekra finally came to a 
place that was quite different than the rest of the trail. A few feet 
away from them stood a large amount of thick leaved, dark trees. So 
thick, in fact, that neither the trunk nor the branches of the trees were 
seen. The entire sight the two Pokémon saw was just a thick horde 
of jade. The trail they stood upon lead into a single large opening 
within the denseness that resembled more of a cave entrance than 
anything else. They couldn't even see what lay beyond the entrance. 
It was pitch-black. Going in meant complete trust of knowing there 
was something within. Terron and Zekra felt heavy anxiety come 
over them as they heard the sounds of primal roars from within. 


"Well, this ts it," Zekra said. "Somewhere in there... there's a stone 
that got dropped. And we need to find it." 


"Right," Terron said before going over to Zekra and reaching into the 
bag strapped onto him. "You want to put the scarfs on now before we 
go in?" 


"Sure," she said with a nod. 


After digging through the bag for a moment, Terron managed to pull 
out the two pieces of cloth that were meant to protect them. One was 
a bright pink color that reminded Terron of the Pecha berries he had 


eaten numerous times and the other was still pink, but somehow 
darker. He held them both out to Zekra. 


"SO which one do you want?" Terron asked curiously. 


"Well, this one is the Pecha Scarf from the picture it has on it," Zekra 
said as she pointed to a tiny berry symbol on the lighter-colored 
cloth. "So | would guess the other is the Persim Band. Hnmmmm... 
guess I'll take the Pecha one. That fine with you?" 


"Yeah, | suppose," Terron said as he handed her the scarf. "I don't 
really think it matters too much. Though hopefully these will come in 
handy somehow." 


"And can you help tie it on?" Zekra asked. "| don't have hands unlike 
you. And even if | did, it'd still be easier if you tied it on." 


With a nod, Terron carefully tied the scarf around her neck so that it 
wasn't too tight, but it wouldn't come off easily. Once he had done 
that, he took his own scarf and tied it around his neck. Despite being 
told that it would help him, he didn't feel very different. The only 
difference he could feel with this band was that his neck was 
gathering more heat now. However he put that aside as the two of 
them looked into the opening. 


"You ready, Terron?" Zekra asked. 
"Yeah, whenever you're ready," Terron replied. 


With a deep breath, the two then made their way into the gaping 
entrance of the Mystery Dungeon. 


Without Aid 


Chapter 7 


Without Aid 


Overgrowth Jungle S1 


Terron had truly believed that a Mystery Dungeon jungle would be 
just like the forest one he had gone through last time. He really 
wanted to believe Zekra in her saying of how they'd be similar. 


However, the very second the two entered into this Mystery 
Dungeon, his hope for familiarity disappeared in an instant. 


This place most definitely wasn't a forest. The trees that grew around 
them were warped into shapes that Terron didn't think were 
physically possible. Their roots crept throughout the dirt, heaving up 
dirt along the many paths spread throughout the area. The sky was 
covered by the dense tops of the trees and because of that, hardly 
any light was able to penetrate through. Vines hung from the vast 
canopy of trees and twisted into knots and other tangled fashions. 
Moss lined the dirt paths. The air within the area was incredibly 
humid and made Terron's body feel sticky from all of the moisture. 


Yes, this place was definitely different from a forest. Though, at least 
this place had some lighting in it compared to the ever-growing 
darkness of the other dungeon. 


Terron and Zekra heard the sounds of something moving and 
rustling behind them. They turned around to find that the vines that 
scaled the walls of the jungle were moving. The plants were rapidly 
growing, sealing off the dungeon entrance. It was just like before, but 
neither of them made an attempt to escape. They simply watched in 
slight despair as the outside world closed off from them. 


They were imprisoned. This was their world now. 


"Well, this is a bit of a change,” Zekra said as she looked around. "At 
least it's kinda like the other one with the plants. So it's kinda like the 
forest place. The jungle looks nice, though... or at least right now." 


"Yeah, welcome to the jungle..." Terron remarked quietly. "The place 
where things look nice before something kills you." 


"Let's start looking around,” Zekra said before walking forward. "That 
way we can get out as soon as possible." 


Terron couldn't agree more. He followed after Zekra as the two of 
them kept their eyes peeled for any kinds of stones. Since most of 
the jungle was infested with trees, it was somewhat relieving that in 
this place, nearly everything was green or brown. Any kind of stone 
would stick out easily. 


The two wandered down the first path to the left in search of their 
item. As they went through there, Terron's mind started to wander 
now that he had time to do so. A few random thoughts went by, such 
as how Mystery Dungeons sealed the exit off or what other missions 
the Fellowship members were doing. 


But then, a strange and recent memory came to mind. 


Specifically, wnen he and Zekra had met Bane and Rayne. His 
memory froze on the odd glances the Team Valor members gave. 


Along with this still image, a new thought surfaced. 
Why were those two staring at us so oddly? 
Something had been going through their heads. 


Terron hadn't put much thought into it before. He had maybe done 
that when talking to Bane and Rayne for two seconds, but he never 
had an afterthought. He figured it wasn't important and forgot about 
it. 


Yet, now that it had resurfaced into the Cubone's thoughts and he 
could dwell on the subject, he felt bothered and slightly paranoid. 


Terron glanced over at Zekra. Perhaps she knew what was with the 
faces of the Team Valor members from the other day. Maybe it was a 
Pokémon thing. 


"Hey, Zekra," Terron said. 


"Yeah, what's up?" Zekra asked curiously as she constantly moved 
her head around to look for the stone. 


"Well... Did you find Rayne and Bane's reactions to us joining the 
Fellowship weird?" Terron asked, his words somewhat hesitant. 


"You know, | was wondering that myself," Zekra admitted. "Maybe 
they're just concerned about us since we're new and all." 


"Yeah, suppose that would make sense," Terron replied. "But, why 
worry about that? We're the only kids in the Fellowship according to 
Len, but that's not a big deal, right? | mean, these missions we're 
supposed to do... they're not that hard, are they?" 


"Maybe they're being too overprotective," the Zorua said. "And | don't 
think the jobs are that hard. | mean, we're doing fine so far. Besides, 
they don't seem to realize that | have experience. I've hunted plenty 
of things, so I'm more than capable. I'm not that weak!" 


Terron started to smile wryly as his worrisome thoughts ceased. 
"And what exactly have you hunted?" Terron asked in a sarcastic 
tone, not completely believing her since he remembered the 
Spinarak incident. 


"Rattata, Pidgey, Azurill, and a Spinda one time when it was acting 
really weird and looked a bit confused," Zekra replied proudly. 


"Yeah, that's an accomplishment," Terron remarked. 


"Whatever!" Zekra scoffed. 


The two reached the end of the path they were traveling on... only to 
find that they were back at the beginning. Terron was about to begin 
the next path over, but Zekra stopped him. 


"Hey, maybe we should mark what paths we've been on," she 
suggested. "That way we can tell where we've searched already. 
And then if we do find the right path, we can go back and check the 
others to see if they have the stuff just in case. It's for precautions." 


"Sounds like a lot of time on just one floor," Terron stated. "You sure 
you want to do that? | mean... we don't know how big this dungeon 
is. We could be here for a long time if we completely check every 
floor." 


"But we have to find that stone!" Zekra insisted. "And we don't know 
where it is! We could have missed it and we would never know until 
it's too late! After all, it's better to be safe than sorry." 


"Well not in a Mystery Dungeon," Terron said as he looked around 
them. "But fine. We'll check all the trails. | just hope the food lasts 
long enough. We're lucky not to have run into any Pokémon." 


"Don't jinx it!" Zekra shouted. 


She then took a small stick that was lying around and stuck it into the 
ground in front of the trail they had just taken. It served asa 
makeshift post and reminder of the way they had went. Once that 
had been taken care of, the two began the next path over. 


Overgrowth Jungle S2 
After what felt like an hour had passed, the two had finished 


exploring the entire section of the first floor. They weren't able to find 
anything, but that didn't dampen their spirits at all. 


When the Pokémon entered this area, Terron felt his stomach 
rumble. It wasn't painful, but it was bothersome since he knew what 
that meant; he would have to refuel on energy soon. 


Not long after they entered their first path did an unwanted guest 
appear. A Treecko was in the middle of the path, crossing to the 
other side. However, as soon as it saw Terron and Zekra coming its 
way, it stopped in its tracks and faced them. A deadly glare was 
etched into its eyes. 


Terron and Zekra stopped and stared at it. Zekra was staring at it 
curiously as if finding it fascinating, but Terron felt a strange sense of 
dread overcome him. Even though the Treecko wasn't very 
threatening, he still felt unnerved by it. He couldn't even blink his 
eyes. 


"Well, looks like our first battle of the dungeon. A little Treecko out for 
a stroll," Zekra said casually. "You wanna take care of it? Or me?" 


"You do it," Terron decided quickly, hiding his unexplainable fear from 
the Zorua. 


Zekra let out a loud huff as she glanced at Terron. 


"You're just Saying that because grass-types have an advantage 
over you," Zekra stated blandly. "But if you insist. You're getting the 
next one though no matter what it is." 


So that's what it is. I'm scared because that Pokémon can beat me 
easily. Terron thought as he calmed down. / guess I'm feeling this 
way because I'm a Cubone now. Wonder what else will change now 
that I'm a Pokémon... 


Terron's pondering was suddenly interrupted by the sound of the 
Treecko's battle cry. He watched as it charged toward them, 
swinging its tail out to strike them. Terron quickly backed off a few 
feet as Zekra stood her ground. As the bushy tail came her way, the 
Zorua jumped up into the air and dodged the strike. As she fell back 


down, she opened her mouth wide to latch her teeth onto the 
Treecko. 


However, the feral was able to see this and quickly maneuvered out 
of the way just in time. It countered by shooting out a red beam from 
its mouth that swiftly struck Zekra's side. She yelled as her body 
began to glow the same shade of red before she hit the ground. 
Small white bubbles streamed out of Zekra through the beam before 
being absorbed into the Treecko in an instant. 


"Hey! Don't you dare think you can take away my energy and use it 
as your own!" Zekra shouted. 


She quickly got up during the middle of the attack before running 
toward the Treecko. The wild Pokémon prepared to smack her with 
its tail once more, but before it could, Zekra jumped into the air and a 
pink light enveloped her. 


When the light vanished, a new Treecko dropped to the ground, 
landing on its feet with grace. It looked at the feral with a pleasant 
expression, not fazed by the hostility of the other Treecko. The feral 
one ceased its attack and stared at the newcomer oddly, unsure of 
what to think of this new Pokémon. It tilted its head to the side. 


A sly grin suddenly formed across the new Treecko' face. 


It sent a kick to the feral's head, catching it off guard and knocking it 
to the ground. With the opponent down, the new Treecko then 
leaped into the air and landed on the feral with as much force as 
possible. 


" AAAHHHH!" 


The feral Treecko squirmed around from under the other Treecko's 
foot until it managed to free itself. Once it had done that, it slipped 
away into the forest in a panic. 


"Lousy wild Pokémon,” the Treecko muttered. "Picking a fight and 
not even bothering to finish it." 


Terron stared at the Treecko that had its back to him, not 
understanding what had just happened. He had an idea... but he 
wasn't sure if Such a strange explanation was logical. However, he 
did seem slightly convinced his idea was true upon seeing the grey 
tail that stuck out of the Treecko that bore an uncanny resemblance 
to another tail he knew... 


"Zekra...?" Terron asked hesitantly. 


The Treecko, realizing it was being addressed, turned around and 
gave Terron its attention. 


"Yeah, what is it?" the Treecko asked. 
"You're a..." Terron tried to say. 


The Treecko stared oddly at the Cubone for a moment until it finally 
realized what was bothering Terron. It gave a nervous laugh. 


"Oh, | didn't change back yet. One second," the grass type then said. 


The pink light from before started to cover the gecko as its shape 
shifted back into Zekra's normal form. As the light faded away, she 
smiled pleasantly at Terron. The Cubone only stared with wide eyes. 


"There, back to normal," Zekra said. "Sometimes | forget | changed 
forms. | usually tire out or get injured, and that puts me back to 
normal. Been a while since / had to make myself me again." 


"You can turn into other Pokémon?" Terron asked, the surprise still 
present in his voice. "| mean, you still had your tail, but you looked 
just like that Treecko. How do you do that?" 


"By using the power of illusions," Zekra said proudly. "A power only 
given to Zorua and Zoroark." 


"Illusions?" Terron repeated oddly. 


"Yeah, illusions," Zekra confirmed. "You know, stuff that looks real 
even though it's not. | have this ability to create illusions and make it 
look like I'm a certain Pokémon. However, I'm not really that 
Pokémon. | just have their /ook . It's not like with Ditto where they 
actually turn into other Pokémon and get their powers as well. | just 
pretend to be someone else and | kinda can use some of their basic 
abilities. Like with the Treecko, | could just do kicks and punches and 
maybe tail smacking if my tail would change too. But if | were to turn 
into say... an Abra, | couldn't use its psychic powers since | don't get 
the powers. " 


"But, if you're just using illusions and pretending to be someone else, 
how are you able to hurt others?" Terron then asked. "It's fake, so 
how do use that as an attack?" 


"| never really understood how my abilities work either," Zekra said 
meekly. "It's really complicated apparently. But, I've heard that there 
are better illusion powers that are even harder to understand, but 
they're really cool! Like Zoroark can use their illusions to make more 
than just themselves different. They can change an entire area into 
whatever they want! And they can even use the powers of the ones 
they pretend to be! It's awesome! | look forward to when | can do 
that!" 


"But for now all you can do is just change yourself, huh?" Terron 
asked. 


"Yeah, I'm still learning I'm afraid," Zekra said in disappointment. 
"And | can only turn into Pokémon that | see in front of me. | haven't 
really been successful in turning into Pokémon that are from my 
memory. They always look so weird and deformed. Plus, I've still got 
to figure out how to get my tail to change as well. It would help with 
disguises." 


"How long can you stay in your illusion form?" the Cubone then 
asked. 


"Depends, really," Zekra said with a shrug. "Usually not long. | think 
the longest I've done is five minutes since it takes a lot of energy and 
concentration. I'm working on making it better, though. Just wish that 
somebody could teach me, since my family isn't exactly-" 


Zekra immediately realized what she was about to say and cut 
herself off. 


"Let's keep walking," Zekra abruptly said. "You know, before 
anymore wild Pokemon come." 


She immediately went forward, not bothering to wait for Terron's 
response. Terron was about to say something, but then realized why 
Zekra wanted to get going. Upon having this epiphany, he frowned in 
melancholy before following after his companion. 


Overgrowth Jungle S3 


After passing through all of the available trails of the second floor, 
still no stones were found. All that was found on the ground was 
moss. A lot of moss at that. However, the two still continued 
searching. By the time they were looking through the fourth path out 
of the possible six, Terron felt his stomach ache again. This time it 
was much more painful. He clutched his belly before stopping. He 
reached into the bag he had to carry and dug around a bit before 
managing to find an apple. He smiled eagerly before starting to 
devour the fruit without hesitation. 


"Hey, can you hand me one of those?" Zekra asked. "I'm getting 
kinda hungry too. | would hunt some Pokémon around here... but | 
think everything here is some kind of plant Pokémon. Those kinds of 
Pokémon taste really weird. At least apples kinda have a good taste 
to them." 


"If you insist," Terron said with a shrug. 


Terron took out another apple before holding it out to Zekra. She 
took it from his mouth before she sat down and began taking bites 
out of it. The Cubone figured they could rest while they ate and sat 
down next to her with the bag set between them. There was quiet 
between them as Terron simply let his sights wander around the 
dungeon. Everything seemed at peace. Everything was quiet. 


And then he saw something. 

High in a branch that stretched over them was an Aipom. It was just 
lying there with its tail wrapped around the branch, apparently trying 
to get some sleep despite it being broad daylight. However, that 
wasn't what caught Terron's attention. No, it was what was grasped 
in its little purple hands. 

A bright, blue stone. 

Terron immediately nudged Zekra. 

"What?" Zekra asked as she looked over at him. 

Terron pointed at the Aipom. Zekra peered over at the direction and 
after staring at the Pokémon for a while, finally saw the stone Terron 
had seen. 


"That could be it!" Zekra said excitedly. "Now we just need to get it 
down from here!" 


"| think | can handle that," Terron said as he got to his feet. 


The Cubone made his way over to the tree that held the Aipom until 
he was right under the very branch it slept on. 


"You know, | could climb up those trees instead," Zekra said as she 
went up to the Cubone. "I could just turn into that Aipom and getting 
up there would be easy." 


"It's alright," Terron assured. "You took care of that last Pokémon; | 
might as well try to take care of this one. | need to practice my 


aiming skills anyway." 
"Whatever you say, Terron," Zekra shrugged. 


Terron prepared to toss the bone at the Aipom when something 
dawned upon him. If he threw his bone, and it missed his target, he 
could lose it. But, if he didn't use his technique to get the Aipom, he 
risked not completing his mission. He could always just yell at the 
Aipom to wake it up, but he was worried that it would run away and 
forever be lost. 


| don't know... Terron mentally said. / don't know if | can do this 
without messing up. | only knew how to hit those spiders from last 
time with accuracy because of that voice. It just... it just told me 
where to throw and it felt like something took over me. | don't even 
understand how it happened. Wait! That's it! | just need that voice 
again! | need its help! But how...? | don't have any control over it. It 
just shows up... 


Terron silenced his thoughts and decided to wait and see if the voice 
would come to him. Everything seemed to grow quiet around him. So 
quiet, in fact, that he could hear the wind blowing through the jungle 
and the leaves of trees swaying. 


He waited. 
And waited. 
And waited. 


Nothing came from Terron's mind after what could have been an 
hour for all he knew. Out of agitation, he threw his bone toward the 
Aipom with a snarl. It rapidly spun in circles as it flew into the branch. 


" AAI 


The weapon smacked into the branch right where the Aipom slept, 
causing the monkey to jolt awake in a panic. It jumped from the 


sudden sound and fell out of the branch. Thankfully for it, its tail was 
still wrapped around the branch and managed to prevent the Aipom 
from plummeting to the ground. 


However, the stone it was holding had fallen out of its grasp from the 
panic and came tumbling down toward Terron. The Cubone quickly 
rushed forward and held out his hands to catch the stone, forgetting 
about his weapon, which had just came crashing back down a few 
feet away. 


With a leap, he managed to grab the stone just as it came near him 
before cupping his hands around it. He smiled with victory at 
managing to accomplish his goal. Unfortunately, he didn't remember 
he was falling down as well now until it was too late. 


*THUMP!* 


Terron landed on his stomach and nearly had knocked the wind out 
of him. He sharply breathed in to compose himself and groaned in 
pain. He slowly got to his feet as he caressed his stomach to ease it 
from the dull, thudding pain. 


"Good job Terron!" Zekra congratulated as she came over to him 
with the bag in tow. "Now hopefully that's the right stone we need. 
Then we can stop searching and get out of here!" 


"Yeah, | hope so too,” Terron said as he took the stone in his grasp 
and stuffed it in the bag. "Now let's get going. We've got what we-" 


" AMMMIEEEEE! 


Without warning, five Aipom fell from above and landed around 
Terron and Zekra. They surrounded the two in a loose circle as if to 
prevent them from escaping. All of them seemed furious with Terron 
and Zekra, though one in particular seemed the angriest. Terron 
recognized that Aipom to be the one he had stolen the rock from. 
Somehow, he could tell it was different from the others. 


"Great," Zekra growled as she set the bag on the ground. "They're 
ganging up on us because we upset one of them and now they're all 
working together to beat us up!" 


"Well, looks like we'll have to fight through them," Terron said. "I just 
have to get my weapon back first. Can you distract them while | do 
that?" 


"You wanna use me as bait?!" Zekra cried. "They'll have finished me 
off by the time you get your bone back!" 


"| can't fight unless | have my weapon!" Terron insisted. "Just work 
with me! It'll only be temporary!" 


Before Zekra could make a statement against that, the Aipom 
standing closest to Terron leapt forward at him. Taking advantage of 
the opening, Terron quickly rushed forward and went underneath the 
creature. Just as he managed to escape from the circle of Aipom, all 
of them began to chase after him in a crazed frenzy. 


Just as all the Aipom started to chase Terron, Zekra rammed her 
head into the back of one of the Aipom. The feral was knocked to the 
ground from the sudden momentum, which gained the attention of 
the others. Before they could do anything, though, Zekra was quick 
to tackle another Aipom. She sank her fangs into one of its arms as 
the Aipom attempted to get her off its limb with its tail hand. 
However, Zekra refused to let go and it only made her teeth go 
deeper into the flesh. 


The other Aipom attempted to get her off their comrade as they 
started swinging punches at her. She attempted to dodge each 
punch and watched in amusement as some of the hits managed to 
hit the Aipom and not her. 


"Ha ha! That's right! Keep trying to catch me!" Zekra teased. 


One of the Aipom managed to land a hit on her, knocking her off her 
Aipom platform. 


As Zekra fell, she saw all of the Aipom turning their tail hands into 
fists. 


Her eyes grew. 
"Oh dear Darkrai! WHY?!" 


Back with Terron, he hurried as fast as he could toward his club. It 
was only a few more feet away and so very close. He picked up 
speed and swiftly picked it up off the ground without stopping and 
turned back around to deal with the Aipom. 


The Aipom were bombarding Zekra with attacks from their tails ata 
nonstop pace. Every time one had managed to finish its blows, 
another delivered another blow not even a second later. 


Zekra was being overpowered. 


"Terron! Hurry up already!" she shouted. "I swear, if you don't get 
over here right now, I'm going to kil// you later!" 


Terron ran as fast as he could and then threw his club at the crowd, 
expecting it to hit at least one of the Aipom since they were so many. 
Much to his surprise, his weapon actually managed to strike not one, 
but two of the Aipom. Both of them staggered from the sudden 
attack, but unfortunately, they hadn't been knocked out. They turned 
around to see Terron. 


They let out loud shrieking cries and started running toward Terron in 
their rage. 


Terron's weapon returned to his hand as he watched them come 
toward him and found he was honestly terrified of the sight. He had 
just realized these Aipom were going to be much tougher than the 
Venonat and the Spinarak he defeated. It'd take much more effort. 
But more frightening to him, it was the fiery glares in their eyes that 
showed him just how enraged they were and what that there was 


almost no stopping them. The only way to stop them was to knock 
them out. 


However, Terron found he couldn't move at all. His eyes grew wide 
with terror as the Aipom charged at him. 


| really wish that voice was here right now! Terron thought in a panic. 
It'd know what to do! Why isn't it here now?! What's different about 
now than last time?! 


“ FEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEIM|" 


Terron felt a powerful force blow him across the mossy floor until he 
felt his head smack into the base of a tree. His head ached terribly 
from the impact and throbbed to add even more pain. He gripped his 
skull before slowly opening his eyes to find that the two Aipom were 
right in front of him. He let out a yell of surprise as one of them 
prepared to deliver a punch to his face with the hand on its tail. 


Terron quickly ducked and felt the hand go right over his head. 


Out of reaction, he kicked the abdomen of the Aipom nearest to him. 
It fell over from the sudden assault before clutching its gut in agony. 
The other Aipom turned its head to check on its comrade, which 
Terron took full advantage of. He no longer felt paralyzed with fear 
and his entire being was rushing with adrenaline. 


He lifted up his foot and kicked the Aipom's side and watched it fall 
over as well. Terron swiftly made his way to the nearest Aipom and 
began bashing his weapon into its skull repeatedly. A gnash started 
to form on its head, but just as Terron was to deliver one last blow, 
the other Aipom grabbed him from behind with its tail. It lifted him 
into the air before smashing him down into the ground. He felt his 
body being crushed by the intense gripping of the Aipom and the 
force from the ground as well as the moss getting smeared all over 
his face. 


The crushing pain... 


Terron had to make it stop. 


He tried to fight back, but the Aipom continuously bashed him into 
the ground without stopping. 


But suddenly, Terron was flung down the path and tumbled 
backwards before managing to stop. He found he couldn't get up 
since he was in so much pain and his muscles wouldn't listen to him. 
They were too strained from the harassment they went through. 


He did all he could do and opened his eyes. 


Much to his surprise, he found the Aipom wasn't about to attack him 
or even right next to him. 


It was actually a few feet away from him, trying to get Zekra off of it. 
She had clamped down on its ear with her teeth and seemed dead 
set on not letting go. The Aipom thrashed around like a maniac in an 
attempt to free itself of the fox, but Zekra refused to give way. Claws 
shot out of her front paws as she put them on the head of the Aipom. 


She sank the claws into the Aipom and started carving into the flesh. 
Blood dripped down the sides of the Aipom's cranium. 


The wild Pokémon screamed as deep scratches formed across its 
head, which only encouraged it to writhe even more. Unfortunately, 
doing so only caused Zekra's claws to rake its head even more. 
Slashes made their way across its face before blood began to spill. 
And inevitably, Zekra's claws managed to scratch over the eyes. The 
Aipom had to cover its eyes from the massive pain it brought. 


Tears of blood coursed down its face. No doubt it had been impaired 
of vision permanently. 


Zekra immediately brought her claws back into her paws and 
slammed one of them into the back of the Aipom's head. She swiftly 


jumped off its body as the monkey fell forward and collapsed onto 
the ground. 


It had fainted. 


Terron watched as Zekra went back to go retrieve the abandoned 
bag before making her way over to him. She was exhausted, but she 
somehow managed to keep walking without passing out. She 
stopped in front of him and started searching through the bag. 


"| think we can both use an Oran berry right now," Zekra said as she 
pulled out a blue berry from the bag. 


"Oran berry?" Terron asked, still finding he couldn't get up. 


"It'll help you regain your strength," Zekra explained while she 
carefully split the berry in two with her claws. "I used to eat a lot of 
them when | was hunting and got into rough fights with my prey. 
These berries are miracle workers." 


The Zorua dropped Terron's half of the berry in his mouth before she 
ate her half. Terron slowly chewed it, remembering that he had this 
kind of berry before and how it had its unique taste of all flavors at 
once. He slowly felt his energy return to him as he swallowed the 
berry and managed to get to his feet. His muscles still felt a little 
sore, but it was much better than how he was feeling moments 
before. 


"What happened to the other two Aipom you were battling?" Terron 
asked. 


"| managed to defeat them right after you lured away those other 
two," Zekra said proudly. "They got distracted by how their 
teammates ran off, so | managed to finish them off while that 
happened." 


Terron looked around them to find that indeed, there were five Aipom 
scattered around that were all unconscious. Each one seemed to 


have a different look to them as if to show how they all fainted 
differently. Thankfully though, it didn't look like a massacre scene. 


"So we got the stone right?" Terron asked curiously, wanting to 
check on it. 


"Yep!" Zekra said as she peered into the bag. 


"Alright, good. Let's get out of here then," Terron declared. "I don't 
want those Aipom waking up again and having to fight them all over 
again." 


Overgrowth Jungle S5 


Terron and Zekra hadn't found any more stones as they wandered 
through more sections of the jungle. They had run into some 
resistance that took on the form of two wild Seedot, but the two of 
them had defeated the small Pokémon easily. But otherwise, no 
other Pokémon had decided to bother them. 


The two had begun venturing down the second path of this area of 
the Mystery Dungeon when they came across a remarkable sight; a 
single stone resting by the roots of a mighty tree growing nearby. It 
was a simple, grey stone that might have looked like an ordinary 
stone in a river bed, but by the way they reacted to it, it might as well 
have been a fire or thunder stone. 


"It's another rock!" Zekra cheered. "Quick! Let's put it in the bag 
before someone gets it!" 


Terron hurriedly went over to the featureless rock and picked it up in 
his free hand and brought it back over to Zekra. He put it inside the 
bag before they continued making their way down the path. Not long 
after they had finished this path and began a new one, another rock 
appeared. This time, it had more of a red shading to it, but 
nonetheless, it didn't look all that extraordinary. Still, Terron and 
Zekra grew eager upon seeing it. 


It was still like a little treasure to them. 


"I'll get it," Terron said before managing to retrieve the stone and 
putting it in the bag. 


"You know, that's the second rock we've found on this area," Zekra 
remarked as the two continued walking. "Wonder why they're here." 


"Don't know," Terron replied with a shrug. "But at least we're finding 
something. And hopefully one of these things are what we're looking 
for." 


"Hopefully," Zekra said. "But hey, I'm sure one of these is what we 
want!" 


"Yeah, then we can give it to our client and have our first mission 
complete," Terron said pleasantly. 


"Yep!" Zekra said with a smile just as she noticed something. "Oh 
look! Another rock!" 


Overgrowth Jungle S6 


After having searched the entire previous floor, Terron and Zekra had 
found about five rocks that were stashed away safely in their bag. 
Thankfully, since the stones were rather small, it didn't weigh down 
the bag too much. It sure felt a lot heavier, but the bag was still 
manageable. 


Some of the rocks were slightly different from the rest, but almost all 
of them seemed to be like a rather ordinary stone. However, to 
Terron and Zekra, they were still of high value since any one of the 
stones could have been their sought treasure. 


Upon entering this section of the dungeon, Terron noticed something 
was quite different. 


At the end of each trail, there was pitch-black. There was no light 
unlike the previous trails. There was light throughout the area like 
before, but at each trail's end, that light seemed to disappear. All that 
lay there was darkness. It reminded Terron of the entrance to the 
jungle itself where he couldn't see what was beyond the darkness. 


Terron's eyes grew. 
"| think this is the last floor," he stated. 
"Hm?" Zekra asked. 


"The exits look different this time," Terron explained. "Remember 
how in that other dungeon the last section had that light while the 
other sections didn't? Well here it's the same thing, but there's 
darkness." 


Zekra peered at the trails with squinted eyes. 


"Huh, you're right," Zekra said. "Surprised you noticed that before | 
did. Well, | guess since we've got a bunch of stones, we can just look 
for the exit this time rather than take our time. Sound good?" 


"Yeah, | couldn't agree more," Terron said with a nod. 


The two then went forward, attempting to find the correct exit. Terron 
could feel the excitement of completing his mission building up inside 
him and was already thinking about the reward he might get for 
doing this mission. He smiled at the happy thoughts and started to 
walk a little faster. 


Zekra, who seemed rather giddy herself, seemed even quicker on 
her feet than the Cubone. 


" GHIINMMAAA!” 


Terron and Zekra stopped in their tracks. 


A sense of dread overcame the two of them as they looked around 
them to see where the noise was coming from. It had to have beena 
feral, but no Pokémon were in sight. The two finally looked at one 
another. 


"What was that?" Terron asked her. 


"| don't know," Zekra answered worriedly. "I've never heard that kind 
of sound." 


"Hmmmm, let's keep going then," Terron said. "Must be some 
Pokémon trying to scare us off or something. Let's just get to the end 
of this trail." 


"Yeah... Sounds like a good idea to me," Zekra nodded. 


The two picked up their pace and practically began to run toward the 
potential exit of the dungeon. Terron suddenly had the overwhelming 
feeling that he was being stalked by something, but he didn't dare 
look behind him. He kept rushing along. 


The sooner he and Zekra left this jungle the better. 
BUZZZZZZZ! 


Without warning, a large, green creature leaped out of the trees 
before landing right in front of them. A large blade came crashing 
down onto the ground where they stood, but the two were able to get 
away at the last second. The blade swiftly sliced into the ground 
before just as quickly being raised back up. 


Terron and Zekra quickly got back up and found themselves staring 
at the sides of a large Pokémon that towered high over them. It was 
a mantis with strange blades that replaced its hands, having the 
appearance of invincible and gleaming scythes. A pair of wings grew 
out of its back, twitching in anticipation as if meaning it would fly 
soon. 


"It... It's a Scyther!" Zekra cried before looking over at Terron with 
terror wide in her eyes. "Terron! We have to get out of here! It's going 
to kill us!" 


" Kill us ?!" Terron exclaimed. "That's an exaggeration, right?" 
" GIIMAAAAAAAAAA!" 


The wild Scyther let out a loud, shrill cry before slicing its blades at 
Zekra. She yelped in terror as she just barely maneuvered out of the 
way, the blades missing her by an inch. 


"Run Terron!" Zekra screamed. "RUN!" 


Terron didn't hesitate. He took off toward the end of the trail, his 
heart pounding furiously. 


However, the Scyther was quick to react to the fleeing. It sped 
toward Terron, its wings buzzing as it put its blades into a scissor 
lock. 


Terron didn't have to look behind him to know that the Scyther was 
only a few feet behind him. 


He could fee/ that Scyther's presence starting to gain on him. 


The Scyther was five feet behind Terron. Then three feet. Then one 
foot. 


" GIIMMAAAAA!" 

*SLASH!* 

The blades of the Scyther struck. 
*CLANG!* 


Terron didn't feel anything strike him. 


He stopped and turned around. Another Scyther was holding back 
the feral Scyther's blades with its own. 


It trembled from the power it had to push back, but it didn't let the 
power overcome it. 


The Scyther turned its head and saw Terron standing there, frozen in 
place. 


"Get out of here!" the Scyther yelled, its voice sounding quite 
familiar. "I'll hold this Scyther off until you get close to the exit!" 


Terron suddenly saw the furry tail sticking out of the Scyther. 


He brought his glance back up to Zekra. There was a pleading 
expression in her eyes. 


"What about you?!" Terron cried. "I'm not going to leave you with a 
killer Pokémon!" 


"Forget about me!" Zekra insisted. "| can take care of myself! | can 
hold this Scyther off! Just get going!" 


"But you'll-" 


"STOP ARGUING AND RUN!" Zekra shouted, a snarl forming on her 
face. "JUST-" 


The feral Scyther suddenly pushed Zekra backwards with more 
force, managing to knock her to the ground. She landed on Terron, 
knocking them both to the ground. 


Terron frantically started to get himself out from under Zekra's 
Scyther body. 


He was desperate to escape from this monster. 


Terron managed to get his head out. 


He looked at the Scyther. 

Every muscle in Terron's body stopped moving. 

Every thought in his mind became frozen. 

His eyes wouldn't blink and remained wide open. 
*SLASH!* 

With one blade, the wild Scyther sliced Zekra's throat. 
*SLASH!* 


And with the other blade, the wild Scyther sliced Terron's throat. 


Many Things to Learn 


Chapter 8 


Many Things to Learn 


There was nothing. 


Terron couldn't get his eyes to open, but somehow, he knew it didn't 
matter. Nothing existed around him. He could feel the nothingness 
bearing down on him. 


He couldn't move. He couldn't struggle. He could only lay upon the 
strange floor of nothingness beneath him. 


Hello? Terron tried to call out. /s anyone there? Where am |? 

His words rang through the empty void. They were not words that 
escaped his tongue, but rather, his thoughts. Somehow, his thoughts 
were being projected into the world he found himself in. 


Just then, someone else's words quietly filled the darkness around 
Terron. 


.. Why... 


The voice seemed to be coming from every direction. However, the 
words were distant, seemingly having a difficult time getting to 
Terron. 


... Why are you... here? 


| don't know. | don't even know where I am. Can you tell me where | 
am? 


.. Ter... ron... 


Terron? That's... that's my name... how do you know my name? 
Ter... ron... why... 

... Why... did... you... come... 

Why aren't you answering my questions? Who are you even? 
Ter... ron... 

Can you even hear me? 

Go... back... 

What? 

Ter... ron... 

Ne... ver... 

Re... turn. 


What are you talking about? Who are you? Why should | never come 
back? What is this place?! Answer me! 


Ne... ver... 
Come... 


Back... 


Terron's eyes snapped open as he inhaled sharply. His heart was 
pounding at a furious pace. He slowly took deep breaths to calm 
himself before he noticed where he was. He was resting on soft 
grass and looking up at an endless sky of blue. A peaceful light 
shined down upon him from within the blue, nearly blinding him. A 
pleasant breeze swept past him. 


He slowly sat up, not feeling the slightest bit sore or injured. Surely 
he must have been dead. He had been attacked by a Scyther and it 
had cut him in two. 


There was no doubt. He could still remember the feel of those blades 
slicing into him. 


This had to be where the dead Pokémon went. 


As Terron's epiphany dawned upon him, it was then that he noticed 
something he hadn't seen earlier. 


In front of him stood the opening to Overgrowth Jungle. 
The Mystery Dungeon he had been killed in. 


Yet there it was, as it was when he saw it when he was still alive. 
Words couldn't describe his shock. There was no way he could have 
escaped. 


Terron checked his body to see if he had any cuts on him from the 
Scyther attack. Much to his surprise, his body was whole. Nota 
single scratch was on him nor were there any scars. It was as if he 
was reborn with his body's former glory. 


Perhaps he, in spirit form, was revisiting the last place he had been 
to before he would depart to the true spirit world. 


Terron then noticed that his scarf was gone. It was no longer tied 
around his neck. He had tied it so securely so that there was no way 
it could come off, but that was no longer such as it was gone. 


Terron began to look around to see if the scarf was nearby, but 
instead found another body sprawled along the ground next to him. 


The body of a Zorua. 


"Zekra!" Terron shouted frantically. 


He quickly rushed over to her and began shaking her in an attempt 
to wake her up. Surprisingly enough, he could actually feel her. She 
was tangible, as his hands weren't sinking into her body. Perhaps 
even though he was a mere spirit, other spirits could feel whole to 
him as if they were made of actual flesh. Zekra had died when 
Terron had, so to him, that was understandable. 


Zekra stirred with an uncomfortable frown. It seemed to take some 
effort, but eventually she was able to release herself from the dark 
depths of insentience. 


Just like Terron, she was completely unharmed. Unlike Terron 
though, she still had her scarf tied around her, though tattered at the 
edges. 


"Terron?" Zekra asked tiredly as she rubbed her eyes. "Is that you?" 


"Yeah, it's me," Terron said with a relieved sigh before a more 
troubling thought overtook him. "What happened to us though? Are 
we... dead ?" 


Terron began to feel unnerved after saying that. The idea of him 
being dead just wasn't right. 


"Dead?" Zekra asked curiously, though uneasiness was beginning to 
enter her voice. "What are you talking about?" 


"Well, do you remember what happened after the Scyther managed 
push you back?" Terron asked cautiously, secretly hoping that 
perhaps Zekra could disprove his theory about their current state. 


"Ummm," the Zorua said before she began to think back on the 
incident. "| remember | got knocked down. And... | started getting 
up... but the Scyther..." 


Zekra's eyes grew as she began to realize what Terron was talking 
about. 


"No, that can't be right..." Zekra whispered in disbelief. "No... it's not 
true. Otherwise... Terron... and Fen..." 


"What is it?" Terron asked anxiously, though trying his hardest not to 
sound worried. 


"No! There's no way we're dead!" Zekra cried. "No! I'm not dead! I'm 
still alive! | Know | am!" 


"But we got decapitated by a Scyther!" Terron stated. "How could we 
survive that?" 


"| don't know, but we're not dead!" Zekra insisted. "Otherwise, we 
wouldn't be right outside the jungle! We'd be somewhere else... with 
others!" 


Zekra glanced over toward the dungeon before immediately getting 
to her feet and taking off. It seemed as though she was going to re- 
enter the dungeon. 


"Hey! Don't go back in there!" Terron shouted as he chased after her. 
"Zekra!" 


Zekra didn't answer. Instead, she continued to scurry away. Terron 
managed to stay a short distance behind her, but found he couldn't 
quite catch up with her. Before long, Zekra had managed to get right 
near the entry of the jungle. 


However, instead of entering into the dungeon, she stopped in front 
of a particular item; their Fellowship bag. It was intact and unharmed 
just as they were. Terron caught up to Zekra and stopped next to her, 
panting. He was about to yell at her, but then he noticed their bag as 
well. 


"What's this doing here?" Terron wondered. "I think | had the bag 
last, but | don't know how this would get here." 


Zekra gave an intense glare to the bag before she put one of her 
paws on it. Much to Terron's surprise, her paw didn't phase through. 


Zekra opened the bag just a crack, only for her to gasp once she 
peered inside. She swiftly flung the cover panel of the messenger 
bag open so that it smacked lightly against the opposite side of the 
bag. With the bag completely exposed and all of its contents 
seeable, Terron could see what was wrong. 


"Where'd everything go?!" Terron asked in disbelief. 


There were barely any contents within the bag. Though there hadn't 
been much in the bag before the Scyther incident, seeing almost 
everything missing was a crushing blow to the two. All of the stones 
they had collected along the way were gone. It was at this time that 
Terron realized his weapon was missing as well. 


He felt a longing for the club, but it quickly subsided once he brought 
his mind back to the matter at hand. 


The only items that remained were a couple of the berries given to 
them by Emdox, one apple, and miraculously, their map and mission 
assignment. 


"All of that hard work..." Zekra muttered before closing the bag. "And 
it's gone." 


Zekra closed her eyes and put the strap of the bag over her 
shoulder. 


Terron couldn't tell whether she was angry or depressed. 
The expression on her face was just... empty. 


"Let's just go back to Aurora Town,” Zekra said lowly. "We still have 
to report our failure." 


"But, how are we supposed to talk to anyone if we are dead?" Terron 
then asked. "I mean, | Know you say we're not dead, but there's still 


the possibility that-" 


Zekra glanced at Terron, gritting her teeth and making her eyes 
slightly narrower. 


"We're not dead, Terron," Zekra answered firmly. "Stop saying that. If 
we were dead... my old friends would be here." 


Terron didn't say anything. 
Zekra then glanced at the ground, the tension in her eyes lessening. 


"No one's here for us," Zekra said quietly. "Not my friends. Not even 
my parents." 


Zekra then went forward, heading back to town. Terron silently 
followed behind her. 


Aurora Town Fellowship 


After a long and wordless trip back to their beloved city, Zekra and 
Terron made their way up through the long flights of stairs within the 
Fellowship base. Hardly anyone was around due to it being the 
afternoon, which was good for them since it allowed them to travel 
more easily. 


However, neither of the two were thinking about this happy 
circumstance. 


All Terron could think about was how he had made Zekra share her 
grim thoughts with him for being so set on thinking they were dead. 
Zekra no longer seemed irritated with him, but Terron knew it was 
because she was occupied with more troubling thoughts. 


She was no doubt still disheartened about the failure. 


Terron, too, felt upset about how they failed at their first mission, but 
Zekra was taking it harder. She seemed the most enthusiastic about 


the mission before they were somehow kicked out of the dungeon 
and stripped of their supplies. 


Eventually, the two found themselves outside the Registration office. 
The two stood in front of the door, hesitant to enter. 


Neither wanted to tell Emdox that they had failed their first mission. 


Terron and Zekra stood there, looking at the small cracks forming on 
the wooden door. 


Barely a few seconds passed though before the door opened to 
reveal Emdox, looking down upon the children with pity. 


A sigh escaped his beak as he opened the door wider. 
“Come inside," the Xatu said. "There's no need to stay out here." 


Reluctantly, the Cubone and Zorua went into the room as Emdox 
gently closed the door behind them. Once they were all in, he led 
them over to the front desk. 


"Well, | suppose we'll have to repost this assignment in case any 
other teams want to try it," Emdox said. "Can | see your mission 
assignment?" 


Zekra dug through the bag until she managed to find the piece of 
paper. She then handed it to the Xatu. 


"Don't feel so bad," Emdox said gently. "Everyone doesn't do 
everything perfectly. There are plenty of failures in life. Besides, 
we're not going to punish you just because you had a mess up. 
We're not cruel and unreasonable Pokémon. We're very 
understanding." 


Just then, the door opened and Bane and Rayne walked into the 
room. Rayne was once again sitting on the Arcanine's head, due to 
the massive size difference. 


"Hey Emdox, we wanted to talk to you," Bane started to say. "We 
were thinking about-" 


It was then that he noticed Terron and Zekra in the room. He stopped 
walking and looked down at the two of them with an odd glance. 


"Oh, hello there," Bane said. "What are you two doing here?" 


"I'm afraid they're depressed over failing their mission," Emdox 
sighed. "I'm trying to make them feel better, but they're both stuck in 
their gloomy thoughts. Well... Terron anyway. | can't be sure with 
Zekra, but her facial expressions seem to be giving a clear 
message." 


Rayne jumped off Bane's head before going over to the two. She put 
her hands on each of their shoulders and smiled softly at the two of 
them. 


"You guys don't have to feel so bad about not succeeding in your first 
mission," Rayne said. "Why, when Bane and | had to do our first 
mission shortly after we joined Team Valor, we failed it as well." 


Terron and Zekra looked at her, their eyes growing with a surprise. 
"You did?" Terron asked curiously. 


"Yeah, not exactly out most pleasant memory, but it's still nice to 
laugh at sometimes," Bane then said. "Rayne and | were once sent 
on our first task together since the other members who didn't really 
have positions here were busy. Because let's see... King was out in 
the wild to supply meat for the larder, Eclair and Ragnor were ona 
different mission, Vantis was visiting one of the other Fellowships, 
Jade was doing... something, and Garter... what was he doing?" 


"Garter wasn't a member yet," Rayne answered. "He didn't come 
until a few years after we did." 


"Oh yeah, that's right," Bane said with a chuckle. "Memory's getting 
fuzzy. But anyway, Rayne and | had to go get one of our members. 
They got lost in some forest Mystery Dungeon, so we had to go hunt 
them down and bring them back. We knew it was a rather lengthy 
dungeon, but we were confident that we'd make it through. And we 
did pretty well for the first few floors. We annihilated every kind of 
resistance in sight." 


“Though Bane went just a bit overboard," Rayne added with a smile. 
"I'm pretty sure Bane would have burned down the entire dungeon 
had | not put out his fires." 


Bane let out a snort. 


"| personally think the dungeon would have been better if everything 
was ashes," Bane remarked. 


"Yeah, well anyway, we were about halfway through the dungeon 
when things started going out of our favor," Rayne continued. "Most 
of our Supplies got stolen by some wild Pokémon when we weren't 
looking and we ran into a lot of tough Pokémon that took a very long 
time to beat. We kept going, thinking we would find who we were 
looking for and get out of there, but..." 


Rayne's ears drooped awkwardly. 


"We came into a room filled with a bunch of Pokémon," Rayne then 
said. "There had to be at least thirty Pokémon, all of them being 
incredibly tough. There were Raichu, and Breloom, and Sceptile, and 
even a Pinsir! Oh, it was such a horrible experience! Seeing all of 
those Pokemon ganging up on us all at once still gives me 
nightmares! We started fighting them at first... but it started 
becoming rather obvious that we weren't going to win against that 
mob. We kept fighting though until we literally had no strength left. 
And then just when they were going to finish us off, Bane pulled out 
an Escape Orb and got us out of the dungeon. And our client 
remained stuck in the dungeon until King and Vantis went to do the 
job." 


"And then you two came to me and whined about the awful 
experience," Emdox said. "And you wouldn't leave, even after | told 
you | knew what happened. You insisted on telling me the story 
despite the fact that | was watching the entire thing within your 
minds." 


"We just wanted to vent out our frustrations!" Rayne cried. 


"Of course, doing so wasn't exactly our best idea since you ended up 
telling everyone about our mess up right after," Bane said with a 
scowl. 


"What can | say?" Emdox shrugged. "Your story made an interesting 
topic." 


"But anyway, the point is that we failed our first mission as well, but 
we ended up okay," Rayne then said to the children. "| mean, we're 
the leaders! We're some of the strongest Pokémon here, and we 
were just like you two at one point! And we still fail missions or 
assignments sometimes." 


"Like how Rayne failed at delivering goods to one of the other 
Fellowships because she forgot the stuff," Bane chuckled. 


"It never happened again, though!" Rayne interjected. "But back to 
what | was saying. You two can have failures. It's going to happen 
whether it's your first mission or when you're an expert like us. It's 
inevitable. However, as long as you learn from those failures, then 
those failures are okay to make." 


"But we didn't really learn much from our failure," Zekra then said. 
"Well, except not to mess with Scyther and to know what the item 
we're looking for looks like." 


"See? You did learn something," Emdox pointed out. "Still, you might 
not always learn like Rayne is saying, but failure is going to happen, 
and you just need to learn how to press on if that's the case. So, 
don't feel bad. It happens. Just move on and try harder next time." 


"Well, you guys do have a point," Zekra replied. "| guess even if 
Team Valor has failures, then it's not something to be too upset 
over." 


"Exactly!" Emdox cheered. 


Terron and Zekra seemed to brighten up a little, causing the others 
to smile happily. 


"Good to see that our newest members are no longer depressed,” 
Bane then said. "I just remembered though that there's a quick 
errand Rayne and | need to go run. We'll talk to you later though 
about what we wanted to talk about." 


"Alright, | will see you two later!" Emdox said as he gave a friendly 
wave. 


Bane lowered his head and let Rayne climb onto his head. Once she 
was seated comfortably on his fluffy head, the two went out the door 
and gave their own waves of goodbye. When the two were gone, 
Emdox looked back at Terron and Zekra. 


"Alright, so I'm finished with you two," he said. "You are free to go.” 


"Okay. Thank you for cheering us up, though," Terron said with a 
smile. 


"It's no problem!" Emdox said. "Team Valor never likes to see our 
fellow members feeling down. Feel free to come back anytime if you 
feel hopeless or sad or something. Or I'll just find you since your 
gloomy thoughts will reach me so easily." 


"Yeah... thanks," Terron said awkwardly. 


"Well, let's get going, Terron," Zekra then said, her voice much lighter 
than before. "I think we could probably get some late lunch if we 
hurry to the cafeteria." 


Terron nodded in agreement before the two started to make their 
way toward the door. After Zekra had exited the room first, Terron 
started to exit as well. 


"Wait, Terron,"” Emdox then said. 


Terron stopped and looked back at the Xatu. He was still standing 
behind his counter like before, but there seemed to be something 
different about him. Something in his eyes was different. 


"Yeah, what Is it?" the Cubone asked. 


"You're not a Pokemon," Emdox said, his voice sounding very 
cautious for some reason. "You... You're a human." 


Terron froze up. He couldn't talk. 


However, upon hearing these words, he began to remember how he 
wanted to ask Emdox about his memories. Under normal 
circumstances, he would have asked Emdox to help with that. Yet 
right now, Emdox's strange tone was holding Terron back. 


Terron shouldn't have felt so paralyzed. He anticipated that Emdox 
would find out. That was different now that Emdox's attitude had 
suddenly changed. 


"You don't remember anything about yourself, do you?" Emdox then 
asked. 


Terron slowly shook his head. 
Emdox stared at Terron for a long time. He didn't blink at all. 


"... |can't help you with your amnesia, 'Terron'," Emdox said after a 
while. "I've dealt with someone with amnesia before... and I've found 
that when your mind doesn't want you to access your memories, it 
won't let outsiders access it either. | Knew you wanted my help 
yesterday, but | didn't think it was because you were a human with 


amnesia. All your thoughts said was that you wanted help 
remembering lost memories.” 


Emdox paused. Terron still said nothing. 


"So... human... my psychic abilities can't find your lost memories," 
Emdox said. "You will have to find those on your own." 


Terron cast his eyes downward. 


"You'd best go join your friend again," Emdox suggested. "She's 
probably wondering where you are." 


Terron nodded silently and headed for the door. 


Once he exited the room, he found Zekra standing there by the 
nearby staircase. Once she noticed Terron, she came rushing over 
to him. 


"Hey, where'd you go?" Zekra asked curiously. "| was heading for the 
cafeteria, but then | noticed you weren't with me anymore. 
Something happen?" 


Terron looked at Zekra. She seemed cheerful again, which was a 
welcome change from her previous attitude. 


He tried to make himself appear less down and confused. 


"Just talking to Emdox about my amnesia since he was a psychic," 
Terron answered. "He said he couldn't really help I'm afraid." 


"Aw, well that's too bad," Zekra said, frowning in disappointment. "I 
really thought a psychic could help.” 


"Yeah, but I'm not too upset about it," Terron then said, lying not just 
to her, but himself. "I'll get my memories back. You'll see. Just need 
to wait and see, | suppose." 


"If you say so," Zekra replied. "Well, you wanna get some food then? 
Shouldn't be too many Pokémon." 


"Yeah, | could use something to eat," Terron said. "So yeah, let's get 
something then." 


Zekra smiled before the two started heading downstairs. As they 
walked, Terron still felt bothered by the strange way Emdox was 
talking to him, but he tried to get it out of his thoughts. 


After the two had received their meals in the cafeteria, the two sat 
down at the nearest table. 


The two then engaged in friendly conversations, talking about 
random topics, which greatly helped Terron feel better as well. 


About half an hour had gone by when a familiar face came up to the 
still-eating duo and sat at their table. 


Terron and Zekra stopped eating their food instantly as soon as they 
saw the Pokémon. 


It was King. He didn't have any sort of meal on him, which was odd 
since that seemed to be the only reason why anyone would be in the 
cafeteria. 


"Hello there, children," King greeted, his voice sounding just as 
uncaring and near emotionless as it had when they first met him. 


"Ummm, hi, King," Zekra said. "What are you doing here?" 


"| came here to find you two since | heard about your most recent 
mission," King answered. 


"And?" Zekra asked. 


King eyed the two children, causing Terron to shrink a bit. The 
Cubone felt terrified of King since the very air around him was tense. 
Terron figured they were going to get yelled at thanks to the failure of 


their mission. The two children waited to see what was to become of 
them. Zekra stood there with a confused stare while Terron 
practically trembled in fear. 


"Stop your worrying," King said in a near demanding voice. "| came 
to tell you that I'm going to 'help' you two on your next mission." 


Terron and Zekra's jaws dropped. 
"What?!" Terron and Zekra both cried in disbelief. 


"Since Emdox is a complete chatterbox, he told me that you failed 
your mission," King explained. "No, correction, he told me about your 
entire experience with the mission. He told it in such detail, that | 
would have thought he was a part of the mission had | not known he 
does this with every story he tells. After listening to his take on your 
mission, however, | realized you two have many things to learn. 
Many things. " 


"Like what?" Zekra asked. "We were basically fine until that Scyther 
came!" 


"Attempting to explain what you should have done during your 
mission wouldn't do you any good," King replied. "The only way 
you're going to learn is if you learn while experiencing it." 


"SO you're going to come with us tomorrow?" Terron then asked. 
"Don't you have a job here?" 


"| have most of the day to myself on that day," King answered. 
"Sometimes, | get time off since the members of my team switch job 
positions to give the others breaks. So, | decided that I'd spend 
tomorrow with assisting our newest members.” 


"Thanks | suppose," Zekra said awkwardly. "But we don't really need 
you to come. | think we can figure out what to do on our own next 
time." 


"Sorry, but I've come to the conclusion that you do need someone to 
help you... children ." King interjected. 


zekra scowled. 


"No, no we don't!" Zekra insisted. "Team Vendetta can do things on 
their own! We don't need your help!" 


Zekra let out a growl of frustration as she slammed her paws onto 
the table. The table rattled loudly, causing the plates to move a few 
inches from the vibrations. King wasn't fazed by her small tantrum. 


"If Team Vendetta could do things on their own, they would have not 
failed their first mission," the Bisharp said coldly. 


Zekra flinched at the remark. When she recovered, her frown of 
contempt grew, but she didn't say anything. Terron knew that it was 
because she saw some truth in King's words. 


"You have the rest of the day to yourselves," King said as he got up. 
"Enjoy it while you can because tomorrow, your time is with me." 


King then went away and disappeared from their sight, leaving 
behind an unsure Cubone and an irritated Zorua at the table. 


Brutal Mentoring 


Chapter 9 


Brutal Mentoring 


"It's time, children." 


Terron opened his eyes just a peek. He was curled up on the floor of 
his bedroom. Resting nearby was a still slumbering Zekra. The room 
was dark, as dawn had not come yet. Seeing this, he closed his eyes 
and went back to sleep. 


"| saw you open your eyes. Get up!" 


Terron closed his eyes tighter to ignore the voice. He didn't want to 
wake up. He wanted a few more hours of sleep, especially since he 
had gone to bed rather late last night. 


" GET YOUR CARASSES OFF THE FLOOR AND WAKE UP 
BEFORE I SLICE YOUR LIMBS OFF!" 


Terron and Zekra woke up instantly in a fright, scrambling to get to 
their feet as they panicked at the violent yelling. They breathed 
rapidly as they tried to compose themselves. They no longer felt 
sleepy, as all of their nerves were rushing with fear. 


"Good, seems you two are finally awake," the voice said ina 
satisfied tone. 


The two brought their gaze to the doorway to find King was standing 
there with a lit candle in his hand and a large backpack strapped 
onto him where his razors wouldn't slice it open. He looked down 
upon them, the fiery glow radiating from the candle giving his face an 
ominous appearance. 


It was then that Terron realized exactly what today was and why King 
was with the two of them; today was the day he would be their guide 
for their mission. 


While Terron started to grow a bit anxious, Zekra scowled and stared 
at King with a dark expression. 


She was still mad about having to be tutored by the Bisharp. 


"Why are we up an hour before dawn?" Zekra asked. "No one's 
awake right now." 


"This is the time the rest of Team Valor wakes up for their day," King 
replied. "And because you are being trained temporarily by a 
member of that team, you're going to be woken up at that time. That 
brings me to your first lesson; always wake up earlier than the 
majority of everyone else. This way, you can get more done in the 
day and can avoid the mass amount of traffic running through the 
base. Now, follow me. Leave your bag here since you're not going to 
need it." 


The Bisharp lead the two down the stairs and to the tree that held 
the Bulletin Board with the various job postings. Terron did his best 
to keep his composure; on the inside, he didn't feel thrilled about the 
idea of having the Bisharp bossing them around all day. Hopefully, it 
wouldn't be as bad as he thought. 


Once the three got to the board, King stopped and looked upon the 
various missions they could choose from. Once he had done that, he 
glanced back at the two children with him and gestured to the board 
with his free hand. 


"Alright, how do you select the missions you want to do for the day?" 
King asked them. "What do you two do?" 


"Well last time, we just chose it by how close the place was," Terron 
answered. "And by how familiar the place was compared to another 
Mystery Dungeon we had been in." 


"Another mistake you've made, | see," King said nonchalantly. 
"Afraid that's not a very wise selection process. While choosing a 
location can be important, it's more of a preference than being of 
actual importance. The type of environment and its distance aren't 
very important for you. What should be the deciding factors in 
selecting your mission are the reward of the mission and the hazard 
level." 


"Hazard level?" Terron repeated. 


"Yes, it means exactly how challenging the mission is," King 
explained. "It factors in how deadly the feral creatures are, how 
many floors it may have if it's a Mystery Dungeon, and many more 
factors. Judging by how you two are, you children are probably 
suitable for level 'D' missions and below." 


"What does level D mean?" Terron asked curiously. 


“Amateur level," King answered curtly. "One rank higher than the 
ultimate amateur level known as 'E'." 


Terron frowned hard, but it was Zekra that showed the most spite in 
her snarl. Her eyes even seemed to glow a brighter blue while a pink 
light rippled through her fur. 


"Don't bother to defend your pride," the Bisharp remarked. "Even if 
you are more skilled than other children, you are still weak among 
the Fellowship members who have had training for years, some even 
decades. Compared to them, you two are amateurs. Do not deny it. | 
refuse to sugarcoat the truth about your skills." 


Zekra's illusion light only seemed to intensify, but she held herself 
back from saying anything. All that came out of her mouth were 
frustrated growls. 


"Moving onto the actual assignments," King then said, ignoring 
Zekra's rage. 


He resumed his focus to the board and made Terron and Zekra do 
the same. Despite the fact that there weren't any beams of sunlight 
to offer light, the candle in King's grasp offered enough light. It was 
the bare minimal amount to see the footprint runes etched along the 
various papers, but the writing could at least be seen. 


"What kind of assignments have you seen before and now?" King 
asked the two. 


"Rescue missions for Pokemon who got lost, getting items for 
Pokémon who lost things, and some escort missions." Terron 
answered. "That looked like all there was from what | remember." 


"Yes, and there are others as well that are just as simplistic in what 
to do," the Bisharp stated. "Like the one | have selected for you two 
last night." 


He put his candle in the other hand to show that he had a piece of 
paper folded neatly in his hand; he had held onto it while holding the 
candle. King carefully unfolded the paper before laying it out on the 
ground for the two to see. Terron looked over at Zekra, waiting to see 
what she would say about the assignment since he couldn't 
understand any of it. 


"Delivery assignment..." Zekra said lowly, though confusion was 
apparent in her voice. 


"Delivery?" Terron asked. "What are we delivering?" 


"As you personally know, the Fellowship needs to gather information 
about the Plagued Ones no matter where it may be or who gives it to 
us. Sometimes, no matter the cost as well." King explained. "There 
are some creatures who have knowledge of such that we need. 
Sometimes they simply come here after a request from us or they 
come to us naturally to share the information. However... there are 
some creatures who are willing to give us information, but they are 
criminals, like this one on the mission from what | can assume." 


"Wait, what?!" Terron cried. "Criminals?!" 


"Yes," King said with indifference. "And most of the time, we talk to 
these criminals after they have escaped from prison. We have to 
meet up with them at rendezvous points so they won't get caught by 
authorities, most commonly Mystery Dungeons. However, we also 
have to pay them to make them talk most of the time. Usually, their 
payment is something illegal-" 


"Wait, SO you're saying that we cooperate with Pokémon who have 
broken the law to get information..." Terron interrupted, trying to get 
all of this shocking news verified. "And not only do we not arrest 
them and let them go free, but we PAY them with something off the 
Black Market?! WHY?!" 


"Desperate times call for desperate measures," King answered 
firmly. "But, we only do so because we have an urgent mission to 
fulfill. We do the wrong thing for the right reasons." 


"But we're letting criminals free, and paying them with illegal stuff!" 
Terron exclaimed. "You expect me to learn to accept that?!" 


"Yes, | do," King answered with a frown. "Otherwise you'll never fit 
into the Fellowship. So deal with it." 


Terron started mumbling to himself, fuming with disgust at the 
revelation. Zekra didn't seem to care about the revelation, probably 
because she was more occupied with other thoughts. 


King took the mission assignment from off the floor and held it up in 
front of himself. 


"This mission takes place in a Mystery Dungeon known as the Jolton 
Cave," King said. "It says ‘Deliver requested Thunderstone to a 
Raichu and his unnamed friend on floor B11 of the Jolton Cave 
Mystery Dungeon in exchange for information regarding the Plagued 
Ones. Ask any member of Team Valor for the item. Do not display 
item in public. Hazard Level: D'. Yes, just as | thought, he's a 


criminal since he's in a Mystery Dungeon. And he wants something 
off the Black Market to add. Now, according to the research I've done 
on this place, there are a wide variety of rock, steel, and electric 
creatures and a few of the ground typing as well. That's your next 
lesson; always research the place you're going to visit. It'll save you 
from fear and anxiety since you'll know what to expect. Unless of 
course you're going on a mission where you have to go explore an 
uncharted location. In that case, simply use logic." 


Terron and Zekra silently nodded, too caught up in their own 
emotions to actually answer. 


"Good. Now, even though I've already packed our supplies for the 
trip as well as the item request, I'm going to show you where to get 
those supplies." King said. "Even if you don't have any supplies yet. 
However, we'll get breakfast first since it's always a good idea to 
start your day with a healthy meal. We'll also get you a weapon, 
Cubone child. You're basically defenseless without that at this point." 


Terron didn't know how to respond to that. Instead, he and Zekra 
silently followed King to the mess hall. 


After half an hour of eating, the three finished their meals and 
headed into another area of town. During that time, Zekra and Terron 
had managed to cool down enough so that they were speaking 
again. They weren't exactly happy to be with King, but they had 
managed to develop a type of tolerance. After all, if they were going 
to spend most of the day with him, they had to learn how to put up 
with the Bisharp's attitude. 


"So, why are Thunderstones on the Black Market?" Zekra asked. 
"Are they illegal or something?" 


"Not exactly," King answered. "The Thunderstones, as well as the 
other evolutionary stones such as the Fire and Dusk stones, are 
running scarce. Evolution such as what we can accomplish when we 
reach certain requirements, still happen, whatever those 


requirements may be. However, those that require the stones to give 
them the power necessary to evolve aren't so lucky. | can only 
imagine that nature simply hasn't been able to forge enough to keep 
up with creatures' demands, but nonetheless, there aren't enough for 
everyone. Due to that, they're not allowed to be sold legally because 
of the stealing of such stones are all too frequent. So, the stones go 
to the Black Market since there are no rules against such. They're 
also sold there because if you try to steal one from the Black Market, 
you will be brutally beaten or killed rather than get arrested in a legal 
market. There are no rules against doing that to shoplifters in the 
world of the underground market." 


"But how do you guys afford to get them?" Zekra wondered. "Surely 
you Pokémon aren't that rich. Do you get them from somewhere else 
too?" 


"Oh yes we do,” King answered in a dark tone. "We get them in 
places and ways besides the market that | won't explain to you. 
Though, | have no doubts that you'll be discovering that for yourself." 


"Ummm, okay," Zekra said unsurely. 


The three made their way into the section of town that was known for 
having more shops than anywhere else. Dawn had just come upon 
them and allowed the group to see more clearly. There were a few 
Pokémon walking around to perhaps take care of errands, but most 
of the shops weren't open. The once lit torches hung on the sides of 
the buildings were now dying with only a few embers burning and a 
thin stream of smoke exiting the burnt wood. It was apparent that not 
too many more Pokémon were going to wake up anytime soon 
despite the signs of morning. 


The group eventually made their way over to one shop that 
appeared to be open. However, it was hard to say since the shop 
didn't exactly have much of an appearance. There was simply a 
counter with a sign on it and then behind that counter, a giant hole 
that lead deep underground. Even with the sun out, Terron couldn't 


see past the darkness of the hole. He couldn't tell how deep it was or 
what was in there. 


"Why'd you bring us to a giant hole in the ground?" Terron asked. 


"To show you where to go when you actually get funds and where to 
store them," King answered. "This is the bank." 


"This is a bank?!" Terron cried. "How?" 
"Why hello there!" a friendly voice greeted. 


A Sandslash popped out of the hole Terron had been staring at. He 
immediately jumped back in surprise and toppled over, causing the 
Sandslash to laugh as it came up to the counter to speak with the 
three. 


"Sorry about that," the Sandslash said as he tried to compose 
himself. "It's just so funny watching Pokémon coming here for the 
first time and seeing their faces when | appear." 


"Yeah..." Terron muttered as he got to his feet. 


"This is Roark," King explained. "He runs the bank here. He and 

many more Sandslash have an underground network where they 
store your funds for you and thanks to the network, you can also 
withdraw or deposit your Poké at any city in Shiron. They always 
know which amount of Poké is yours somehow." 


"Well not every city," Roark corrected. "There's some we don't cover. 
And then of course there are the islands surrounding Shiron that we 
can't get to since it's in the ocean. Can't make tunnels through water! 
But who do you have with you today, King? Never seen their faces 
before." 


"These children are new recruits to the Fellowship," King replied. "| 
decided to show them the necessary preparations needed for the 
days as well as how to survive in the dungeons." 


"Oh, helping out the children are you? That's a new thing for you," 
Roark said with a smile. "You never seemed to care when the other 
recruits who were much older than these two would have difficulty." 


"It's to make sure these two don't screw up again," King insisted with 
a scoff. "It's the very basics I'm teaching. I'm not going to teach them 
how to take out Dialga or anything like that. I'm turning these two into 
decent Fellowship members... even if they'll have the bare minimal 

standards for decent members when I'm done with them for the day." 


"Whatever you say, King," the Sandslash said with a shrug. "So I'm 
guessing you want me to open up an account for them?" 


"They don't have funds yet," King explained as he glanced down at 

the two for a second. "I'm simply showing them the place. However, 
later today an account will have to be opened. After today's mission, 
that is." 


"Oh, | see," Roark said with a nod. "Alright. I'll be waiting for you 
three then! And what might your names be, children?" 


"I'm Zekra," Zekra introduced with a small smile. 

"And I'm Terron,” Terron added. "Nice to meet you, Roark." 

"Nice to meet you as well," the Sandslash beamed before looking at 
Terron curiously. "And what kind of Pokémon are you, if you don't 
mind me asking?" 

Terron let out a quiet sigh. 

“Cubone," he replied. 

"Hmmm | see,” Roark said with a nod. "Okay then. Just curious. | 
look forward to seeing you two again later today though. Have fun on 


your mission!" 


Roark then crawled back into his hole and disappeared out of sight. 


"Alright, two more places left to show you," King said to the children. 
"This way." 


The three walked down the street for a few more minutes in silence 
until they eventually came to a stop in front of another store. Unlike 
the bank though, this one was stood out much more by having the 
shape and appearance of an Ampharos head. Where the mouth 
should have been on the head, there was an entrance. However, the 
doors were shut tight and a sign on the front showed that the 
business was closed. 


"This is the Storage Center," King explained. "Here you can store 
your possessions and they'll make sure that it's kept safe. You can 
also withdraw any items that are yours. As you can see though, it's 
closed. This place won't open until mid-morning. That is why | 
recommend that on the day before your mission, you come here and 
gather your supplies while this place isn't crowded. The same goes 
for what time you should select your mission assignment, as well as 
the last place I'd like the show you." 


King began walking without telling the two, causing Terron and Zekra 
to quickly follow after the Bisharp. They all went further into town 
until they came to another section of town quite a ways from the 
Storage and Bank. Here, Terron and Zekra saw that this area was 
dedicated to many different kinds of shops. There were buildings 
modeled after Pokémon as usual, and then there were small booths 
that sold many mysterious items. Just like with the Storage Center 
though, nobody was open. All of the stands and buildings were 
vacant of their workers. 


"This is the market place," King stated. "Surrounding you are many 
merchants who all sell different goods. Depending on what you want, 
you'll have to decide which you'll buy from. However, | recommend 
the Kecleon Market for most of your purchases since they're 
purposely set up to sell items for dungeon crawling. Of course, still 
look at the others. They might have something you may find useful. 
Like for you Cubone child, a skull helmet." 


"They sell those here?" Terron asked in surprise. 


"Perhaps," the Bisharp said. "But either way, | recommend you get 
one of those soon. Cubone and Marowak prize their helmets 
because it gives them a strong, offensive edge in battle as well as 
defensive. I've seen a Marowak once smash its head into solid 
diamond and shatter the jewel into pieces, yet the Marowak wasn't 
fazed at all. I've also heard that the helmets serve as efficient 
lightning rods and can protect others from the crippling power of 
electricity. The helmets of your kind are valuable tools in battle. Do 
not hesitate to get one as soon as possible." 


Terron nodded slowly. Secretly, he had wanted a helmet ever since 
he came to Aurora Town. Pokémon were always staring at him oddly 
because they didn't recognize exactly what he was. It was a pain 
having to deal with that. Having this helmet would change that 
problem and not only that, but it would make him stronger. Terron 
could see himself ramming his head into a giant stone and 
obliterating it without a single scratch on him. 


A wave of excitement overcame him, though he wasn't sure whether 
it was coming from him or the inner Cubone within him. 


"I'll Keep my eyes out," Terron assured. "Hopefully it's affordable." 


"Good," King said in a pleased tone. "Now, I've finished showing you 
all of the places you need to visit before going on a mission. Now 
what time should you be visiting these places again?" 


"The day before we go on the actual mission," Zekra answered. 
"What time do these places close though?" 


"Typically three hours after sunset," the Bisharp replied. "However, 
most of your missions shouldn't last until that time if you leave now 
each day. You should have your mission over by the afternoon." 


"Alright, got it," Zekra said. 


"I've finished showing your preparations. It's time to go on the 
mission." King declared before pulling out a map from his backpack. 
"Jolton Cave is our destination. Point it out for me on this map." 


He lowered the map to the ground and watched as Zekra began 
browsing through all of the writing as she put her paw on Aurora 
Town. After a minute of searching, Zekra put her paw over a small 
cave illustration. Terron noticed that this location was actually quite 
far from Aurora Town when compared to Overgrowth Jungle. It was 
north of Aurora Town. 


"Here it is," Zekra replied. "It's... kinda far away though." 


"No, far away is going to the East coast of Shiron when we reside in 
the West coast segment of the land," King argued. "Though, the East 
coast is being taken care of by the Oracion Village Fellowship while 
we only manage the West coast area anyway. So we don't have to 
worry about that. Anyway, getting to this dungeon will hardly take 
any time at all." 


"But if we have to walk, it'll take days!" Zekra complained. 


"I'll have you know that there actually is another way to get to your 
missions." the Bisharp stated with a scoff. "I can't believe you don't 
actually know about it. Everybody in the Fellowship knows. 
Everybody in every Fellowship knows." 


Zekra's tolerance gave way to her exasperation. Her eyes glared in 
complete frustration. 


"We've barely been in the Fellowship for a few days!" Zekra cried. 
"How could we ever know that there was another way to get to 
Mystery Dungeons?! And you haven't even told us what it is!" 
The Bisharp let out a sigh. 


"| suppose I'll let you get away with an excuse like that," King said. 


King's reaction caught Zekra off guard. She immediately calmed 
down and looked at King in confusion. 


"Your lack of knowledge on this particular circumstance is justified," 
King continued. "Allow me to show you the true way to get to your 
mission destinations." 


King led the two out of the market place. As more Pokémon began to 
roam about the streets, the group went to toward the outskirts of 
town. Eventually, they stopped in front of a strange building. It had 
the structure of a Drifblim and it towered high above the three. As 
Terron looked up at the top, he noticed strange Pokémon drifting out 
of the building. He couldn't tell what the Pokémon were since they 
were so high in the air, but they seemed to be balloon-like. 


The Fellowship members went inside the building to find that this 
place was filled with several strange Pokémon. Dozens of the 
strange, balloon-like Pokémon floated in the air around in the 
massive room, some talking to one another while others were having 
meals. A few even flew up toward the roof and disappeared from 
view. It was then that Terron realized this building didn't have a 
ceiling, which is how the Pokémon were easily able to depart from 
here. The morning light shined through the nonexistent roof and into 
the room. 


"Oh, those who wish for our service are here!" 


It was then that one of the large balloon Pokémon made its way to 
the trio. It stopped in front of them and seemed to smile despite not 
having much of a mouth. 


"Children, this is the Drifblim Transportation," King said. "These 
Pokémon are known as Drifblim, though a few Drifloon also reside 
here. They offer air travel to the town for a price, but Fellowship 
members are given free offers. They are what allow us to get to our 
destinations so quickly." 


"Wait, we're going to fly to Jolton Cave?!" Zekra said eagerly. "How 
do you do that? | mean, we're not too heavy are we?" 


"No, you're plenty light," the Drifblim before her assured. "We 
Drifblim are known for being able to carry heavy weights across the 
land. However, sometimes we have to have more than one Drifblim 
to do so or some Drifloon. But no, you are quite alright. You'll be 
easy to transport." 


"Alright, cool!" Zekra said ecstatically. "I've never really been able to 
enjoy flying before! This'll be fun!" 


"We'd like you and your other fellow Drifblim to take us to Jolton 
Cave," King explained to the Drifblim as he took out the map. "It's 
right here." 


"Hmmm, alright, I'm sure we can manage that," the Drifblim said with 
a nod. "Alright, come with me. We'll send you off right now. That way, 
you can get there within a couple of hours or less." 


Zekra excitedly followed after the Drifblim as the thought of flying 
made her ecstatic, but Terron didn't feel the same. He could 
remember how when he was human, there were airplanes for air 
travel. He had never been scared of flying in airplanes, but flying with 
these Drifblim seemed very different. He couldn't help but wonder 
how they were supposed to carry him. Yes, they were quite a bit 
bigger than him, but that didn't explain much. More importantly 
though, he worried they might drop him by accident. 


He didn't want to think what would happen if that were to occur. 
"Come on, Terron!" Zekra called. 
Terron quickly got out of his thoughts before discarding them. He'd 


have to just see what was going to happen with these Drifblim. There 
was no point hesitating. He had a mission to do today. 


The Cubone went over to join the rest of his teammates by a small 
sign that resembled a Drifloon head, only lacking the face. The three 
stood there and waited until the Drifblim they spoke with earlier came 
back with two other Drifblim minutes later. 


"May we see your Fellowship brands?" the original Drifblim asked. 


Nodding, Terron and Zekra held out their paws to show the marks 
engraved in their flesh. King held out his hand as well, though unlike 
the children's markings, his had a special symbol within the normal 
marking that Terron remembered seeing only on Len and Eclair. He 
assumed that this marking was to show that they were the leaders of 
their particular Fellowship organization. 


The Drifblim seemed satisfied with the verification. 


"Thank you. Now, we'll send you off," the ghost Pokémon said. 
"Don't be frightened when we carry you. It's not exactly pleasant for 
us or you. But otherwise, have fun!" 


The two Drifblim behind the one speaking to the Fellowship 
members made their way up to the children. Terron watched as one 
of them came to him and looked upon him for a brief moment. It took 
its two front, streamer-like hands before holding them together so 
that its interlocked hands and arms managed to resemble a swing. 
Terron stared at the newly formed seat curiously, starting to see how 
he was going to be flying. 


"Don't worry. You won't fly off," the Drifblim assured. "We fly very 
gently. The wind won't push you off. Sit in my arms." 


Cautiously, Terron did so and sat down on the intertwined hands. 
Despite the Drifblim being a ghost Pokémon, the arms were quite 
solid and Terron found he didn't phase through. He glanced over to 
find Zekra was also resting in the hands of a Drifblim, though laying 
on her stomach since she found that more comfortable. Much unlike 
Terron, she seemed quite excited and couldn't wait to get up in the 
air. The Cubone then looked up at his Drifblim with an anxious 


expression. He dreaded when he could no longer feel the ground 
with his feet. 


Suddenly, Terron felt air beneath his feet. 


He looked down to find that he was slowly being lifted into the air by 
the Drifblim and was starting to exit the building. Startled, Terron 
quickly grabbed the sides of the Drifblim's arms with his hands and 
watched as his altitude increased. Aurora Town grew smaller, though 
much more slowly than Terron would have thought. 


The many buildings were visible and clearly distinct for several 
minutes as he went higher into the sky. There was no weight holding 
him down as he was carried. 


Despite the slow ascent, Terron still felt uneasy. He still feared that 
he would slip out of the Drifblim's thin arms and fall to his death. 


Being off the ground felt very unnatural. 


Terron shifted around uncomfortably in his seat as he tightened his 
grip around the Drifblim arms. 


"Don't worry, little Cubone," the Drifblim spoke gently. "| understand 
that since you're so used to the ground, you grow uneasy when you 
leave it. But it's only temporary. You're safe in the sky here. Just look 
at your friend." 


Terron looked over to his side to find Zekra being carried around as 
well and looking around at everything in sight with wide, bright eyes. 


She seemed so happy and excited, the exact opposite of how Terron 
felt. 


"See? She's enjoying herself," the Drifblim said. "So try to relax. | 
won't let you fall. We won't be traveling very fast either, so you won't 
feel like you're being pushed off." 


Terron took a deep breath as he saw the town start to leave their 
view. 


"I'll try," he said unsurely. 


Terron eased up and sat more comfortably as he watched the town 
slowly fade away into a blurry image of various colors. 


Calm slowly came over Terron, releasing him from his worries. 


Once the town disappeared, he looked forward and watched the 
landscape of Shiron pass by him. 


To anyone, these views would have been breathtaking. 


But to Terron, all he could think about was what the ground was like 
in those landscapes. 


An hour and a half later, Terron noticed that the Drifblim he was 
riding with was beginning to descend. Curiously as to why, he gazed 
downward into the land below. He could see the vague shape of 
what looked like a large stone or perhaps a small hill. However, as 
he grew closer to the ground, Terron could see that this land 
formation had a large, gaping crater in it. He couldn't see what was 
within the crater due to the intense darkness within, but Terron was 
quickly able to figure out exactly what he was looking at. 


Jolton Cave. 
Terron felt a rush of excitement overcome him. 


The Drifblim slowly brought Terron toward the Mystery Dungeon until 
they managed to reach the ground five minutes later. Once the land 
was easily accessible, Terron immediately jumped out of the 
Drifblim's hands and started feeling the ground. 


It felt so wonderful being able to touch the ground again. 


He never thought land could give him such a happy feeling. 


Terron was about to roll around in the dirt from such glee, but he 
then remembered someone was with him. 


He turned around to face the ghost Pokémon. 


“Thanks for bringing us," he said. "You saved us a lot of time and 
walking. The view was nice too." 


"You're welcome," the Drifblim beamed. "See, flying wasn't so bad." 
"| Suppose," Terron shrugged. "I didn't feel scared at least..." 


"Good, good," the Drifblim said happily. "Now, we'll be waiting for you 
on the other side of the Mystery Dungeon. That way, we can take 
you back to Aurora Town just as quickly." 


The Drifblim drifted away into the wind and slowly disappeared out of 
sight. Terron saw Zekra getting dropped off by her own Drifblim 
before it too floated away. Zekra waved goodbye to the Pokemon 
before coming over to Terron. A large smile was apparent on her 
face. 


"That was pretty fun!" Zekra said happily. "| can't wait to do that 
every day! | never knew how peaceful it was to fly!" 


"It was Okay," Terron said casually. "It wasn't scary, but | still prefer 
the ground when it comes to travel. But | guess I'll have to manage if 
we want to save time." 

"SO, you were scared!" Zekra proclaimed. 

"No!" Terron cried. "I just really wanted to be on the ground again! | 
mean, the flying was fun, but it was like | craved to be on the ground 
again or something... like | needed it." 


"So you're scared of heights?" Zekra asked. 


"No! It feels like how you might need candy!" Terron tried to explain. 
"Like | don't need it, but it bugs me like it is a necessity and... just 
forget it actually." 


He shook his head before he looked out toward the cave. The cave 
made of gray stone that strangely had small shards of blue crystal 
embedded into its surface. Though the crystals were small, Terron 
could see them occasionally letting out sparks as though they were 
electrically charged. However, he had no idea why that would be so. 
Nothing seemed to have electricity around the vicinity. 


It was then that Terron noticed a third figure descending to where he 
was. It was King being carried by his arms since he was too tall to be 
carried in the same fashion as Terron and Zekra. Also, unlike the two 
children, King was being carried by two Drifblim, each one holding 
his arms as they drifted. 


The duo gently set King to the ground and released their grip on him. 
They flew away without another word and went to go join the other 
Drifblim. King watched the ghost Pokemon fly away for a minute 
before bringing his attention to Terron and Zekra. 


"We managed to come here at mid-morning when everyone else will 
be getting prepared for their day." King stated. "You can see the 
advantage you have now. You'll be done with your day much sooner 
than everyone else." 


"Are we allowed to do whatever we want after we do a mission?" 
zZekra asked. 


"Most of the time, yes," King replied. "That time is yours to spend on 
whatever you want. However, you have to gain that time in order to 
use it." 


The Bisharp glanced over in the direction of the cave. He started to 
walk toward it and Terron and Zekra were quick to follow behind him. 
The three continued to walk until they stopped right in front of the 
entrance. Nothing was visible except for an endless amount of 


darkness that seemed to make up the entire interior of the cave. 
Seeing this made Terron's heart fill with fear. 


How would they know where to go if the entire cave was black? 


"We're about to enter the Mystery Dungeon, children," King said 
gravely. "Are you prepared to face whatever lies within the dark 
depths of this warped and corrupted cave?" 


"Yeah," Zekra said with a nod. 
"Me too," Terron chimed in even though he wasn't feeling very brave. 
"Good. Always be prepared," King stated. 


The three went forward, not turning back, as they disappeared into 
the bowels of the Mystery Dungeon. 


Jolton Cave B1 


Terron couldn't see anything around him. Everything was black. He 
could hear the sounds of his comrades' footsteps walking besides 
him as well as the echoes, but he still couldn't tell where he was. 
Terron knew he was somewhere inside of the cave, probably close to 
the entrance, but knowing that didn't help. He tried to feel for the 
walls, but his hands couldn't find any. 


"How are we supposed to get through here if we can't see?" Terron 
asked. 


"That's your first lesson about cave or even mountain exploration," 
King's voice said calmly. "You'll need something to light up the 
darkness or you'll never find your way out. Sometimes, you'll have a 
fire Pokémon with you and they may serve as your light. However, 
when you don't, you'll need an artificial source of illumination..." 


There were sounds of Someone going through the backpack. After 
moments had passed, the shuffling stopped and something could be 
heard clanging against the other items in the bag. 


A quick flash of light went off, and for just a second, Terron could see 
everyone around him and the cave that he stood in. The black faded 
back in once that second had passed and the darkness surrounded 
Terron once again. 


"Worthless Light ball," King's voice muttered. "Always takes these 
things a moment to function properly." 


Once again, a bright light filled the corridor the team was in. This 
time though, the light didn't die. It stayed without a flicker of 
weakness, though the lighting was quite dim and barely made 
visibility better. However, all of the rooms were at the very least 
seeable and because of that, Terron could see what the interior of 
the cave looked like. The stones that made up the walls were a cold 
gray and the floor the same as so. A few blue crystals similar to the 
ones outside protruded out of the walls, though these ones didn't 
seem to be generating electricity. The corridor he stood in went down 
a long ways, and leading to several rooms from how it looked from 
where he was. It was quite different than the forests and jungles. 


Terron looked toward King and Zekra to find exactly what was 
generating the light. In King's hands was a sphere of golden yellow. 
It appeared to be made of glass, but it somehow seemed much 
sturdier. Within the sphere was an eternal stream of electricity, 
dancing around within its small prison without ever breaking the 
sphere. Crackling noises filled the air as the bolt hit the interior of the 
orb. 


Terron's eyes grew in fascination. 
"What's that?" he asked in awe. 


"This is a Light ball," King answered matter-of-factly. "They are items 
typically used by Pikachu to become stronger. It doesn't work for 


other creatures strangely enough nor does anyone know why they 
only work for Pikachu, but they do have one use that many dungeon 
explorers find quite useful; their light. When you activate a Light ball, 
it gives off a light that with a wide radius. The light is dim of course 
as you Can see, but it's still sufficient enough. They are incredibly 
sturdy and won't shatter easily. Their light will never die until you 
command it to deactivate and it can be used countless times 
afterwards." 


"I'll have to get one of those sometime," Terron said, though mostly 
to himself. 


"Now the issues of light have been resolved and discussed," King 
stated. "Time to navigate through this dungeon." 


King went forward, causing Terron and Zekra to follow after him. 
They passed by several rooms and, through the lighting, they could 
see wild Pokémon sleeping within. Zubat hung from the ceiling with 
their wings wrapped around their bodies, tiny Aron slept in groups, 
and even a single Onix could be seen. It was a wonder why these 
Pokémon never woke up, but perhaps it was due to the dim lighting 
that didn't seem so bothersome. 


"Do you know why Mystery Dungeons exist?" King asked the 
children. 


"Ummm, no." Zekra replied. "| Know that they're just regular places 
taken over by some sort of curse or something like that. That's all | 
know though. Why? Is there a reason why?" 


"No one knows," King answered. "However, | speculate that it's due 
to some anomaly. They've only appeared within the past fifty years... 
when the Plagued Ones began to appear." 


"You think that the Plagued Ones are causing the Mystery 
Dungeons?" Zekra asked curiously. 


"No, | don't think those creatures themselves are purposefully 
causing the anomaly," King replied. "However, | believe their 
presence in the region may have something to do with it. They're not 
ordinary creatures. There's something wrong with them... and we 
still don't know what they are exactly. We don't even know if they're 
really Pokémon. They could simply be another kind of creature that 
take on the forms of Pokémon for whatever reason. Yet, their 
existence may mesh with environments and warp them into places 
like this before long. Perhaps... they truly are a disease as we 
named them after." 


Before Zekra could respond, the ground beneath them began to 
rumble. The three stopped in their places as the rumbling grew more 
violent and loud. 


"It seems a feral doesn't like us being here," King said. "Prepare 
yourselves." 


Zekra crouched down as if ready to pounce while Terron simply held 
back his weapon and prepared to throw it. He peered into the 
distance to see if he could spot his enemy. At first, he couldn't see 
what was attacking him. The shaking ground grew more intense as if 
to warn that the enemy was nearby, but Terron couldn't see them. 


However, it was then that he caught sight of something moving 
toward him. The ground was literally being upheaved as if something 
was right below the surface and tunneling toward him rapidly. He 
readied his club and prepared to strike the enemy as soon as it 
showed its face. 


The rocks suddenly stopped being lifted. The rumbling continued, 
but Terron couldn't tell where the feral had gone. It had simply 
vanished. 


The ground directly behind Zekra suddenly caved in as a rodent-like 
creature sprung out of the newly created hole. Its body spun rapidly 
as it rammed into the Zorua and knocked her to the ground. Terron 
quickly brought his attention to the attacker only to find it bury back 


into the floor with ease despite the how thick the ground was. Zekra 
got to her feet, but she seemed to be listening to the ground as the 
rumbling continued. 


Terron heard the ground give away not even a second later and 
quickly turned around to counter the attack in case it would attack 
him. Sure enough, the feral jumped at him from behind with its claws 
stretched out to slash him. Terron took his weapon and smashed it 
into the rodent's side. Though he had managed to slam the 
Pokémon against the wall, the rodent's attack had still connected 
with his arm and left three deep streaks. 


He clutched his arm to stop the bleeding, but didn't let himself get 
distracted. Even if he couldn't move his arm without being in pain, he 
couldn't let the feral have another opportunity to make his other arm 
useless. Terron looked at the feral to find it was already beginning to 
recover and launch another attack. 


Before it could though, Zekra was already charging at it. Her body 
became enveloped in bright pink until it faded away to show that she 
had changed form. She was now a mirror image of the enemy, 
except for the tail. She swiped her new-formed claws at the feral, but 
it was quick to once again retreat underground. Zekra didn't let that 
stop her though and immediately dived into the hole the wild one had 
just created. 


Terron was about to go in after her, but King stopped him. The 
Bisharp shook his head. 


"Though you may be a creature of the ground like that Sandshrew, 
you don't know how to navigate the underground properly yet," King 
stated. "You'll cause more harm to yourself. Stay on the surface." 


"Well Zekra isn't any better!" Terron cried. 


"She'll be fine," King stated. "Creatures of the dark are masters of 
the darkness itself. She'll live. She is a Sandshrew now, so she will 
adapt." 


Upon saying that, a Sandshrew burst out of the ground before 
smacking into the ground. Terron glanced at its tail to see if it was 
the feral or Zekra. 


Before he could, the pink light overcame the Sandshrew and turned 
Zekra back into a Zorua. Seeing this answered Terron's question 
however, and he quickly prepared for the other Sandshrew to come 
out so he could deliver a blow. He tensely waited for the feral to 
surface and attack any one of the three. 


The ground thundered before the Sandshrew flew out of the floor 
from behind King, its body curled up and swiftly rolling toward the 
Bisharp. Terron was about to cry out in warning, but King had 
already reacted before the Cubone could do so. A sharp blade 
instantly shot out of King's arm before he brought it up against the 
Sandshrew. Sparks flew as armored hide and steel clashed and for 
just a moment, the two forces entered a stalemate. 


King added more force to his arm and swung it, causing the spinning 
feral to go flying backwards into a wall. It became indented within the 
rocky surface and struggled to become free. However, the stones 
within the wall held firm. 


King rushed toward the feral and in a quick instant, he was right in 
front of the foe. His bladed arm sliced toward the Sandshrew's soft 
and exposed underbelly. 


“ AAAHHHHHHH!" 
*SLASH!* 


Blood sprayed everywhere as the Sandshrew's body was cut in two. 
The split corpse of the feral fell to the ground as the blood gathered 
around it, making a small pool of red around King's feet. King stared 
down at the blood slowly growing around his feet and the corpse of 
his former enemy. His eyes reflected an eerie calm despite how 
gruesome the scene was. 


King retracted his blade back into his arm before making his way 
back to the children. His entire front was dotted with blood. Terron's 
eyes were wide with horror and he began to feel incredibly sick. He 
had seen Zekra perform brutal actions before, but this was somehow 
much more gruesome. Terron was starting to cringe when the 
Bisharp stopped and stood in front of him. 


He couldn't hold back the overwhelming feeling of nausea and terror. 


"You don't have a very strong stomach, do you, Cubone child?" King 
asked despite being able to read Terron's expression. 


"You just cut a Pokémon in half!" Terron cried. " You s/aughtered it! | 
thought we only had to knock out Pokémon!" 


"Feral ones don't have to be killed," King stated. "However, 
sometimes you'll find that you're too powerful for the Pokémon living 
in the dungeons you'll explore and end up killing them. Then, of 
course, there's the fact that having blades as weapons can cause 
deaths rather easily." 


"You don't have to be so brutal, though!" Terron shouted ina 
sickened way. "I can see that Sandshrew's organs thanks to you!" 


"It's not that bad, Terron," Zekra then said. 

Terron looked behind him to find Zekra making her way over to him 
and King. She seemed to have a few marks on her from rubbing up 
against sharp rocks, but otherwise she seemed uninjured. She 
looked at the mangled corpse of the Sandshrew with a somewhat 
odd stare, as if she found the sight strange rather than disgusting. 
"Are you serious?! What's wrong with you!?" Terron cried at Zekra. 
"Hey! Not my fault you can't handle a little gore!" Zekra retorted. 


"That's not a little gore! It's making a puddle under its body! A 
puddle! " Terron replied in disbelief. 


"So? It could be worse!" Zekra insisted. "It could have all of its bones 
sticking out! Or-" 


"Both you, silence!" King shouted in a demanding voice. 


The two children instantly grew quiet as they looked toward the 
Bisharp. The intimidating stare he gave Terron and Zekra made them 
forget that they had been shouting at one another. They were 
paralyzed in anxiety now. 


"| don't have time to be breaking up petty little arguments," King said 
in agitation. "If you want to do that, do it once we finish the mission. 
Otherwise, get along or else I'll make you! Understand?" 


Slowly, Terron and Zekra nodded their heads in understanding. 


"Good," King said with a hiss in his voice. "Now eat this, Cubone 
child. You will heal faster and your arm will recover in very little time." 


King then tossed an Oran berry at Terron. The Cubone caught it with 
his uninjured arm. He stuffed the whole fruit in his mouth and 
chewed it. As he swallowed it, Terron could already feel his arm 
starting to patch itself up. 


"Now, let's go. We need to find the stairs to the next floor," King then 
said. 


King went forward down the tunnel, and after a moment of recovery, 
so did Terron and Zekra. The three of them walked for some time 
without running into any resistance when they entered a room. The 
room was rather large and devoid of Pokémon for the most part, but 
there was something interesting in this room. In the middle of the 
room was what appeared to be a giant hole in the floor. The group 
made their way to the strange sight before stopping in front of it. 


There was actually a white staircase that descended into the hole, 
but Terron couldn't tell how far the staircase went down. 


"Whenever you explore a Mystery Dungeon, your goal is to get to 
the next floor or area," King explained. "It's the only way to escape 
these places. It's different for every kind of environment a Mystery 
Dungeon corrupts, but for most, it's a staircase. For caves, you'll 
have to go into the depths of the dungeon while in other 
environments that may resemble a tower, you'll have to go up a 
staircase. Every environment is different. Be sure to know how you 
can get out." 


Without another word, King began to descend down the steps and 
into the darkness. Terron and Zekra followed. 


Necessary Lessons 


Chapter 10 


Necessary Lessons 


Jolton Cave B2 


The three wandered the second floor, Keeping their eyes peeled for 
the stairs and any feral Pokemon who might want to attack the 


group. 


Terron's arm was almost completely healed now. In fact, it looked as 
though it hadn't been injured at all. The only sign that Terron had 
been slashed by a feral were the scars that were taking a while to 
mend. However, this wasn't a concern. His arm was functional now. 


As the three walked, Terron could feel the hunger coming to his 
stomach. It was light hunger, but Terron still felt the need to eat 
something. 


"King, did you pack any food?" he asked as he held his stomach. 


"So, you're hungry already," King said as a statement. "Surprised 
you didn't last longer." 


"Well I'm not starving," Terron replied. "But, | could use some food. 
I'm just a little hungry." 


"Well then, you should probably wait a bit longer," King said. "You 
shouldn't eat anything unless you have to. Food is one of the most 
important items to take with you on missions. Mystery Dungeons 
allow you the temporary ability to heal faster as well as feel less tired 
when traveling. Of course, this is at the price of growing hungrier 
faster because your energy is sapped away more quickly. So, even 
though you feel hungry, wait until it's absolutely necessary. Your food 


supply can be very scarce, and if you eat whenever you feel lightly 
hungry, you'll finish the whole supply very quickly. Learn to tolerate 
your stomach." 


"So what, | start eating just when | start to feel light headed?" Terron 
asked incredulously. 


"Yes, that sounds like a sufficient guideline," King replied matter-of- 
factly. "Work with that." 


Terron frowned, though he didn't say anything. Instead, he tried to 
keep his mind off the thoughts of food and focused on finding the 
stairs. 


Jolton Cave B4 


Terron was now holding the glowing sphere in his hands since King 
wanted him to practice holding it. The Bisharp had said that since he 
was the one with actual hands in Team Vendetta, he would be 
tasked with the job of carrying the light. He would have to learn to be 
able to hold onto the ball while venturing through dungeons and 
during battle. 


While Terron complained that Zekra could easily take on the form of 
a Pokemon with hands, King still insisted Terron be the light holder. 
His excuse was that Zekra wouldn't be able to stay in her changed 
form for the entire dungeon. 


"Besides, you're the leader of Team Vendetta," King added. "The 
leader should have the light so he can see what's ahead of him and 
lead his teammates. And also, to warn of any dangers coming your 
way. The leader will be the first one to see it." 


"Suppose you have a point," Terron said carelessly. 


"Also, | have another thing | want to talk you about since we're on 
the topic of leaders and teammates," King said. 


"And what would that be?" Terron asked curiously. 


"Never go in a Mystery Dungeon alone, no matter how experienced 
you may be," King said gravely. "If you go in by yourself and you are 
for whatever reason defeated, whether it be from hunger, fainting for 
some other reason, or from a feral slaying you, then you will become 
trapped in the dungeon. You won't be able to escape unless 
someone finds you and brings you out. The dungeon won't let you 
escape once you're defeated and alone. However, if you are with 
someone else and you are defeated, the dungeon will throw you out 
and take you back to entrance. I'm not sure why having company 
would prevent you from being trapped, but you will be spared if you 
have someone with you. Of course, you have to stick together and 
never separate or else you will become trapped as you might when 
you're alone." 


It was then that Terron began to remember the last time he was ina 
Mystery Dungeon. 


"Zekra and | got kicked out of a dungeon once," Terron said. "! 
thought we were killed for a while because a Scyther attacked us 
and decapitated us. So you don't really die after all? You just get 
kicked out of the dungeon before you die?" 


"Oh yes, you die," King said rather calmly. "You two did in fact, die, 
when that Scyther cut off both your heads." 


Zekra and Terron stopped walking. 


Terron could feel his heart beating rapidly and his breathing getting 
shallow. He couldn't talk anymore. 


Zekra, on the other hand, had an entirely different reaction. 
"| didn't die," Zekra said, her voice becoming incredibly cold. "I don't 


care what your excuse is about how we got killed and came back. 
You could say the dungeon saves us before our spirits go to the 


afterlife and in exchange for that, it takes away most of our stuff and 
| still won't believe you." 


King scowled in annoyance. 


"SO, you're going to deny the truth?" King asked. "You refuse to 
accept the reality of the situation? Are you that scared of dying?" 


Zekra shot King a dark glare. 


"I'm not afraid of dying," Zekra stated firmly. "I just don't believe you 
is all. No one dies in Mystery Dungeons. You're wrong. Mystery 
Dungeons may be odd places, but they can't kill you and then bring 
you back to life. It doesn't fee/ right." 


"Well, if you can come up with a better excuse as to how you lived 
after your head got cut off, then that's fine," King scoffed. "Believe 
whatever you want to believe. | refused to believe just like you at one 
point, but you'll see the truth just as | did. For now, remain in your 
bliss of denial. See how long that lasts you." 


Zekra's claws slowly slid out of her paws and scrapped the ground 
with them. When Terron saw this, he slowly started backing away 
from her. 


"Zekra..." Terron said reluctantly. 


The Zorua brought her claws back into her, but still kept the dark 
expression in her eyes. 


"Well, if you're done reacting to that, we should continue on," King 
then said. "There's a dungeon we need to get to the very bottom of. 
Do you feel your shock has left you? Or in the Zorua child's case, 
denial?" 

"Yeah, I'm fine," Terron replied, even if he wasn't exactly feeling so. 


Zekra didn't reply, though she seemed to nod very subtly. 


"Then let's go. We've wasted enough time here." 


Jolton Cave B5 

"Strike the feral while it's distracted!" 
THUNK! 

"It's not doing anything!" 


"That's because you struck it while it was still curled up! Do it when 
it's no longer in that position!" 


Rumble... 
"Move! Run to the edges of the room!" 
" BWOOOW!” 


Terron and Zekra were facing off with three opponents at the 
moment; a Donphan with a duo of Phanpy. Earlier, King had spotted 
them while exploring the floor and made the two children fight 
against them. He claimed that it was for practice so that they could 
get used to fighting on their own, but Terron had a feeling it was so 
that King could watch the two of them get beaten up for amusement. 
After all, he was already having trouble with holding both his weapon 
and the precious Light ball while trying to battle... and it was only the 
beginning of the battle. Somehow though, he kept his grip on both 
items in his two separate hands. 


The enemies were proving tough for the two children due to their 
ability to roll into tight balls and roam around the room without 


stopping. 
Their attacks on the rapidly rolling Pokémon did nothing. 


King was taking the sidelines for the battle and shouting commands, 
surprisingly not being targeted by the enemy Pokémon. Though 


Terron and Zekra hated being yelled at, they found King's commands 
were helpful in not getting themselves hurt. 


Terron narrowly avoided a rolling Phanpy as it crashed into the wall 
where he once stood. The impact caused the cave to shake 
momentarily and made a few rocks from the ceiling fall upon them. 
The Phanpy uncurled itself upon smacking into the wall, slightly 
dazed from the impact. 


"Now! Strike it!" King shouted at Terron. 


Without hesitation, Terron took his weapon and rammed it into the 
Phanpy's side. The feral let out a loud shriek from the attack, but it 
wasn't knocked out, much to Terron's dismay. The feral quickly rose 
back to its feet as it slammed its body into Terron. 


He was blown backwards from the unexpected strength of the 
Phanpy, crashing into the wall and becoming buried within. He tried 
to get out, but found that moving around made the sharp rocks 
around him dig deeper into his skin. He didn't move in fear that his 
skin would be severely cut up. 


"Don't stay in there! You should be able to handle the pain! Cubone 
have strong defenses and can tolerate most attacks thrown at them!" 


A metallic hand grabbed Terron's body before pulling him out of the 
mess of rocks he was in. He let out a cry of pain as the sharp points 
of rocks grazed his skin. Once he was freed from his prison, he 
found King was the one who holding him. 


"Get back out there!" King barked. 


He tossed Terron forward before the Cubone could respond. The 
wind rushed past him rapidly as his eyes went dry. 


He didn't know where he was going or even if he could control his 
movement. 


THUD! 


Terron smacked into one of the Phanpy before he even knew it. The 
two went tumbling to the ground, both becoming scratched up as 
their bodies slid across the stone floor. Terron slowly got to his feet 
however and looked over the Phanpy he had crashed in. It was the 
one he had been fighting earlier, and it seemed his impact on it from 
just now had put it near its collapsing point. 


It seemed weak now. 


The look in its eyes was sad and confused like when someone is 
betrayed by a friend. 


Terron stared at it, almost feeling bad for how helpless it seemed 
now. 


"What are you waiting for Cubone child?!" King said. "Finish it! Or do 
you want it to do the same to you? It's either you or it! Never hesitate 
with feral Pokémon!" 


The Phanpy started to recover. Its eyes glared at Terron, now filling 
with the strange expression of blind rage. It was telling him that in 
just a moment, it was going to do what he needed to do to it. It was 
going to defeat him, possibly kill him. 


Terron did what he had to do. 


With one swift movement, he smacked the back of the Phanpy's 
head with his weapon. 


" Bwoon!" 


The cry rang from its mouth before the foe collapsed. The body that 
lay in front of Terron was now defeated and unconscious. 


Terron looked over to Zekra to see how her battle was going. She 
was trying to take care of the other Phanpy that was rolling around 
while the Donphan was attempting to run her over as well. However, 


she was rather quick with being able to avoid most of the deadly 
rolling attacks. Terron watched as Zekra ran around the room with 
the duo trying to catch her from different sides. She skidded to a stop 
as she watched the two coming at different angles, rolling around 
rapidly at equal speeds. 


Just when the two were going to run into her, Zekra quickly jumped 
out of the way. The two forces clashed due to not paying attention to 
the other's direction and due to the Donphan having more strength 
than the Phanpy, the Donphan ended up sending the Phanpy flying 
across the room and into the ceiling. 


CRASH! 


The small elephant hung out of the ceiling. Its body was embedded 
into the rocky surface. It squirmed to break free. 


Crumble... 


The rocks holding the feral into the ceiling could no longer support 
the feral. They gave way from the weight after a couple of seconds 
and plummeted to the ground, taking the Phanpy with them. The 
feral didn't Know how to land properly and shrieked in terror. 


BOOM! 


Rocks sprayed up into the air as the feral crashed into the ground. 
Terron put his arms over his head to brace himself. A few pebbles 
struck him, but it was nothing he couldn't tolerate. He watched as the 
dust cleared to show an unconscious Phanpy. 


Most of its limbs were bent in unnatural ways and blood seemed to 
be coming out of its mouth. 


"Whoo-hoo!" Zekra cheered. "It's down!" 


"Don't celebrate!" King barked. "You only took down the weaklings! 
You still need to face the Donphan, which is far more powerful than 


the Phanpy!" 


Sure enough, the Donphan charged at the Zorua. It leapt into the air 
before curling into a ball. It soun rapidly as it hit the ground, kicking 
up dust as it sped toward Zekra with its rapid and unstoppable 
speed. Zekra started running toward a wall in hopes of getting the 
feral to ram itself into the structure. 


Once she had reached the wall, she stood in front of it. She watched 
tensely as the Donphan rolled toward her, its speed never wavering. 


Just when it was a few feet in front of her, Zekra swiftly leaped out of 
the way and heard the Donphan slam into the side of the cave. She 
landed on the ground and skidded to a halt. She looked behind her 
to see if the Donphan had been fazed. 


Much to her surprise, there was now a giant hole where the feral had 
rolled into. The Donphan was nowhere in sight. 


"Wha-" 
CRASH! 


Without warning, the revolving Donphan exploded out of a hole 
formed in the wall behind Zekra. Though she had no time to run, 
Zekra quickly changed her form to that of a Donphan just as she 
took the full force of the attack. She hoped that it would lessen the 
damage. 


CRASH! 


The attack sent her tumbling across the ground. It would have 
crushed her with its mass if she had been in her normal form. 


She tumbled across the floor uncontrollably as her Donphan form 
faded. 


Seconds later, she slammed into another side of the cave and 
became a part of it. 


"Zekra!" Terron shouted. 


"Focus on the Donphan!" King yelled at Terron. "Otherwise you'll end 
up just like your friend!" 


As if Zekra's rages were contagious, Terron started to feel a strong 
aggravation growing inside him. However, he made no effort to 
contain it. 


"How able | supposed to be able to defeat it then?" Terron 
demanded. "! can't block it or else it'll run me over! | can't attack it 
since it does nothing! What am | supposed to do?! You're our guide! 
Tell me how to defeat it! You haven't done anything in this battle yet 
to help with that!" 


Terron started to pant, feeling out of breath from the yelling that was 
fueled by his frustrations. 


King cast Terron a glare, but the Cubone didn't back down. He knew 
King had the answers and he needed that information from him. 


The Donphan suddenly charged toward the two. It wasn't rolling 
around as it had been for a majority of the battle. Instead, it seemed 
as though it were going to ram its head into the two or impale them 
with its tusks. 


Terron felt himself backing up behind King. Fear was very quick to 
replace his anger. 


"You're not hurting this Donphan because its hide is too thick," King 
said calmly despite the oncoming threat. "You can attempt to pierce 
its hide all you want with regular attacks, but it'll do nothing. Not even 
my blades can pierce its armor because its physical defense is too 
great." 


As King said this, a dark purple sphere began to form in one of his 
hand. It was small at first, but it quickly grew in size as it crackled 


with black energy. Terron could feel a powerful, overwhelming aura 
from it that seemed to be flowing with negative energy. 


"There's only a couple of ways to defeat creatures with such tough 
defenses. One of those ways is to use the powers of water, flora, 
and ice against it. Those powers somehow bypass the strong 
defenses of the creature and inflict heavy damage." 


King took the hand with the dark energy sphere and pointed it at the 
Donphan. The foe was only a few seconds away from ramming into 
them. 


"The other way is to attack it mentally." 


Without warning, power pulsed from the sphere. Black rings imbued 
with dark purple energy shot out of the sphere in a beam. They 
smashed into the Donphan's body just as the feral was to ram King 
and Terron. 


" BWOOOONN!" 


The feral shrieked as the attack inflicted its damage. Terron watched 
in amazement as the rings would slam into the Donphan's body, yet 
not seem to inflict any sort of physical damage on the feral. No cuts 
or bruises were formed as the rings impacted the elephant. Instead, 
the rings seemed to faze into the Donphan's body and cause internal 
damage. 


When the attack ceased, the Donphan collapsed onto the ground 
and its eyes closed shut. The spot where it had been attacked was 
streaming with a few wisps of darkness. 


The sphere in King's hand faded away. 


"| Know you don't have many abilities at the moment," King stated. 
"However, it's best you get Some more whenever you can. There are 
many foes that will be immune to your regular abilities and you will 
need to overcome that. For starters, harness powers of the different 


elements. If you want to survive, you'll need to be more versatile in 
your abilities." 


Terron slowly nodded. As he did this, Zekra slowly came back over 
to the two from wherever she had been previously. 


She was covered in scratches and rocks were embedded into her 
fur. Blood was trickling out of her mouth and paws. Yet, despite 
having suffered injuries, she seemed able to walk normally and didn't 
seem to be in pain. 


"Hey, | saw that move you used earlier," Zekra said to King. "What 
was that? It looked like something | wanted to learn." 


"A power known as Dark Pulse," King explained. "It's a power meant 
for creatures of the dark, though there are others who have learned 
the technique. It's a manifestation of negative emotions and when it 
strikes your target, they'll suffer from the negativity. It bypasses 
physical boundaries and enters straight into the soul of the creature 
to inflict its damage. It's an ability meant to put your enemy through 
agonizing spiritual pain." 


"Oh, | see," Zekra said in interest. "Think you can teach me 
sometime?" 


"Perhaps," King said nonchalantly. "But, we can discuss that another 
time. | believe our work on this floor is finished. The enemies | made 
you take down are defeated. We no longer have any business here." 


Jolton Cave B7 


Terron rolled the Light ball around in his hands, watching as the 
electricity would move around. He noticed how the electricity 
seemed to be most concentrated where his hands touched the 
outside. He found that fascinating and would constantly move the 
ball around to watch the electricity stay with him. 


"You should pay attention to where you're going,” King warned. "A 
feral might ambush you and you'd never know because you were so 
distracted by that sphere." 


"Wild Pokémon don't seem very good at sneaking up on us," Terron 
replied casually. "| mean, the ground moves whenever Sandshrew 
attack and those Donphan and Phanpy were really easy to spot. You 
make it sound like wild Pokémon are masters at taking us out." 


"| have seen many feral ones who were incredibly powerful," King 
said seriously. "They fought like demons and struck from the 
shadows. There might not be any feral ones like that in this dungeon 
due to most of the creatures being rock or ground types, but there 
are some in other dungeons that are deadly. They know how to 
strategize and they will kill you if you don't Keep your guard up at all 
times. Though, you've seen this first hand. You remember how the 
Scyther struck you, don't you?" 


Unpleasant memories came to Terron's mind. He felt himself 
shudder. 


"It came out of these trees," Terron replied. "And it moved really 
fast." 


"Exactly," King stated. "It used its remarkable speed to quickly tear 
you down. That might not be the case with the feral ones here, who 
are known for brute strength rather than speed and strategy, but you 
will no doubt come across another feral with the same capabilities as 
the Scyther. That is why you always pay attention to your 
surroundings. Always listen and watch for the slightest bit of 
suspicious movement." 


"You sure know a lot about wild Pokémon and how to deal with 
them," Zekra then said. "How long did you have to be in the 
Fellowship to know so much about this stuff?" 


"It wasn't the Fellowship that taught me," King answered. "It was the 
wild that taught me what | know." 


Zekra gave an odd glance to the Bisharp. 
"What do you mean by that?" she asked curiously. 


King seemed to consider something in his thoughts. It was very 
unusual for the children to see his normally stern expression become 
pensive. To them, he always looked like he didn't need to think about 
something. 


"... | Suppose | could explain how | received my knowledge to you 
two," King then said. "Perhaps you'll learn something from it." 


Terron and Zekra looked up at him, quite interested in what King had 
to say. They had already created theories as to what he meant, and 
eagerly wanted to know if such theories were true. 


"As I'm sure you don't know, my kind have a very different way of 
living than other creatures," King began. "We travel in packs, which 
always have exactly one Bisharp leader and numerous Pawniard 
underlings. Whenever we find other packs, we usually duel them and 
the winner will take the fallen one's belongings. There is no 
exception except during the mating seasons, when all the packs 
would gather together to breed. Then, each pack would take their 
share of eggs and leave them somewhere where no one else would 
find them. We'd then leave our most powerful Pawniard behind with 
the eggs so that it can raise the hatchlings and evolve into their 
leader. Then the cycle would continue." 


"Okay... you guys have an odd system," Terron commented. "But 
what does that have to do with you knowing a lot about wild 
Pokémon?" 


"It's being explained so that you don't question why | didn't have 
parents and why | was traveling in a pack," King answered curtly. 
"Moving on, though, | was a Pawniard underling forty-five years ago. 
| lived in a pack of seven Pawniard and obviously, one Bisharp once 
he evolved. | took orders from him for a while, satisfied with my 
status. We would always get decent meals under his leadership, and 


to me, that was what mattered the most. But then, one day after | 
had started understanding the world and seen other packs, | started 
to grow dislike toward my leader. He never seemed to be serious 
with anything. He was always so giddy and carefree, and never did 
much to assist us during our killings. It was very different from how 
the other leaders were with their own packs, and | grew to despise 
that. The others were somewhat displeased with his attitude, but it 
was only | who loathed being around our leader. 


"SO one day, | decided that | would become the leader of the pack. 
You see, there is a rule amongst the packs saying that if a Pawniard 
can defeat their leader, they can become the new leader and get rid 
of the old one. | had every intention of doing such. | thought | could 
be a better leader and wanted to dispose of our false one. So ona 
spring morning, | confronted my leader and told him | wanted to duel. 
He thought | was joking, but | managed to convince him that | was 
very serious about dueling him. And so... we fought. Leader versus 
underling." 


King paused, as if his memories were preventing him from speaking. 
"And what happened?" Zekra then asked. 


"... [underestimated my leader," King answered, his tone darkening. 
"While he was rather ridiculous in personality, | learned it was a 
facade to hide the fact that he was very powerful. He used 
techniques | had never seen before at the time, such as burying 
underground and unleashing a sphere of intense energy at me. 
Though | attempted to strike him, my blades never reached him. | 
was defeated within a minute. He and the others then abandoned 
me since the custom also stated that if the Pawniard loses, they are 
exiled from not just the current pack, but all packs. From that point 
on... | would have none of my kind. 


"| was expected to die since it had been taught that solitude meant 
defenselessness. | attempted to join society in order to survive, but 
found that | couldn't adjust to its rules. And not only that, but others 
were terrified of me. They knew my kind were killers, and were 


scared that | would massacre everyone. | ended up leaving society 
due to that, and went to the only place | knew would accept me; the 
wild." 


"But, you were alone,” Zekra said. "Weren't you afraid that you were 
going to get killed off by wild Pokémon?" 


"| was aware of that at the time, but | didn't care," King said. "I only 
wanted to keep living, no matter the cost. | had nowhere else to go. | 
roamed around the region for a couple of years, staying in whatever 
environment seemed best at the time and killing the inhabitants. | 
never went into the Mystery Dungeons, however. | knew | wouldn't 
last in those corrupted environments. | had been warned countless 
times to stay away from them and | had no intentions of disobeying 
that particular warning. 


“Though | often considered this time of living in the wild to be one of 
my low points in life, this was the time where | learned about feral 
creatures. While | had grown in the wild on a technicality, | started to 
understand the feral creatures | stalked were quite different. | was 
self-aware and could speak while these creatures simply acted on 
instinct and lacked any sort of spoken language. | can only assume it 
was because my kind had a little 'society' of their own, and thus 
taught us to behave somewhat like a normal society. But anyway, | 
observed these feral creatures now that | was free to act on my own 
accord and learned of what their actions meant so that | could kill 
them by myself. 


"| had spent all my years prior fighting by the orders of someone 
else. And when | did try to fight by myself, | had lost. Now, with no 
one, | had to teach myself how to do everything alone. And though it 
took time, | was able to figure out how to deal with these creatures 
without the aid of anyone. | learned how to sneak around them when 
| didn't wish to fight. | learned how to flee from an enemy who was 
too powerful for me to defeat, something my kind was taught never 
to do. | learned the best times and areas to strike and deliver the 
killing blow for each kind of creature. | learned how these creatures 


attacked and the patterns behind that attack. | discovered many 
things during those years... 


"However, this came at a cost. | lost my ability to use speech and my 
self-awareness started to fade because | was so accustomed to the 
feral ways. It was shortly after | learned the ways of a feral that | 
became one of them. | didn't even realize this had happened to me 
at the time. | somehow got the idea that | was always a feral when | 
became one." 


Terron could easily see why King was the way he was now that this 
information was explained. However, that still didn't explain one 
thing... 


"So, then how did you join Team Valor if you were in the wild?" 
Terron then asked. "And how'd you learn how to talk again?" 


"Len and Eclair found me," King answered. "They were traveling 
through the Iron Jungle, which was my current home at the time. The 
two were heading through the area to go find the Fellowship so they 
could join. | happened to see them and decided to make a meal out 
of those two. | attacked them and the three of us fought. However, 
before any of us were seriously injured, another wild Pokémon 
decided to attack us; a Serperior. It was starving from what | could 
tell and wanted to eat us, despite me being covered in blades. So, 
we fought against that creature to save ourselves. 


"Once we had done so, Len and Eclair grew weary that | was going 
to kill them now that nothing was getting in my way. However, seeing 
and fighting along those two started to make me remember that | 
used to be like them. And from that moment, | began to crave being 
self-aware again. | wanted to be able to work with others again and 
no longer feel | was in constant danger like before | became a feral. 
So | went with them, and we joined the Pledge Mountain Fellowship 
back when it was the only Fellowship. And from that day forward, | 
used my knowledge to help those two whenever we went into the 
wild while they helped me become self-aware again. That is how | 
gained my knowledge. The only thing the Fellowship taught me in 


regards to the wild was how Mystery Dungeons work. Even still, the 
creatures within were almost the same as the ones in the normal 
wild, except far more aggressive." 


King glanced at the children. They were both staring at him with odd 
expressions, as if they didn't know how to react to King's life story. 


King scowled. 


"| don't always tell that story," King said sternly. "Only five of our 
members know that story. | only told you so you'll learn a few lessons 
from it. Necessary lessons that is." 


"| thought the purpose of the story was to explain why you know so 
much about wild Pokémon," Zekra replied. 


"It was. And it was also a way for you find the mistakes of my past 
and prevent yourself from repeating them," King said with a hint of 
annoyance. "Everything | tell you two is a learning experience." 


"And what would these lessons be?" Zekra asked. 


"Well, you'll have to find those yourself," King answered. "I can't tell 
you everything. Though, | can tell you never to tell this story to 
anyone else. If | find out you did, both of you are going to wake up in 
the morning with your ears chopped off." 


"| think the only lesson in your story was to live in the wild in order to 
get stronger," Zekra said blandly. "That's a horrible lesson since you 
just said doing so makes you a wild Pokémon.” 


"That's only your misguided interpretation of the story," King said 
with a scoff. "Perhaps one day you'll gain a new interpretation and 
see the true lessons." 


BZZ2ZT! 


A weak bolt of lightning suddenly struck Terron from somewhere 
ahead of him. The Cubone cringed as the electricity struck him and 


anxiously anticipated the pain to immediately follow. 
However, much to his surprise, the electricity didn't bring any pain. 


The electric current had gone into his body, and though he could feel 
it moving through his limbs, the sensation wasn't painful. It felt as 
though water was flowing down his skin and going toward the 
ground. He could feel the electricity sink into the floor and drain out 
of his body harmlessly. 


He peered into the distance to see where the electricity had come 
from. There was a single Elekid standing a distance away, electricity 
generating through its two head prongs. 


The group stopped to address the new threat. 


"What just happened?" Terron asked as he checked his body. "I 
didn't feel anything. It was like nothing happened!" 


"You're a creature of the ground," King said with a hint of annoyance 
in his voice. "Your kind are immune to the power of electricity. How 
do you not know that? That's almost as pathetic as a water creature 
forgetting it can breathe underwater." 


"Oh... | uhh... | just forgot since I've never had this happen to me 
before," Terron answered awkwardly before quickly changing the 
subject. "But, what's an electric type doing here?" 


"This cave has electricity generated through the many crystals 
throughout the place," King explained. "I haven't figured out how 
electricity is kept or made in the crystals, but it attracts electric 
creatures and they make homes here with the other creatures." 


The Bisharp looked down at Terron and Zekra. 
"I'm not going to help you this time," King said to the two. "Last time | 


was instructing you. This time, you're on your own and | won't be 
giving you advice. I'll only provide assistance if you're on the verge of 


defeat. However, answer this question first; how do you plan to 
defeat that Elekid?" 


"Well, it's an electric Pokémon," Terron said, coming up with a plan 
as he glanced over at the enemy, "and... I'm a ground Pokemon... 
so it can't hurt me. It doesn't look like it's got a lot of physical 
defense, so | guess I'll try to hit it with my club." 


"And I'll just bite it or something," Zekra chimed in. 


"See how that goes then," King replied, his voice not showing 
whether their ideas were good or not. 


Terron and Zekra then ran at the Elekid, enticing the feral to begin its 
own assault on the two. A bolt of electricity shot out of the wild 
Pokémon's body and made its way to Zekra. It seemed the feral 
understood that it couldn't harm Terron with its attacks, so it was 
aiming for the one who would take damage. 


Zekra swiftly ducked as the bolt flew over her head. She had 
managed to avoid most of the attack, but small amounts of static that 
came from the attack managed to make her fur puff up. 


Terron threw his weapon and watched in the dim lighting as it 
prepared to strike the Elekid. However, the Elekid swiftly ran forward 
with increased speed and avoided the weapon. Before Terron could 
grab the bone as it came flying back to him, the Elekid rammed him 
with its body while it still had the increased velocity. While the attack 
didn't seem to inflict too much pain, he was thrown back from the 
momentum. He tumbled backwards and did everything he could not 
to let go of the sphere in his hands. 


By the time Terron managed to get to his feet, the Elekid was 
charging Terron once again. He didn't have a weapon to counteract 
the feral since it was lying on the floor in the distance. Instead, he did 
all that he could and tried to get out of the way. 


Unfortunately, he wasn't very fast and the Elekid managed to charge 
him again. Terron was tossed along the ground. 


The Elekid stood over him, smirking at the sight of seeing Terron 
unable to dodge its attacks. 


Just then, Zekra came from behind the Elekid and latched onto one 
of its arms with her teeth. The Elekid screamed in pain as blood 
started to leak out of the spots where Zekra's fangs punctured its 
skin. It thrashed its arm around, trying to get Zekra off of it. 


Terron smiled at seeing his companion coming just in time to help 
him. He felt glad to know that someone was assisting him with the 
battle. 


However, that joy instantly faded when he saw the electricity building 
between the prongs of the Elekid. 


It was a telltale sign of what was going to happen very soon. 
"Zekra!" Terron shouted. "Let go of the Elekid!" 


He saw Zekra look over at him for just a second, her eyes starting to 
widen in understanding. By then however, it was too late. 


Terron watched in horror as electricity was released from the Elekid's 
arm and made its way into Zekra's body. It reminded Terron of how 
she looked when Len had paralyzed her, but unlike that time, this 
one was meant for harm. She screamed as she let go of the Elekid 
and fell to the ground, the voltage still coursing through her system. 
Zekra tried to move, but found that her muscles were locked by 
paralysis. 


The Elekid began to gather static into one of its fists. 


Terron noticed that his weapon was very close to him. He had been 
thrown toward it during that last attack. 


A sufficient amount of electricity coated the arm of the Elekid. 


Terron grabbed his club off the ground. 
The feral threw its fist at the paralyzed Zorua. 
Terron felt himself dash forward, but he didn't know what for. 


The next thing he knew, Terron was standing in front of Zekra and 
taking the brunt of the attack meant for the Zorua. 


He could feel the impact of the punch to his face, but most of the 
power had come from the electricity surrounding the fist. With that 
power being absorbed harmlessly into Terron's body, the attack 
wasn't as damaging. It hurt, of course, but Terron didn't let himself 
become overwhelmed by the punch. 


Terron struck his weapon into the Elekid's head. 


The Elekid immediately fell to the ground upon receiving the attack, 
its eyes closed in unconsciousness. 


Terron let out a sigh of relief upon seeing the defeated Pokémon. He 
could feel his face still hurting from the attack, but he did his best to 
ignore it. He looked back at Zekra, who was still paralyzed. 


Terron attempted to pick up Zekra and brought her awkwardly over 
to King. For him, it was like carrying a large dog that was his height. 
Thankfully though, she wasn't very heavy. 


"King, do we have anything for paralysis?" Terron asked the Bisharp. 
"Zekra isn't moving or anything." 


"Thankfully for you, | do," King replied as he took something out of 
the backpack. "That's another thing you should pack for missions; 
items that cure paralysis, poison, burns, and so on. There are berries 
for that, which is what | brought." 


Terron then set Zekra on the ground as King held out a red fruit ona 
vine. He put the fruit in her mouth and watched as she started to 
move again. 


"That was a Cheri berry," King told the two of them. "It's meant for 
curing paralysis. Luckily for us, they're quite common and they're not 
hard to get ahold of. So if you ever go in a dungeon, always bring a 
few of those along with Pecha berries. Bring Rawst berries if you 
know there will be any fire creatures around." 


"Alright, got it," Terron said with a nod. 
He then brought his attention over to Zekra. 


"You alright?" the Cubone asked, remembering the electric attack 
from earlier. 


"Yeah, I'm okay," Zekra assured as she managed to smile. "It just 
wasn't really all that great to be paralyzed and stuff. | can still feel 
that electricity going through me..." 


She shook the thought out of her head before glancing over at King. 


"How did we do though?" Zekra then asked as she got to her feet. 
"Did we battle that Elekid the right way?" 


“Though you made a few errors, you did fine," King replied. “Though, 
| recommend you don't sink your fangs into creatures of electricity, 
poison, and fire from now on. As for you Cubone child, | saw that you 
shielded your friend with your body. While it wasn't risky this time 
due to being immune to electricity, | recommend you don't do that on 
a daily basis. If you're going to act as a shield for your allies, you'll 
need to learn how to create barriers of protection that aren't your 
body. You need to create barriers of energy." 


"And how do | do that?" Terron asked. 


"I'm sure you'll find someone who can teach you that," King simply 
said. "Just don't use yourself as a safeguard unless you absolutely 
have to. That's all | have to say." 
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"Alright! We're on the last floor!" Zekra cheered. 


She then took a bite out of the apple she was eating to satisfy her 
hunger. Terron, who was also eating an apple, smiled upon hearing 
this. He could finally leave this dungeon as soon as they found the 
Stairs. 


"Stay alert, Zorua child," King reminded the Zorua. "Some of the 
most dangerous foes of a dungeon are on the bottom floor. Knowing 
this is a cave, there will probably be many large rock creatures and 
fully evolved forms of creatures we saw from previous floors." 


Terron frowned. He could feel his good mood starting to disappear 
already just from that reminder. This may have been the last floor to 
navigate through and while that may have seemed good, Terron also 
knew it meant it could lead to a potential let down. If he was defeated 
on this very floor, then he'd have to deal with the shame of nearly 
completing a mission, but failing at the very last second. 


He didn't want to deal with such a soul-crushing emotion. 


The group eventually saw the entrance of a room that held the 
desired staircase they wanted. Terron could see it in plain sight, even 
if he was quite a distance from it. This was the last staircase. After 
this, the hardest part of their mission would be over. 


He was about to head toward the stairs in eagerness, but King 
grabbed his arm. The Bisharp pulled the Cubone back with a swift 
motion, causing Terron to go flying off his feet uncontrollably for a 
second before he landed back on the ground besides King. Terron 
tried to yank his arm free, but King's grip held firm. 


"Stay put," King instructed. "Don't enter the room." 


"Why not? The stairs are right there!" Terron reasoned. 


"Take a closer look at lies within the room," King stated. 


King released his grip on Terron's arm. He got back to his feet and 
peered into the room for a few seconds. 


There wasn't anything there worthy of note. He looked back up at the 
Bisharp. 


"Nothing's there," Terron reported with a grumble. 


King suddenly grabbed the Cubone's head and made him look again 
into the room. Terron struggled against the cold metal that felt as 
though it were crushing him. 


"Look at the walls," King said. "What do you see on the walls? 
What's waiting for us on those walls?" 


Terron stopped struggling and brought his eyes over to the wall he 
was being directed to. At first, he still couldn't see anything special. 
However, after staring at the wall for a moment, he was able to see 
that there was something there. Strange, egg-shaped Pokemon 
were stuck to the walls thanks to their green spikes that stuck out all 
over their body. Despite not moving, the Pokemon seemed quite 
awake. There had to be at least four of them, possible more on 
different walls. 


"What are those things?" Terron asked. 


"Ferroseed," King said matter-of-factly. "They attach themselves to 
walls to get minerals from stones. As soon as they spot any enemy, 
they will fire their spikes at you. This normally isn't a problem if 
there's just one, but because there are multiple, it could prove 
dangerous. That is why you always check the room you are about to 
enter; hostile Pokémon may be waiting for you and once they see 
you, they won't hold back. They will annihilate you with their 
advantage of surprise." 


Terron felt his head get jerked upward toward the ceiling. 


"What do you see up there?" King then asked. 


Terron squinted his eyes and noticed that there were many spider- 
like Pokémon hanging from above on webs streaming with electricity. 
They didn't seem to notice him, but the mere sight of them was 
unsettling. 


"More Pokémon," Terron answered uneasily. 


"Yes, Joltik and Galvantula," King replied. "They're simply waiting for 
someone to come along so they can pounce on you." 


"But how did you see them so well?" Zekra asked. "They blend in 
pretty well with this dim lighting." 


"Years and years of practice," King answered as he released his grip 
on Terron. "But, we need to focus. We have to get rid of these 
Ferroseed or at the very least, avoid their attacks and get to the 
staircase. The Joltik and Galvantula are of concern as well. They can 
ensnare you in their electric webbing and you will never be able to 
escape. How do you suppose we take care of both these pests?" 


"Ummmmmmm, long range attacks?" Zekra suggested. 


"Yes, that's one possibility," King replied with a nod. "However, | don't 
think you two know many ranged attacks, do you?" 


"| can throw my bone," Terron said. 


"Yes, but you sacrifice your weapon if you use it in this sort of 
situation," King remarked. "But | see. Both of your kind are known for 
having direct attacks. Which leads us to the next option of what to 
do..." 


King took off his backpack and set it on the ground. Terron watched 
King dig through the bag until he pulled out an orb that was roughly 
the same size as the Light ball. However, this one was completely 
blue and didn't have any sort of energy flowing visibly. 


King held out the new orb to the children. 


"This is a Wonder orb," King explained. "There are a wide variety of 
these orbs, all having a different effect when you use them. Some 
can teleport enemies to another location on this floor, others can 
increase your speed or evasiveness. All are useful and while they 
are typically used in Mystery Dungeons, they can also be used 
elsewhere. This particular one is known as the Petrify orb, which 
paralyzes every enemy in the room you're standing in once you 
activate it. It's very useful for ambushes.” 


"And how do you activate it?" Zekra asked. 


"You simply tell it to activate," King answered. "Now, listen closely. 
Once this orb takes effect, you will only have so much time before 
the effect wears off. You must run to the stairs as fast as possible. 
Do not hesitate no matter what. Otherwise... the Ferroseed, 
Galvantula, and Joltik will recover and they will finish you off in a 
second." 


Upon hearing this, Terron began to recall his incident of what 
happened when the Scyther from Overgrowth Jungle defeated him. 
He knew what had really happened during that incident and how he 
really couldn't stay dead, but the thought of it was still unnerving. 
The feeling of almost dying only to be resurrected at the last 
second... 


He didn't want to repeat that. 
Terron gave a quick nod of understanding. 


"Now, when | activate this orb, head toward the stairs," King 
instructed. "You shouldn't run into any resistance, but if you do, 
eliminate them as fast as possible or avoid them." 


King then took the blue orb in his hands and took a step into the 
room. As soon as he became visible, the Ferroseed fired a swarm of 


spikes from their bodies at him. The spikes quickly made their way 
toward the Bisharp. 


He wasn't going to be able to activate the orb without getting 
impaled. To make things worse, the electric spiders were dropping 
from the ceiling and crawling toward King rapidly. Terron tensely 
waited to see what would happen however. 


He knew that King would think of something to get out of this danger. 


The spikes and spiders began to close in on the Bisharp. They were 
a mere few feet away from him. 


At the speed they were going, they would strike in a matter of 
seconds. 


Terron found himself looking away. 
CLINK! CLINK! CLINK! CLINK! CLINK! CLINK! 


Confused by the strange sounds, Terron looked back at King to see 
what was happening. Much to his surprise, King was not being 
pierced by the multiple thorns. A slightly transparent and green 
barrier was encasing him and taking the brunt of the attack. 
Whenever the spikes hit against the strange shield, they would 
bounce off before falling to the ground harmlessly. The electric 
spiders tried to attack King as well, but their attacks couldn't pierce 
the barrier. 


"Petrify orb, activate," King said calmly. 


The blue orb within his hand immediately shattered into pieces as a 
strange kind of electricity escaped from within the orb. It darted out 
of King's hands and flew out of his barrier before hitting the ground. 
The single stream of static split into multiple strands as it made its 
way to all the enemies. All at once, each strand of static shot itself 
into the bodies of all the Ferroseed, Joltik, and Galvantula. 


CLANG! CLANG! CLANG! CLANG! 


Every Ferroseed suddenly dropped to the ground and ceased 
launching their spikes. Streams of electricity could be seen coming 
out of their bodies. The electric spiders seemed frozen in place as 
well. 


Terron and Zekra stared in amazement. 


"Have you forgotten the plan already?!" King shouted at the two. 
"Run! Get to the exit! You have thirty seconds before they regain 
mobility! Hesitate and you will die!" 


That was all that needed to be said to get the two going. 


They panted heavily as they ran past King and kept their eyes 
focused on their destination. 


The two could see the stairs within their sights. It was only a few feet 
away. 


TWACK! 


Something spinning rapidly rammed itself into Terron. Spikes cut into 
his skin as he was blown away from the stairs and tumbled on the 
ground. 


Terron looked in front of him to find the spinning Ferroseed coming 
back at him again for another round. The paralysis must have faded 
on this one. 


Just as the Ferroseed was to close in on Terron, he raised up his 
weapon to intercept the attack. 


THUNK! 


Though he managed to avoid being hit, Terron was blown backwards 
once more from the sheer force of the attack. He hadn't been able to 
resist the momentum. 


Terron saw Zekra quickly rush over to him. She was trying to get him 
to his feet. 


“Come on!" Zekra cried urgently. "The others are starting to recover! 
We have to hurry before they all attack us!" 


"I'm trying," Terron muttered. "Just... gah... those spikes hurt..." 


He checked his body to find that he had many wounds from being 
impaled by the Ferroseed's attack. Countless holes were apparent 
on his body and many were starting to bleed. 


"Well you'll get injured even more unless we hurry!" Zekra stated. 


She gently bit down on Terron's hand and pulled him up to his feet. 
She then went behind Terron and started shoving him forward with 
her head to get him moving. Once Terron started running again, 
Zekra ran by his side, making sure not to outrun him. 


Just then, two more Ferroseed struck. They rapidly fired their thorns 
at the two from different angles. The children quickly picked up 
speed in an attempt to outmaneuver the oncoming spikes. The two 
were able to get away from most of the attack, but a few spare 
thorns managed to strike both Zekra and Terron. They each let outa 
cry of pain, but two children wouldn't stop running. 


"We're almost there, Terron!" Zekra said. "Just a little bit further!" 


Terron glanced around the room. He started seeing the other 
Ferroseed beginning to move. The Petrify orb's effects had faded. 
Every Pokémon that was once paralyzed was now starting to head 
toward the two in a mad frenzy. This time though, it wasn't just 
Ferroseed. 


There were other Pokémon in the room now. They had come during 
all of the excitement. 


Joltik, Galvantula, Golbat, Zubat, Sandshrew, Sandslash, Graveler... 


Many kinds of feral ones were dashing toward the two injured 
Pokémon. 


They were swarming around them. 


Yet despite the hopelessness of the situation, the two kept running. 
Terron knew that Zekra could see what he saw, but he knew without 
a doubt that she wouldn't give up. 


He had no intentions of giving up either. 
The two kept going. 


The wild ones started to close in on the children and prepared to 
strike. 


SCREEEEEEEEEEEEEEECCCCCHHHH! 


A horrible, high-pitched scratching sound filled the air. Every 
Pokémon in the room dropped down to the ground and covered their 
ears. Many screamed along with the noise to make a choir of 
suffering. 


Zekra and Terron instantly fell to the ground from an intense ear- 
ache plaguing the two. 


Zekra squirmed around violently and let out shrieks of tortured pain. 
Her movements were spastic and uncontrolled. 


Terron too felt this same pain that started bouncing off the walls of 
his ear canal. With each passing second, the sound would only grow 
worse and his mind began to throb with anguish. 


He attempted to cover his ears to block out the noise, but it did little 
to help. 


Cries of agony escaped his maw. 


" THIS IS WHAT HAPPENS WHEN YOU DON'T RUN FAST 
ENOUGH!" 


Terron looked up to find King standing over the two. Both of his 
blades were drawn out of his arms. His expression was fixed in 
exasperation. 


"KING!" Terron shouted since the screaming around him was making 
it hard to understand his own words. "WHAT'S GOING ON?!" 


Rather than answer, King grabbed Terron with one hand and Zekra 
with the other. Somehow, he managed to carry the two children in his 
hands without losing his grip or suffocating them. He immediately 
made his way through all of the chaos and to the stairs that were 
surrounded by a mob of screaming Pokémon with the two in tow. 


SLASH! SLASH! SLASH! SLASH! SLASH! 


With swift and fluid movements, King sliced into each and every 
Pokémon that was in his way with his blades. During the process, he 
somehow didn't injure the children. 


Bodies were torn to pieces as those pieces flew across the room ina 
messy fashion. Golbat wings were severed off, Joltik bodies were 
stepped on and smashed, Sandslash were sliced to pieces, and 
blood fell down upon the cave floor like drops of rain. 


Eventually, King had made it through the large swarm of Pokémon, 
their brutally-murdered corpses collapsed behind him in heaps. 


He was right next to the stairs. 
There was one Pokemon guarding the stairs however. 


It was a Graveler. It stood there fiercely despite the knowledge that 
all of its comrades were slain. 


It would still fight. It would still prevent these travelers from finishing 
the dungeon. 


King gave the feral an agitated glare. 


He held up his blades that were coated with the fresh blood of wild 
Pokémon. 


The blades gave off a malicious glint. 

SLASH! SLASH! 

All four of the feral's limbs were sliced off its body in a mere second. 
SLASH! 


A blade struck it in the face, cutting through the Pokémon as if it 
were made of butter rather than rock. 


It split into two pieces. 


Each severed body segment fell over to the ground as King dashed 
through the empty space where the Graveler once was. 


With the exit finally open, King plunged down the final stairway of 
Jolton Cave with his recruits in tow. 
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King set Zekra and Terron on the cold cave floor once he came to 
the bottom of the stairway. 


Their bodies were soaked in the blood of King's slaughtered foes. 


Once she was released, Zekra started to shake off all the blood that 
clung to her fur, apparently not affected by what had just happened. 


Terron, on the other hand, was too petrified to move at all. He had 
never seen so many deaths before in such gruesome fashions. He 
could feel his body shaking. He could feel the pain coursing through 
him and the blood running out of his wounds. However, he found 
himself not concerned with the pain at the moment. 


His mind was ravaged and was trying to compose itself. Many 
thoughts that would have normally been structured flew through him 
aimlessly, his mind unable to keep them in order due to its current 
state. 


So many images and thoughts were flooding through him. All of 
them were meaningless, useless thoughts. None of these thoughts 
had any purpose, yet Terron watched and listened to every single 
one of them. 

Visions of Pokémon violently being killed... 


Sections of the Fellowship base... 


Countless strategies to be used for battle... 
Zekra... 
Zekra watching her hometown burn and reduce to ash... 


Zekra watching her friends die at the hands of creatures that were 
not Pokemon... 


This must have been what Zekra felt like when she saw her entire 
town slaughtered before her eyes. 


That was the one organized thought that went through Terron's 
head. It was the only thought that seemed to have a purpose and a 
meaning to him. 


It was then that Terron realized something about that thought. The 
Pokémon that died in front of him were wild Pokémon. None of those 
creatures desired anything in life except for flesh of enemies slain by 
their own hands. 


What Zekra went through was different. Everyone who was killed in 
front of her was someone she grew up with. Zekra had personal 
relationships with many of those who died that day. They were all 
sentient beings who had dreams, hopes, and families... 


Yet, despite having witnessed the massacre of all Pokémon she 
knew in her village, Zekra had taken it rather well when Terron met 
her right after the incident. So surely, he too could be strong like her. 


Terron, inspired by this thought, managed to get his mind to focus 

back on reality. The thoughts still ran rampant, but Terron found he 
could still concentrate on the real world. Even through the pain, he 
managed to focus. 


His eyes wandered to the Light ball still grasped in his hands. 
Somehow, he managed to keep a hold on it through all of that. Once 


he was able to verify that he still had the sphere, Terron looked 
around to see where they were now. 


This was the very bottom of Jolton Cave. Much unlike the rest of the 
cave, this floor seemed to resemble an actual cave. There weren't 
any corridors or multiple rooms as Mystery Dungeons normally had. 
This place he stood in was simply one large room with stalagmites 
protruding from the ground and stalactites hanging from the ceiling. 
At the very far end of the room was a giant blue crystal crackling with 
electricity. Though it was quite a ways away, Terron could tell it was 
probably taller than King. 


An exit could be seen in the side of a wall far away. It was a giant 
hole with light flooding out of it. It was adding much more light to the 
room than the Light Ball had been capable of. 


Terron glanced at his surroundings again, finding how odd everything 
looked compared to the other floors of the Mystery Dungeon. 


"Why does everything look normal?" Terron asked, his voice still 
reluctant from the internal confusion. "We're still in the Mystery 
Dungeon, aren't we?" 


"The Mystery Dungeon ended once we went down that final 
staircase a moment ago,” King explained. "We're out of the Mystery 
Dungeon. This is simply the bottom of the original Jolton Cave, 
which is uncorrupted by the dungeon's curse. These exist for 
dungeons that take place in some kind of enclosed area like a tower 
or cave. Not so much for places like forests, however." 


"Then this is pretty much the old cave before a Mystery Dungeon 
took over," Terron noted. "| guess that would explain why there aren't 
any corridors or anything." 


"Wait, why do Mystery Dungeons have that weird corridor and room 
layout?" Zekra then asked. "| keep seeing it in every dungeon we go 
in. And why does it look different for every dungeon and floor we go 


on? | mean, if they're being taken over by the same ‘curse’, then why 
a different layout for everything?" 


"I'm not quite sure why such a design exists," King shrugged. "That 
must be the dungeon's choice design. As for why every dungeon 
looks different in layout, that's not known either. All we know is that 
the curse constantly changes the dungeon's layout every time 
someone new enters. We don't understand anything else about the 
structure other than that. They're called Mystery Dungeons for a 
reason after all." 


"So if | go to a dungeon I've already been in, it'll be just as tricky to 
navigate as the first time?!" Zekra cried. "The paths will all be 
different? Lame!" 


"Afraid so," King replied. "Deal with it." 


Zekra sighed in defeat and continued to get the blood off her body. 
However, it had been absorbed into her fur and wouldn't come off as 
easily. She stared at the blood-stained fur for a moment and then 
seemed to remember something. 


"Hey, what was that loud screeching sound from earlier?" Zekra 
asked King. "You know, the thing that made everyone start 
screaming and stuff. And why weren't you affected by it?" 


"Oh, you must mean this," King said. 

The Bisharp held up his drawn blades and gently made the sharp 
edges touch. Terron and Zekra stared curiously, not sure what to 
expect. 


The blades slowly scrapped against one another. Tiny sparks flew 
out of the steel. 


SCREECH! 


The first time the children heard this horrible sound, they had been 
rather far away from King, so they hadn't received the worst. 
However, that was no longer true. They were right in front of King 
now while he unleashed this ear-shattering attack. 


They were being hit with the full blast. 


Terron and Zekra collapsed onto the ground and immediately, blood 
started to pour from their ears. King swiftly ceased rubbing the metal 
together and had the blades disappear back into his arms. The 
children looked up at him, both of them cringing. 


"Does that answer your question?" King asked. 
"WHAT?" Zekra asked loudly. 


"Hmmm seems that worked too well," King said thoughtfully. "Looks 
like your eardrums have been ruptured." 


"WHAT?!" Zekra then asked again. "| CAN'T HEAR YOU!" 


In annoyance, King took out two Oran Berries from the backpack 
and crammed them into Terron and Zekra's mouths. Terron nearly 
choked on the fruit that was suddenly shoved into his maw, but he 
managed to chew it down. 


As the two of them began to recover their hearing and wounds from 
the previous battle, the sounds of someone running filled the air. 
Terron looked behind him to find a Raichu and Eevee rushing toward 
them. Static was sparking through the Raichu's fur to offer limited 
light to the newcomers. He watched as the two new Pokemon 
stopped in front of the group, both rubbing their ears in agitation. 


"Why'd you have to do that?" the male Raichu cried. "It hurts, you 
know! | told Pokémon I'd be waiting here for them, but | didn't send a 
challenge letter! I'm not interested in fighting anyone!" 


"| was showing these children something," King stated calmly. "I 
apologize for the pain | brought upon your ears." 


"It's fine," the Raichu said as he looked down at Terron and Zekra. 
"But, are you Special Tasks Fellowship members by any chance? | 
never see children at the Fellowship, but you have that sort of look 
that | see the members have." 


"Yes," King answered. "They're new recruits and I'm assisting them. 
Children, show him your marks." 


The two held out their paws and allowed the Raichu to see their 
Fellowship brands. Satisfied with their proof, the Raichu smiled. He 
seemed happy about having their presence with him and didn't, in 
the slightest, seem affected by the blood sprayed all over the group's 
bodies. 


"Tell us your name, fellow Raichu," King said. "It's a custom for our 
organization to know the names of our... customers.” 


"My name is Voltzile," the Raichu introduced before gesturing to the 
Eevee besides him. "And this is my friend, Luna. You Know, the one | 
mentioned in my posting." 


"Nice to meet you three." Luna said with a small bow of her head ina 
quiet feminine voice. 


"But before we talk to you about the incident," Voltzile quickly said, 
"I'd like to see the Thunderstone | asked for. You know, to make sure 
that I'm not being used." 


Terron scoffed at the comment. Voltzile wanted to make sure he 
would get his reward so it didn't feel like he was being cheated. 
However, he was actually cheating the Fellowship by not giving up 
the information willingly. He was wasting the Fellowship's resources. 


"Funny how you would say that when you're-" 


"You can only see it," King interrupted. "You can keep it when you tell 
us all you know. If you try to steal it before then though, well... we're 
going to have some problems. Do we have an understanding?" 


King cast Terron a warning glare. It was only for a second, but Terron 
understood what King was telling him. He needed to keep quiet and 
not ruin the mood of the clients. Otherwise, they might not get the 
information they sought. 


While Terron didn't agree with the duo's intentions, he knew King 
was right with not insulting the Raichu or Eevee. 


"Alright, that's fine," Voltzile said with a shrug. "| can work with that." 


King dug through the travel bag until he pulled out a white cloth that 
was wrapped around an unknown object. He slowly opened up the 
cloth to reveal a small, green stone resting within. Etched into the 
stone's center was an inscription of a lightning bolt. 


Voltzile and Luna stared at it from where they stood. Both of their 
eyes were wide and shining with so much wonder, one could think 
that they had just seen Ho-oh flying past them in the skies. 


"It's so beautiful..." Voltzile said in fascination. "It's just like how | 
remember my Thunderstone was way back then..." 


Terron glanced at the stone, and then looked back at the Raichu in 
confusion. To him, the stone didn't seem all that special. It didn't 
even shine like the Light Ball or have electricity flow through it. It was 
simply just a green rock with a fancy inscription in it. 


Must be a Pokémon thing. Terron reasoned. 


"Now that you've seen your Thunderstone," King said as he put the 
cloth back over the stone, "tell us what you know about the Plagued 
Ones. Tell us all that you know." 


"Luna and | were at Abanor City a few days ago when we saw those 
things,” Voltzile stated as he tried to recall the incident. "We were... 
well, escaping from the law. We escaped prison a while ago and we 
were trying to get the police off our tails. So, we were going to 
Abanor City since that's a pretty small town with not so many 
Pokémon and we didn't think we'd get caught there. However... 
when we got there... it was a bit different than we thought." 


The Raichu went silent, his expression grim from thinking about the 
memory. 


"The town was completely vacant," Luna then said, seeing that the 
Raichu wasn't going to finish his explanation. "Nobody was there. 
The town wasn't destroyed, though. Everything was the way it 
should be, but everyone was gone. We searched all over the place 
for someone, but no one showed up. It was honestly kind of scary 
with nobody around in this city. It was a bit like a ghost town. Right 
when we left the city grounds though, a door opened up from one of 
the houses nearby where we were. | thought it was another 
Pokémon, so | was about to greet them, but... it wasn't a Pokemon. 
It looked like an Absol, but there was something wrong with it. It was 
almost like a ghost. My instincts told me | needed to get out of there, 
but | wanted to know what that thing was. So, Voltzile and | hid 
behind some trees and watched it. It stood there for a while, flinching 
as if something was attacking it. | didn't see anything attacking it 
though, so I'm not sure why it would have done that. But eventually, 
that Absol thing stopped flinching and took off. Somehow, it 
managed to fly even though it didn't have wings. And then Voltzile 
and | ran as fast as we could in case more of those things showed 


up." 
"Did you see where it went?" King asked. 


"It fled east, | believe," the Eevee replied. "Don't really know why 
though since there aren't really any nearby cities in that direction." 


"You're sure there weren't any others of its kind with it?" King then 
asked. 


"No, there weren't anymore,” Voltzile then answered, getting over the 
memory. "At least, none that | saw. I'm pretty sure there was just 
one." 


"| see," King said. "Do you know what it might have been doing at 
that location where no one else was?" 


"Well, I'm not sure." Voltzile said as he scratched his ears. "I don't 
know much about Plagued Ones. | didn't even know that's what that 
Absol was until | heard a rumor about what the Fellowship's real 
purpose is. | mean, that thing was a Plagued One, wasn't it?" 


"From how you describe it, yes," King stated. "However, many of our 
reports always showed that those creatures traveled in swarms. 
Yours is the first to show that they can travel alone. Are you sure all 
this single creature did was cringe for no apparent reason?" 


"Yeah, that's all it did," Voltzile insisted. "It could have been raiding 
the house though. But, that's only a guess. That's everything | know 
and Luna knows. Right?" 


"Afraid so," the Eevee said with a frown. "We probably should have 
investigated the house that the Absol came out of, but we really 
didn't want to stay in that town any longer." 


"And you're being completely honest with us, correct?" King asked. 
"You're not lying to us just to get this valuable Thunderstone? 
Because if you are of course, you know what the Special Tasks 
Fellowship will do to you..." 


Both of the criminals' eyes grew and a grimace appeared on their 
faces. 


"We're not lying!" Voltzile and Luna cried at once. 


The two glanced at one another before Luna let Voltzile say what he 
wanted to say first. 


"If you don't believe us, you can go check Abanor City yourself!" the 
Raichu stated. "No one's there! Everyone's gone!" 


"Besides, why would we lie to you?" Luna asked. "Only an idiot 
would attempt to lie to the Fellowships. We know how talented your 
group is at detecting lies... and don't even get me started on what 
you do to those who you realize are lying. No one wants to be taken 
to the Dusk Mines Fellowship..." 


King stared at the two, his expression unreadable. They glared back, 
their eyes unwavering in their supposed truth. Terron couldn't tell 
whether King was being skeptical or not. He could only wait and see 
what the Bisharp would decide. 


What does the Fellowship do to Pokémon who lie to them? Terron 
wondered. And... why is it the Dusk Mines Fellowship rather than 
ours? What's so special about that one? Where is that one 


anyway... 


"Alright, | choose to believe you two," King said, interrupting the 
Cubone's thought. "Your information will be helpful. Take your 
Thunderstone and get out of here." 


King tossed the wrapped evolution stone at the two. Voltzile caught 
it, unwrapped the cloth, and allowed the two of them to stare in 
wonder at the stone once more. 


"Yes!" Voltzile said with glee. "Now you can be a Jolteon and no one 
will be able to track you! Still have a problem with me... but we'll 
figure that out later!" 


"| recommend you use that stone soon, or else it'll get stolen," King 
advised nonchalantly. "And remember, you don't tell anyone that the 
Fellowship got that for you, nor do you tell anyone about the Plagued 
Ones. Got it?" 


"Yeah, we understand,” Voltzile confirmed. "Thanks for the 
Thunderstone, though. And don't worry; we're not going to break the 


law anymore... maybe. Hope your group manages to stop the 
Plagued Ones! Good luck!" 


"See you!" Luna said with a friendly wave of her paw. 


With that, the two friends ran out of the cave, both happy as could 
be. Terron watched the two leave until they were no longer in sight. 
Once they were gone, he looked up at the Bisharp. 


"How do you know if Pokémon are lying to you when you do stuff like 
this?" Terron asked curiously. "You have that happen to you guys, 
don't you?" 


"Years of practice, Cubone child," King answered simply. "Many of 
our members have the ability to know when someone lies due to 
training. There are always ways to tell when someone is not telling 
the truth. As for if we have ever been lied to, yes, some of our clients 
try to lie to us. They tried to get rewards from us using false 
information. However, we realized it right away and gave them the 
proper punishment." 


"Those two were mentioning something about the Dusk Mine 
Fellowship though..." Terron then said. "They were saying that we 
send criminals to that Fellowship. What did they mean by that?" 


King was quiet for a moment. 


"Whenever we find out we've been lied to, we send those who lied 
over to the Dusk Mines Fellowship," the Bisharp said after a while. 
"The Fellowship of the north. Unlike most of the other Fellowships, 
that one is distant from society. The sole leader felt that his 
Fellowship shouldn't dwell within a city since it runs the risk of having 
the public figure out our true purpose more easily. He felt that 
keeping our secret was more important than having support from the 
city. And that works to our advantage." 


"And why would that be?" Terron asked curiously. 


"There is a specific rule for what we do to liars, and that is that we 
execute them," King replied. "But, we don't execute anyone at our 
Fellowship since we simply don't have anywhere to dispose of the 
bodies that would be out of sight. We don't have a deep and 
powerful river to dump the corpses in like the Nestati Fellowship, a 
convenient graveyard nearby like the Oracion Fellowship, nor the 
ability to drop the bodies off the high mountain tops like the Pledge 
Mountain Fellowship. Our Fellowship is surrounded by inhabited 
land. So, we bring the criminals to Dusk Mines instead and have 
them execute our criminals. No one visits them directly, so they have 
a much easier time disposing of their liars and ours. They don't mind 
slaughtering our liars, though. In fact, | feel at times they enjoy being 
able to have more creatures to slaughter... they seem much too 
happy whenever we bring them a new batch of criminals..." 


"Oh," Terron said. "I see." 


Terron felt a shiver go up his spine at the thought of the other 
Fellowship. He could just see Dusk Mines now with its ominous 
atmosphere and its bloodthirsty members crawling within the base. 


He could see their one leader, sitting upon a throne of corpses with 
paws covered in blood... smiling maliciously. 


Terron desperately wanted to get off the subject. 
He didn't want to Know more about the Fellowship's punishments. 


He didn't want to know further information about the Dusk Mines' 
base. 


He imagined more information would make things worse... if that 
was even possible. 


He'd think about this later, but not in this cave with a Fellowship 
leader. 


The Cubone, for a brief second, started to feel terrified of the 
Fellowship despite knowing they were a helpful and virtuous 
organization. 


"SO are we done?" Terron then asked hastily. "We have anything 
else to do?" 


"No, the mission is finished," King replied. "Now we just have to get 
back to the base, record your mission at registration, and get your 
payment for completing this mission. Then the rest of the day is 
yours to do as you please." 


"Alright, cool," Terron said. 


King made his way to the exit. Terron started to follow behind him. 
He was rather glad this mission was over. He had learned quite 
today, but he nonetheless couldn't wait for the mission to end. He 
wanted to relax after having to travel through a hostile cave with King 
and his creepy information. 


The disturbing images started coming into Terron's head again. 


No, you're thinking about it again. Terron thought to himself. Stop 
thinking about it. Their intentions are good. They just have a very 
odd way of dealing punishments. Stop feeling terrified of them. 


Just then, Terron noticed Zekra wasn't following behind me. He 
stopped worrying about his thoughts and looked back at the Zorua to 
see what was wrong. For some reason, she was standing still and 
her eyes gave the impression that she was in a trance. 


Terron approached her and waved his paw in front of her face. Her 
attention didn't return to reality. 


"Zekra?" he asked. "How come you're standing there? Something 
bothering you?" 


The faraway expression disappeared from the Zorua's eyes as she 
looked up at Terron. Her eyes were filled with calm, but there was a 
lingering emotion of fear. She did her best to hide that fear, but 
Terron could still see it. 


Upon seeing it, he started to get a vague idea of what was bothering 
her. 


"Is it about... those things Voltzile and Luna were talking about?" 
Terron asked, not wanting to say the Plagued Ones' names in front 
of Zekra. 


"Sort of," Zekra said hesitantly. "It's just that... those two criminals... 
they... they remind me of..." 


Zekra wasn't able to say what was on her mind. She stopped in the 
middle of her talking and nervously looked around. 


"Never mind," Zekra said hurriedly. "Forget what | said. Let's just get 
going." 


The Zorua went forward without Terron to exit the cave. Terron stood 
there for a few moments, the conversation replaying over and over in 
his head. 


Once his brain felt he had heard it enough times and stopped playing 
it, Terron finally went to go leave the cave as well. 


Aurora Town 


With the mission over, the three had their Drifblim take them back to 
their town. The ride home was a peaceful and uneventful, allowing 
the team to relax and simply enjoy the sights. Once they had arrived 
at their destination, Terron felt refreshed from all of the battling and 
dungeon crawling. 


Zekra too, was happier than she had been before. The air travel 
must have given her time to relax and clear her thoughts. 


King however, seemed the same as ever. 
Terron wondered if King ever looked happy. 


The three stood outside of the Drifblim Transportation building, 
standing on the sidelines of the road. Occasionally a Pokémon would 
pass by them and stare at Terron due to his lack of helmet, but 
otherwise, the three were left in peace. 


"Congratulations," King said blandly. "You two finished a mission. 
Without dying. That's an accomplishment from how your last mission 
went." 


"Ummm, thanks?" Zekra said unsurely. "So all we have to do now is 
just report our mission and then we're done for the day?" 


"You'll also have to report the information you received from the 
Raichu and Eevee," King added on. "Once you do that though, you'll 
be finished. You can do that by yourself, can't you?" 


"Yeah, of course!" Zekra assured. "That's not hard at all!" 


"Good," King said with a nod. "Now that the mission is finished, my 
time assisting you two is over. | no longer have anything to help you 
with. From this moment onward, you two are on your own." 


"But you're still going to teach me that cool move you used, right?" 
Zekra asked. "You know, the one you used in the dungeon with the 
darkness." 


"Dark Pulse," King verified. "I'll teach you that power another time. 
Come ask me about it when you can manage to take on 'B' Rank 
missions. Then I'll know that you can handle its power." 


Zekra nodded in understanding. King then reached into his backpack 
and pulled out the mission paper and a certain spherical item; the 


Light ball in its deactivated form. 


King handed the two items to Terron. The Cubone looked at the 
sphere oddly for a few seconds, and then looked up at King in 
confusion. He opened his mouth to say something, but King 
answered before words could come. 


"You can keep that Light Ball," King explained. "I've got a million just 
like it. Besides, you need that more than | do in your financially broke 
state." 


King hefted the bag onto his shoulders and began walking away 
from the two. 


"See you children around," the Bisharp said without looking at them. 


Terron and Zekra slowly waved goodbye to the disappearing Team 
Valor member, though they doubted he saw their waves. Once he 
was gone, the two looked at one another. 


"Well, guess that's that," Terron said. "You want to go to the base 
now or do you wanna do something else first?" 


"Probably should go to registration first," Zekra replied. "You know, to 
get it out of the way." 


"Sounds like a good idea," Terron said. "I just hope we can 
remember everything about what Voltzile and Luna told us..." 


The two had gone to the registration office of the Fellowship base 
and much to their dismay, found they had a hard time remembering 
all of the details about Voltzile's story. Apparently, they had to 
remember practically everything about the story. Terron and Zekra 
had only remembered the most important parts of the story, so they 
had spent about half an hour desperately attempting to remember 
the important, seemingly trivial details. Of course, Emdox ended up 


probing Terron's mind anyway to get the entire story, but it was still 
nonetheless an annoying and stressful time. 


However, their efforts were paid off when they were given their 
reward paid by the Fellowship itself: a small sack with 500 Poke. 
Gaining their first 'real' reward was enough for the two to completely 
forget about how irritated they had been. 


And not only that, but it had no fund deductions since it was not an 
outside fund source. 


The two were now sitting at a table in the cafeteria, staring in wonder 
at the small, golden coins they had spread out on the table. They 
had their meals with them, but the two were paying no mind to the 
food. The money was all they could truly focus on. 


"So does having 500 Poke make us rich?" Terron asked Zekra 
eagerly, not quite understanding the currency of the Pokémon world. 


"Well, no, not really," Zekra answered. "| mean, we could buy quite a 
few berries with this kind of money... and maybe there's some 
scarves that are pretty cheap. But if we get this much money every 
day, then we can be rich! | bet the harder missions pay even more 
Poké too!" 


"Pretty sure you're right," Terron said with a nod. "We'll have to go to 
the store and see what we can buy with this later. At least we've got 
this Light Ball for free." 


Terron glanced over at the sphere resting on the table besides his 
meal. Now that it was deactivated, the sphere no longer hada 
lightning bolt moving within. Instead, it looked like an empty, dull 
globe. 


Terron half wanted to activate the item to see the fascinating 
appearance it gave. 


"Wonder where the electricity comes from anyway?" the Cubone 
then wondered. 


"Maybe you have to give it electricity or something." Zekra 
suggested. 


"But King didn't have any electricity," Terron reasoned. "Or, maybe 
he made a spark with his blades or something. Hm, wish he would 
have told us how to use this thing. Hopefully we'll figure out how to 
use it." 


"Yeah, can't be that hard," Zekra said. "But, we'll avoid dungeons in 
caves and mountains until then. Just in case." 


Terron packed up the coins and the Light Ball into the sack before he 
and Zekra started to enjoy their meals. He, as usual, didn't look at 
the Zorua's food in fear that he'd start feeling sick. 


When the two had finished, they turned in their plates to the chefs so 
that they might be washed and reused. They thanked them for the 
meal and headed outside to go visit the store for some shopping. It 
was still afternoon for the two, giving them plenty of time to do 
whatever they wanted the rest of the day. 


As the two left the base, chatting about what items they might find, 
Eclair happened to walk past them so that she could get to the base. 
When the Ninetales noticed their presence, she stopped and made 
her way back to the children. 


"Dear children, | wish to speak to you," Eclair called. 


Terron and Zekra stopped walking. They watched as Eclair caught 
up to where they were and looked upon them. 


"Hi, Eclair," Zekra said with a friendly smile. "What is it?" 


"| was informed that you two completed your mission not long ago." 
the Ninetales said. "| wished to know how it went." 


"Oh, it went fine," Zekra replied. "Nothing really special. Just talked 
to some clients and got some information. We already gave it to 
Emdox, though, and now, we're just going to go to the Kecleon 
Market." 


"Ah, | see," Eclair said. "And how was King? He didn't torment you, 
did he? | have countless memories of King being too brutal with 
others." 


Eclair seemed to smile a bit, as if finding the memories to be 
amusing. 


"Um, no, he was fine," Zekra said awkwardly. "But, how'd you know 
he helped us with the mission?" 


"King told me so yesterday," the Ninetales answered. "It was his 
excuse for not completing an errand for me. Nonetheless, | am glad 
he was able to assist you two. Despite his rather harsh ways, he is 
very knowledgeable and makes a fine mentor. I, myself, still learn 
new things from him all the time." 


"Well okay then," Zekra then said. 


"| hope that we'll be able to do alright on our future missions though,” 
Terron said. "We learned quite a few things about how to survive in 
dungeons and how to prepare for the day, but I'm hoping that will be 
enough to let us succeed from now on. King's not going to help us 
anymore with that. We're kind of on our own now." 


Terron frowned in melancholy at the thought of that. Despite having 
only been tutored for a few hours, Terron could feel the pangs of 
wanting a teacher again. 


While he had been fine before Team Vendetta had King, it was only 
because he didn't get to experience how valuable a mentor was and 
felt Zekra was all he needed. 


But, now that he had the opportunity to have an expert companion 
on the team, Terron felt he couldn't go back. 


Having a professional tag-along meant having a stronger feeling of 
safety, and he didn't want that to go away. 


Even if the tag-along belonged to a group that killed liars. 


Ugh, stop thinking about that! Terron thought in exasperation. Let it 
go! 


"Yeah, I'm kind of worried myself," Zekra added. "| mean... | know a 
lot of things, but having a guide is nice. It's going to be a little odd 
going back to the way things were..." 


"| assure you that you should be fine on your upcoming tasks without 
any guides," Eclair said with a small smile. "However, since | know 
that your doubt still lingers, | will give you advice so that you may 
become more competent and be able to do things on your own." 


Terron and Zekra looked at Eclair, eyes filled with hope and curiosity. 
It got Terron's mind off his tormented thoughts. 


"If you wish to become successful in your later missions, you need to 
start training," Eclair explained. "Simply going on missions will not 
allow you to prosper. You must gain strength outside of the 
Fellowship. Performing only Fellowship tasks will allow you adequate 
competence and independence, but one day, there will be a time 
when you need more than adequateness. How and where you 
choose to train is decided by you, but that is my advice. Seek to gain 
strength on your own time and your power and self-reliance will 
improve more than it ever could by doing only missions." 


"Seek training..." Zekra repeated slowly. 
"Exactly," Eclair replied. "That is how Len, King, and | became 


competent when we belonged to the original Fellowship. We would 
go to the Wildfire Plains after every mission. We would battle the wild 


Pokémon and each other, and also taught one another all we knew. 
And though it took time, we eventually became the way we are now." 


Terron and Zekra nodded thoughitully. 


"Those are my words of wisdom to you," Eclair then said. "You may 
choose to heed it or not." 


The Ninetales looked behind her, towards the giant tree base. 


"| must be going now," she said. "| have a meal to attend to. Take 
care, children." 


The Ninetales left the two behind her as she walked away. Terron 
and Zekra watched her go, thinking about the words she had just 
told them. 


Understanding through Strife 


Chapter 12 


Understanding through Strife 


"Yes, you want two Oran berries, one Cheri berry, one Rawst berry, 
and one Pecha berry, correct?" the green Kecleon asked, a pleasant 
smile on its face. 


"Yep! For our next mission!" Zekra said. 
"Okay, that'll be 150 Poke," the Kecleon replied. 


Terron opened the sack of money he carried and dumped the coins 
into his paw. With Zekra's help, he took the proper amount of coins 
from the pile and set it on the counter before him. The Kecleon 
happily took the money and placed a pile of various berries in its 
place. Terron put the rest of his money back into his sack and then 
gathered the berries into his arms. 


With the purchase now in hand, Terron and Zekra turned around and 
started to leave the store. 


The two were shopping at the Kecleon Market, using their free time 
to buy supplies for their next mission. The store had a vague 
similarity to a candy store with multiple edible items being in barrels, 
orbs sitting on shelves that were tacked into the walls, and scarves 
hanging from hooks. The entire store was run by two Kecleon. The 
two were brothers, one being the normal green kind while the other 
was an odd shade of purple. With their constant smiling and well- 
mannered personalities, the very store had a very welcoming 
atmosphere that might make anyone feel pleasant. 


As Terron and Zekra left the store, the purple Kecleon, who was 
organizing berries into separate barrels, saw them and waved 


cheerfully. 


"Goodbye, you two!" the purple one called. "Come back soon! We 
might be selling some new weather-changing wonder orbs soon!" 


"Alright, we will!" Zekra replied cheerfully. "See you again!" 


With their dungeon-crawling items purchased, the two left the store. 
The children passed up the rest of the merchants in the area, 
searching for any particular items they might want. Sadly, there 
weren't many items that the two wanted or could even afford. Even 
Terron's most sought out item, the Cubone helmet, was nowhere in 
sight. 


However, the children didn't feel too bothered by that. 


The cheeriness of the Kecleon shop had rubbed off on them for the 
time being. 


No longer needing to shop, Terron and Zekra went to the Sandslash 
tunnel to drop off their leftover money there. After that was taken 
care of, the two headed back to the base and set their new items in 
their room. They figured they'd use them for their next mission rather 
than store them away. 


With their errands done, the two now wandered through the streets, 
trying to figure out what to do with the rest of their day. 


"So, Eclair was mentioning something about needing to train," Terron 
stated. "She wasn't too specific about how to do that, but when did 
you want to start this 'training'?" 


"Well, she was mentioning something about fighting wild Pokémon, 
so maybe we can do that," Zekra suggested. "And, we could do it 
right now. | mean, we don't have to get a mission now like King said. 
We could do that later tonight." 


"| Suppose," Terron replied. "It's not like the Fellowship will run out of 
missions. So, back to training, we could go to the Gray Lands. That's 
not too far away. And, | remember there were some wild Pokémon 
roaming the place." 


"We could always go to some Mystery Dungeon as well," Zekra then 
said. "If we go to a regular wild place, the Pokémon will just run 
away from us and make battling difficult. If we go to a dungeon 
though, the Pokémon will naturally attack us and then we'll be forced 
to massacre them. Then for sure we'll get stronger!" 


Terron glanced uneasily at Zekra. 


"Um, | don't think so," Terron replied. "That means that they're more 
likely to seriously hurt us since they're actively trying to attack us. At 
least with the normal wild Pokémon, we can surprise them since 
they're not trying to hurt us most of the time. 


"| suppose you have a point with the Pokémon." Zekra said 
thoughtfully. "Alright, we'll go to the Gray Lands that lack the color 
gray. To the plains!" 


Gray Lands 


The children sat in the middle of the large field, the gentle breeze 
swaying the plants within the field. 


Quiet filled the air, giving the two a sense of calm during their small 
rest. 


The two had spent the past few hours finding their way to the Gray 
Lands. At first, they thought they had to venture through Wayward 
Woods again to get here. However, after a bit of exploring, the two 
realized there was an alternative path to the Gray Lands and went 
through there. 


It took more time to go around the woods, but Terron and Zekra felt it 
was better than having to travel through another Mystery Dungeon 
without any supplies. 


As the two sat quietly among the soft grass and watched birds fly by, 
Terron felt his mind wandering. 


At first, he thought about their day and the many things they learned 
from the leaders of the Fellowship. He felt happy to know that the 
adults had taken time to teach him and Zekra. He couldn't have 
imagined how long it might have been before they learned those 
valuable lessons by themselves. 


They truly were nice Pokémon. 


" There is a specific rule for what we do to liars, and that is that we 
execute them." 


Terron froze up. 
He recognized that voice. 


" We don't have a deep and powerful river to dump the corpses in 
like the Nestati Fellowship, a convenient graveyard nearby like the 
Oracion Fellowship, nor the ability to drop the bodies off the high 
mountain tops like the Pledge Mountain Fellowship." 


The disturbing images started flooding Terron's thoughts. 


" So, we bring the criminals to Dusk Mines instead and have them 
execute our criminals. No one visits them directly, so they have a 
much easier time disposing of their liars and ours. They don't mind 
slaughtering our liars, though. In fact, | feel at times they enjoy being 
able to have more creatures to slaughter... they seem much too 
happy whenever we bring them a new batch of criminals..." 


The smiles of countless killers etched themselves into his brain. 


The ones that stood out the most, however, were the leaders of all 
the Fellowships. 


Terron started smacking himself with his own club, attempting to get 
rid of the faces in his head. 


They weren't going away. 
"Hey, what are you doing?!" Zekra cried. 


Zekra quickly snatched the bone out of Terron's hand with her teeth. 
Terron tried to get it back, but Zekra was quick to get out of the way. 


She leaped backwards, landing a foot away from the Cubone. 


"What's going on?" Zekra asked with the bone still in her mouth. 
"Why were you hitting yourself?" 


Terron sprang at the Zorua, trying to get his weapon back. Zekra had 
seen this coming, however, and took off running in the opposite 
direction. 


Terron started chasing her, feeling rather vulnerable out in the wild 
without his weapon. Though Terron wasn't as fast as Zekra, he 
refused to relent until he got the bone back. 


"Give it back, Zekra!" Terron shouted. "I'm not going to hurt myself 
anymore! Just let me have it back!" 


"That's what everyone says just to get what they want back after it's 
been taken away!" Zekra shouted back. 


Terron continued to chase Zekra, both of them running around 
aimlessly in the Gray Lands. Thankfully, no wild Pokémon decided to 
attack them; they had run away once they saw Terron and Zekra 
running rampant. 


After trying to get the Zorua for several minutes, Terron noticed 
Zekra was starting to slow down. She must have been getting tired. 


Terron, too, felt slightly exhausted, but he pushed himself to catch up 
with Zekra. He slowly started to get near her as her speed faltered. 


Zekra, realizing Terron was nearby, frantically started looking up 
toward the skies. 


Just then, a Swellow flew over their heads. Upon seeing this, Zekra 
leaped into the air as the pink light covered her. 


Terron tried to pounce on her, but he missed and landed on the 
ground. He spit the dirt out of his mouth and looked back up out of 
the grass. 


Terron watched as Zekra turned into a Swellow and took off into the 
skies, high above where Terron couldn't reach her. Though she 
seemed out of breath, she continued to ascend until she was barely 
visible. 


The Cubone collapsed back onto the ground, feeling out of breath 
from running so much. There was no point in running anymore. 
Zekra was a bird now and was going to be that way for a while. The 
best he could do was stay here until she became a Zorua again. 


Terron rolled onto his back as he attempted to gain his composure 
again. While he wasn't happy about chasing around Zekra, he at 
least felt a little better than compared to a few minutes ago. Possibly 
because he was too exhausted to let the disturbing images get into 
his head. 


Why'd I have to be friends with a Zorua? Terron thought. They can 
change so easily to make things work to their advantage... 


Not long after thinking this, Terron saw a figure descending from the 
sky. Knowing what to expect, he sat up in the grass and watched as 
Zekra came falling down in her Zorua form, the bone still in her jaws. 


THUMP! 


Zekra landed on the ground, not too far from where Terron sat, 
tumbling along the grass as her momentum slowed. By the time she 
had stopped rolling around, Zekra was a couple feet away from her 
landing site and panting. 


Thankfully, she didn't seem to have any injuries. 


Terron slowly got to his feet and made his way toward her. Zekra, 
despite being exhausted, started getting to her feet as if to take off. 
But before she could do that, Terron managed to grab his weapon 
that was sticking out of her mouth and attempted to pull it out. 


Zekra clamped her teeth down on the bone and resisted. 


The two then entered a small tug-of-war, neither wanting to give up 
their hold on the item. 


It was Terron, though, that managed to win after a minute. 


Once he got his weapon back, Terron plopped down on the ground a 
few feet away from the Zorua, needing a break. He held onto the 
bone tightly, not wanting Zekra to steal it from him again. 


There was quiet for another minute as the two slowly regained their 
energy. 


After that minute passed, Zekra finally spoke. 


"Why were you hitting yourself, Terron?" Zekra asked, sounding 
more concerned than earlier. 


Terron glanced at the ground. He considered telling Zekra a lie, but 
then, he realized that he and Zekra were alone. There were no 
Fellowship members in the area to hear them. They were all back in 
Aurora Town or still out on missions. 


Besides, he and Zekra were friends. If he wanted to stay friends with 
her, Terron knew he had to be honest and admit to what was going 


on. They needed to share secrets with each other, just like they had 
the first day they met. 


"| was trying to get these thoughts out of my head," Terron said with 
a sigh. "They were bothering me a lot." 


"What kind of thoughts?" Zekra asked curiously. 
Terron looked over at the Zorua, a hesitant look in his eyes. 


"Well, I've been thinking about the Fellowship lately," Terron began. 
"Though specifically, it was the information King told us about. You 
know, with how they punish liars. That information really disturbed 
me. | mean... killing Pokémon just because they lied to us? Th- 
That's just really creepy. I'm starting to feel terrified of being in this 
Fellowship, Knowing that we do that." 


"Oh, | see," Zekra replied. "But, you don't need to worry. We both 
know that the Fellowship has good intentions. They just do that since 
they have rather strict rules and don't want to be messed with. But 
taking that away, they're still nice Pokémon. The leaders even 
helped us feel better when we were sad, and when we needed some 
pointers as to how to get better at missions." 


"Yeah, | know that," Terron said. "But it still bothers me. The 
Fellowship does really weird things. | mean, first they mark us like 
they're branding us, and then they tell us that they kill Pokémon who 
lie to them. It's... It's just bothering me." 


"| don't know what this ‘branding’ is," Zekra started to say, "but, what 
do you want to do then about the Fellowship if it's bothering you so 
much?" 


"| don't really know," Terron said quietly. "| mean, we can't just leave 
the Fellowship; we have nowhere to go. Plus, | do like the place 
despite their creepy tendencies. | just feel... horrified by the 
information. And | really want to forget that | know what the 
Fellowship does." 


Zekra started to think about something. 


"Does knowing that we kill liars disturb you?" Terron asked before 
Zekra could talk. 


"Well... only a little," Zekra answered hesitantly. 
There was silence for ten seconds. 


"You're not?" Terron asked, sounding more surprised than uneasy. 
"Why?" 


"I'm a dark-type, which means those kinds of Pokémon are bit 
more... well, dark in ways of thinking and doing things compared to 
other types," Zekra explained. "I'm used to disturbing things because 
I'm one of those dark types. | don't mind killing wild Pokémon in such 
gruesome ways because of that, for example. So, yes, this idea of 
killing clients is rather creepy... but it's not enough to bother me. 
Dark types were made to be able to handle gruesome things without 
much thought. It's our mindset." 


"Oh, | see." Terron said. 


"Yeah, but | can understand why you're bothered,” Zekra then said. 
"But, it's not too bad, like | said. The Fellowship has more positive 
sides to them than negative after all. So, just try to get used to those 
creepy traits, | Suppose." 


"But how?" Terron asked. "| can't imagine ever getting used to that. 
It's like | have blood on my hands that won't wash away..." 


"Well, you seem to be getting used to me and my disturbing ways." 
Zekra said with a smile. "So, maybe if you can do that, you can also 
do that with the Fellowship. Sometimes, you just have to accept 
things for the way they are." 


"Maybe," Terron replied. "Maybe. I'll try. Looks like | have a lot of 
things to adjust to now that I'm a Pokemon. First the body and 


powers, the time thing, and now this... being a Pokémon sure takes 
a lot of work." 


"You'll get used to it," Zekra said with a chuckle. 


Terron, now feeling slightly better about the situation, got up and 
walked up to her. 


"So when do you want to find some wild Pokémon to fight?" Terron 
asked. "That's why we're here after all." 


"Oh, right, we were doing that," Zekra replied. "Well, I'm kinda tired 
from having to transform while | was getting exhausted, so let's just 
take another break for a while. The sun should be up for a few more 
hours." 


"Yeah, that's probably a good idea," Terron remarked. "I could use a 
bit of a break myself." 


Terron sat down and the two, once again, relaxed in the early 
summer weather. Terron rested his head against Zekra's side to get 
comfortable and watched clouds go by with his friend. They named 
the various images they could identify, whether they were simple 
outlines of Pokémon or things that Terron remembered from the 
human world. If he ever found the latter, he would explain them to 
Zekra, who didn't always understand the concepts even after they 
were explained. 


Eventually though, after a while of making up shapes in cloud 
formations, the two fell asleep from tiredness. 


An hour later, Terron and Zekra started to smell the scent of smoke 
in the air. It woke them both up from their naps. 


A couple yards away, there was a large cloud of black haze. It was 
slowly spreading throughout the plains, making its way over to the 
two. 


Curious as to know what was going on, Terron and Zekra got to their 
feet and hastily made their way over to the smoke. Their nap had 
provided them recovery from their running and transforming, which 
made getting to the sight quickly very easy. 


Once the two were a foot away from the outermost part of the black 
cloud, they peered inside to see if they could spot anything. 


Unfortunately, the smoke was much too thick for them to make out 
anything. 


The two looked at one another. 


"This looks a lot like a smokescreen," Zekra said. "It's too thick for it 
to be anormal fire. There's probably a Pokémon causing this inside 
there." 


"| wonder why a Pokémon would be making this, though," Terron 
said in response. "I can't think of a practical reason to make a whole 
bunch of smoke." 


"Hmmm, maybe there's another wild Pokemon in there and the 
original Pokémon is fighting it," Zekra suggested. "Could be that the 
smoke is being used to blind the enemy." 


An eager smile grew on Zekra's muzzle. 

"Which means... this would be the perfect opportunity to fight and 
gain experience!" Zekra proclaimed. "Visibility is clearly limited, so 
we could do a Surprise attack and we'll be striking an already 
weakened enemy! And visibility won't be a problem for me!" 


"Would we be able to breathe in there, though?" Terron then asked. 
"That smoke looks pretty thick." 


"Well, only one way to find out!" Zekra said enthusiastically. 


Without another word, Zekra darted into the haze. Terron 
immediately lost sight of the Zorua. 


The Cubone was considering whether he should risk going into the 
cloud of darkness, when suddenly, a bright and orange light glowed 
within the cloud. 


"Arrogant Pokémon of darkness!" a deep and powerful voice 
exclaimed. "How dare you attempt to attack me!?" 


FWOOSH! 


Zekra immediately came running out of the smokescreen, sections of 
her fur singed. Her eyes were wide with panic. 


"Retreat! Retreat!" the Zorua cried. 
"Zekra, what's going-" 
FWOOSH! 


A large stream of flame spewed out of the cloud, nearly missing 
Terron. Even still, he could feel the intense heat coming off that burst 
and it nearly scorched his arm. 


Out of pure reaction, Terron started running as well. 


"Get back here!" the voice yelled. "You must receive your penalty for 
your actions!" 


Terron turned his head to see what was behind him. He was 
expecting an enormous fire-type Pokémon that would suit the 
unknown voice. He figured it was an Arcanine or Emboar since they 
were rather large Pokémon that could produce such deep voices. 


Much to Terron's surprise, the Pokémon that emerged from the black 
haze was a Quilava. While normally Terron wouldn't have found this 
Pokémon to be very intimidating, this one had an intense glare of 
rage etched into its eyes. 


Terron had only seen that much rage in Zekra whenever she was 
offended. 


Seeing it on a different Pokémon that seemed set out to murder 
them was somewhat terrifying. 


"You cannot escape!" the Quilava shouted, confirming it was the 
voice from earlier. 


The Quilava immediately picked up speed, rushing toward Zekra. 
Once it had managed to close much of the distance, the Quilava 
fired a swarm of star-shaped energies from its mouth. Zekra 
attempted to swerve out of the way, but the Quilava was quick to 
cease its attack and lunged at Zekra's change in direction. 


Its body caught fire, causing the Quilava to gain a quick burst of 
speed. 


Zekra didn't move out of the way in time. 


Terron watched in horror as the Quilava rammed its head into 
Zekra's side, knocking her into the ground. Her side immediately 
caugNt fire. Zekra attempted to roll around in the grass to put the fire 
out, and though she managed, it also made the plants surrounding 
her catch fire. 


Terron started running toward Zekra, wanting to assist her. However, 
the Quilava noticed his presence and acknowledged it by releasing a 
pillar of fire at him. Terron attempted to move out of the way, though 
he wasn't fast enough to avoid all of the attack. His hand got the 
brunt of the attack, which caused Terron to instinctively bury his hand 
in the soil below him. 


The Quilava looked down at Zekra, a scowl apparent on its face. It 
was no longer coated in fire. 


It put its foot on Zekra's burnt fur so that she wouldn't attempt to get 
away. 


"Now that you have received your punishment for attempting to 
batter me, | will ask you a question," it said. "Why did you do such?" 


"What?" Zekra asked, too preoccupied by the fire around her to 
understand the question. 


The Quilava stamped out the flames growing around Zekra with its 
free foot. Once it had done that, it looked back at the Zorua. 


"| will say it again; why did you attack me?" the Quilava said witha 
cold voice. "Answer the question." 


"| thought you were a wild Pokémon!" Zekra explained hastily, 
wanting to get away from the fire-type. "That's what my friend and | 
were out here for! We wanted to train and we thought that you were 
a good target since you were in the smokescreen! You know, since 
Pokémon get blinded in those things!" 


The Quilava let out a snort, making small streams of fire come out of 
its nostrils. 


"Is that so?" the Quilava asked. "You believe that a field feral has the 
capability to understand the mechanics and advantages of 
impenetrable smog?" 


"Yeah..." Zekra said nervously. 


The Quilava stared at Zekra with a doubtful expression. It then 
looked over at Terron, who was checking to see if his hand had 
sustained any serious burns. 


"Acquaintance of this darkness Pokémon!" the Quilava called. 
Terron looked up and turned his head to the Quilava. 


"Come here so that | may question you and verify the information 
your companion gives to me," it said. 


The Cubone reluctantly made his way over. He was somewhat 
relieved that this Quilava was no longer attacking them, but he was 
still worried about what it would do if Terron didn't properly answer 
the questions. 


He could only imagine what the Quilava would do to Zekra. 


Terron stopped in couple feet away from the fire-type, wanting to 
keep a distance from it. 


"Do you vouch for your friend when she says that she attacked me 
because she mistook me for a feral and thought she would gain 
strength from that?" the Quilava asked. 


"Yeah, | do." Terron said quietly, not making eye contact with the fire 
type. "That's what happened. We're sorry, though. It was a 
misunderstanding.” 


The Quilava eyed Terron. After a moment, it decided to believe 
Terron and took its paw off Zekra. Zekra immediately got to her feet 
and went next to Terron. 


"Fine. | shall believe your truth," the Quilava said. "You no longer 
have reason to fear me." 


Zekra and Terron let out a sigh of relief. 


"You mention that you desire to train, if | remember so correctly," the 
Quilava then said. "Is this so?" 


"Yeah, we're trying to get stronger." Terron answered. "We figured 
battling wild Pokémon would help with that." 


The Quilava started to consider something. It then started to walk 
away from the two. 


"If you wish to gain strength, then follow me," the Quilava said 
without looking at the children. "| know of a more suitable place 
where your skills may grow and prosper." 


Terron and Zekra looked at one another, unsure of whether they 
should follow the Quilava that they barely met. However, as the 
Quilava grew farther away from them, the two hastily made up their 
minds and ran after the fire type. 


"| believe you never gave me your names." the Quilava said as the 
children caught up to it. "What are they?" 


"Oh, I'm Zekra," the Zorua introduced. "And this my friend, Terron. 
What's your name?" 


"My name is Novus,” the Quilava said. "Nice to meet you, Terron and 
Zekra." 


Aurora Town 


After some time of walking in silence, the group made it back out of 
the Gray Lands and into the beloved town Zekra and Terron called 
home. 


"Now that we have come back to Aurora Town, allow me to show 
you the place where you main gain the strength you seek," Novus 
said. 


Novus then led the children to the north side of town nearby the 
police station. Eventually, after much more walking, Novus stopped a 
few feet away from a particular building. Zekra and Terron glanced at 
it curiously. 


It was a large, dome-shaped building that appeared to be made of 
many differently-colored bricks. At the very top of the dome was a 
flag on a pole, bearing a picture of an Infernape and Medicham 
throwing fists of fire at one another. 


"This is a gymnasium," the Quilava explained. "Many Pokémon 
come here to learn new techniques for battle. | felt that because you 
two seek a form of that, this organization would suit your needs." 


"Yeah, that'd be great, actually!" Zekra said happily. "But, how do you 
know about this place? No one | know mentions this place." 


"Others you know may not know of here, due to not feeling the need 
of training," Novus suggested. "As for why | know, it is because | am 
one of the trainers here." 


Terron and Zekra looked at the Quilava, their faces clearly 
expressing their surprise. 


"You are?" Zekra asked. "But, then how come you were in the Gray 
Lands if you work here?" 


"| was practicing the art of using black haze," Novus said. "| wanted 
to see how wide | could make the radius of the skill. | needed as 
much space as possible, and | felt a vacant field was a choice place 
to practice." 


"Oh, | see," Zekra said with a nod. "Makes sense | suppose." 


"Now that your questions have been answered, let us go inside," 
Novus then said. 


Novus led the two into the doorway at the front. Once the three 
entered inside of the dome, Terron and Zekra looked around in 
wonder. The room they stood in had literally nothing in it, but what 
the two were marveling at were actually several different doorways 
surrounding the room. Each doorway seemed to lead into a hallway 
that would lead into another room. Above each entrance was a 
symbol of sorts, such as an orange and red flame, a bolt of yellow, 
circular shapes of blue, wisp-like streams, and more. 


Light flooded in from above through various windows in the ceiling. 


A few Pokémon were standing nearby the doors, as if waiting for the 
trainers. A couple of the Pokémon talked to one another as they 
waited. None seemed to pay any attention to the group. 


"Each of these hallways leads to a room where a trainer may help 
you." Novus explained. "As evident by the symbols above each hall, 
every trainer is a different element so they can help everyone." 


"Really?" Zekra asked curiously. "Who's the trainer for the dark kinds 
like myself?" 


"You will have to discover that for yourself," Novus simply replied. 
"| sure will!" Zekra said eagerly. 


She immediately dashed down the hallway bearing the symbol of 
dark violet eyes that were narrowed in an almost malevolent 
expression. 


As Terron watched her disappear, the Quilava glanced at the hall 
meant for the fire types and saw a Monferno standing outside it. It 
was tapping its foot against the ground impatiently. 


"| have someone | need to assist, so | will be leaving you," Novus 
said to Terron. "You are free to come and go as you please in this 
gymnasium. There is no fee required." 


"Oh, okay then," Terron said. "But, before you go; how do you guys 
run this place if we don't have to pay you?" 


"The city pays for it," Novus answered. "They gave us money to 
construct this gymnasium, and also give us payment for being 
instructors. They felt that it was necessary to train others in the arts 
of battle since, after all, it is what we Pokémon are known for. No 
Pokémon should be lacking in those skills." 


"Oh, | see," Terron said. "Alright. Well, see you later, | suppose." 


Novus didn't answer back and walked over to the fire- type chamber, 
where he began speaking with the Monferno. 


Terron, no longer needing to talk to Novus, started to head toward 
the room Zekra had disappeared into since he was always with her 
wherever they went. 


But before he could, Terron saw the symbol for the ground types on 
a nearby hallway. 


It was a tornado of sand, flinging dirt in all directions. 


Upon seeing it, Terron's curiosity started to grow. He wanted to 
follow Zekra, but he knew he'd have no use in being with her with a 
dark-type trainer. He had no plans to harness dark powers, nor did 
he feel he wanted to train against the dark-types at the moment 


He made his way into the hall of the ground types and proceeded 
through it. Once at the end of the hall, he found himself in a new 
room that was much bigger than the previous room. The room itself 
was mostly unremarkable, with the walls being completely barren 
and the flooring simply being the dirt from the ground. 


However, there was one aspect of the room that immediately caught 
Terron's eye: 


The giant, reddish clay statue that stood proudly at the end of the 
room. 


Terron approached the strange statue and stopped in front of its 
enormous mass. The statue stood high above the Cubone, its head 
slightly lowered so that it seemed to be looking directly at Terron. 
Standing before this unknown creature made Terron feel incredibly 
small despite being shorter than many Pokémon he met. 


The Cubone glanced up at the statue's eyes, curiosity in his eyes. 
"Oh, | see you're visiting Groudon." 


Terron quickly turned his head to find a Donphan standing next to 
another door in the room. Alarmed by the sudden presence, Terron 
hastily took a step backwards. Memories of his incident with the wild 
Donphan came to mind. 


However, once he realized that this Donphan was sentient, Terron 
was quick to calm down. He wasn't going to be attacked like last 
time. 


"Groudon?" Terron asked oddly. "Is that what this is?" 


"Why, of course!" the Donphan replied as it made its way over to 
Terron. "You don't recognize him? When this statue was crafted, we 
made sure that his features were exact to as how the legends 
describe him!" 


"He's a Pokémon, right?" Terron then said. "He looks kind of 
familiar... but | can't remember much about him." 


"A Pokémon who's never heard of Groudon... and a ground 
Pokémon at that!" the Donphan huffed. "Groudon is the one who 
created the lands of the world! He is our kind's guardian! He is the 
one who gave us a home within the oceans ruled by Kyogre! We can 
live because of his influence! You must be incredibly sheltered not to 
know the creator of the land. Every ground Pokémon practically 
worships Groudon." 


Terron didn't know how to reply. Seeing this, the Donphan let out a 
sigh to cool down. 


"So | can assume you're here because you want to train, right?" the 
elephant asked. 


"Yeah, | was told this place can help me become stronger," Terron 
replied as he brought his attention to the Donphan. "Are you the 
trainer of the ground types?" 


"Why, yes | am!" the Donphan said proudly. "Master Tunra at your 
service! And who might you be, new trainee?" 


"Terron," the Cubone answered. "Nice to meet you, Master Tunra." 


The Donphan gave a pleasant smile. He opened his mouth to say 
something, but then stopped when he seemed to notice something 
about Terron. 


"Pardon me for asking this," Tunra then said, "but why is it that you 
don't have a helmet? | realize you're a Cubone due to the weapon in 
your hands... but never before have | seen one of your kind not wear 
their helmet." 


Terron frowned hard, though he didn't dare show his annoyance in 
any more ways. 


"| lost it," Terron replied blandly. "| woke up one morning and it wasn't 
on my head anymore. It was probably stolen more than likely, but it's 
gone. I'm trying to get a new one, though." 


"Oh, | see," the Donphan said. "That's what happened." 
There was an awkward pause between the two. 


"... Well, let's get started on your training," Tunra then said. "Let's go 
to the center of the room." 


Terron nodded as he followed the Donphan to the middle of the 
room. Once the two made it there, they created a few feet of 
distance between one another. Tunra stared at the Cubone oddly for 
a moment before he glanced downward. 


"I've never trained a Cubone in all honesty," Tunra stated. "In fact, | 
didn't even know you Cubone and Marowak left the wild to live in 
society. | always thought you stayed in the wild since it suited your 
ways better than society's. However, | see you prove that wrong." 


Tunra started to pace around, contemplating. 


"“Cubone and Marowak, despite being ground Pokémon, are quite 
different from other ground types,” Tunra continued. "You rely on 
your weapons to win battles. Hardly do | see your kind using the 
abilities known to the Pokémon of ground. You don't bury 
underground to strike your enemies from below. You don't 
manipulate the ground to cause quakes or make it erupt with power. 
Never do you use the dirt beneath your feet. You Cubone and 


Marowak are one of us ground types... yet you do not act like us. 
I've never had to train ground types who don't normally use the soil 
to their advantage..." 


"So are you saying that you can't teach me anything?" Terron asked. 


"No, | can teach you," the ground master replied. "It's just that | 
normally teach those who come here how to improve their powers 
over the ground. If | were to teach you, | would have to start with the 
very basics before | teach you what | normally teach. You see, 
despite preferring bones as a means of offense, you can still learn 
how to use abilities the rest of us ground types have. Even if you 
weren't meant to use such abilities, you can still acquire them with 
training. Of course... | haven't taught basics in a very long time..." 


"But you can still teach me, right?" Terron asked. 


"Perhaps," Tunra said. "However... like | said, | may need to adjust 
my teaching methods in order to teach you." 


"Alright, well what do you have in mind?" Terron asked curiously. 


The Donphan stopped and brought his gaze over to Terron. There 
was uncertainty in the trainer's eyes. 


"I'm not entirely sure, but | believe the best way to teach you for 
now..." 


Tunra suddenly curled up into a tight ball. Terron's eyes grew as the 
rolled- up Donphan started to speed toward him. 


"... IS to see what level your current combat skills are at and see 
what | can do from there." 


The Cubone hastily moved out of the way as fast as he could. The 
roaming Donphan swept past him, kicking up dirt into the air and 
getting into Terron's eyes. Terron started to rub his eyes. 


"Isn't there some other way you can test me?!" Terron cried. "| don't 
want to fight! | can't beat you! | tried once with a wild Donphan and | 
didn't have the right skills to do it!" 


Terron lowered his hands after his eyes were clear again. However, 
upon opening his eyes, the only thing he saw was a rolled up Tunra 
two seconds away from running him over. 


Terron held up his weapon to block the attack. He knew his efforts 
were futile against such a high velocity assault, but it was all he 
could think of doing besides standing there. 


Terron closed his eyes and prepared for the inevitable pain. 
THUD! 


Terron could feel Tunra slam into his weapon. He could feel himself 
getting pushed backwards a little, but he didn't fall over as he 
thought. However, it would only be a second longer before he would 
get crushed anyway. 


Terron took in a deep breath. 

This is it. Terron thought. This is where | get run over and no doubt 
get all of my bones broken. Or maybe I'll die. | shouldn't have to put 
up with this just to train... 

He shut his eyes tighter and grit his teeth. 

The second where he thought he would be run over passed. 

Terron hadn't been crushed yet. 

Another second passed by and Terron was still not injured. 


The Cubone, in his confusion, slowly opened his eyes. 


Tunra was right in front of him, attempting to roll into the Cubone. 
However, something was preventing him and thus keeping him 


spinning in place. Terron looked up to find that his bone club was 
what kept the Donphan in place. Terron was somehow holding the 
Donphan back with the weapon. 


"How... How am | doing this?" Terron asked in disbelief. "How am | 
able to stop you from running me over?" 


"Many ground Pokémon have strong muscles.” the Donphan 
explained as he continued to roll. "It's what helps us to bury 
underground so quickly and control the ground. It's also useful for 
regular attacks such as charging an enemy. You are no different. 
However... | am simply using a fraction of my own strength. Let's 
see if you can continue to hold me back when | start trying more..." 


Terron felt the momentum of Tunra increase, causing him to slowly 
slide backwards. He tried to keep his feet firmly in one spot, but they 
couldn't handle the increase of power. His feet dragged across the 
ground. 


Terron leaned forward to help increase his own power, but it hardly 
did any good. 


"You're going to kill me if you run me over!" Terron shouted when he 
realized he couldn't do much else. "Can we call it quits before that 
happens?! | get it! | Know | have a lot of strength now! Killing me 
won't help me learn though!" 


"You won't die!" Tunra insisted. "Besides, you need this! The only 
way you can ever improve your strength is to get used to intense 
situations! If you don't suffer, then you'll never grow stronger!" 


Yeah, no pain, no gain. Terron thought irritably. Seems humans and 
Pokémon both share that concept. 


Crack... 


Terron looked up at the bone in his hands. Much to his horror, a 
crack had formed down the middle. 


"No." 


The crack grew wider. Terron could see a small glimpse of the 
marrow in the bone. 


"No." 

The bone split into two pieces, shards of cartilage flying into the air. 
" NOI" 

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! 


Terron fell backwards as the Donphan proceeded with running over 
him. Terron couldn't breathe as several of his bones snapped from 
the massive weight. His insides became crushed and for a brief 
moment, Terron felt he was going to upchuck all of his organs. 


After Tunra had finished rolling over the Cubone, Terron lay there on 
the ground, unable to get up. Raspy breaths came from Terron as he 
attempted to breathe. 


As he remained there in his pathetic state, Terron saw Tunra in his 
normal form, looking down at him. He seemed to have an almost 
disappointed expression in his eyes. 


"Hmmm, seems your strength hasn't developed much," the Donphan 
stated. "You have strength... just not enough to be considered 
adequate. Well, looks like that'll have to be the first skill we work on. 
No ground type should have lacking physical strength." 


"C-Can't b-breathe," Terron attempted to say. 

"And your endurance too, apparently," Tunra then added 
thoughtfully. "You should be able to handle being run over and 
getting right back up." 


Terron gave a shaky glare to the Donphan as he tried to get up. 
However, he found that his muscles refused to function and kept him 


pinned down. The ground master let out a sigh as he went to go 
retrieve an Oran berry that was resting on a shelf. He then came 
back to the Cubone and dropped it in Terron's mouth. 


Terron slowly chewed down the berry, giving him some strength to sit 
up. Breathing started becoming easy again. 


"| was able to hold you back," Terron said slowly, trying to catch his 
breath. "You're saying that isn't a sufficient amount of physical 
strength? How? That's an impressive feat to me." 


"I'm afraid not, compared to what | have taught," Tunra replied. "I 
have seen others not only hold back my rolls, but also toss me 
across the room in that state. And those weren't even my expert 
students. So yes, | have much to improve in you. We'll start with 
getting your strength and endurance at a reasonable level so you 
may then learn decent ground techniques. | can't teach you how to 
use the dirt beneath your feet until you've grown in those two areas." 


Terron let out a sigh. He hated to know that he was rather weak. 


Yet at the same time, Terron was happy to know that he could 
improve. If he could stop a rolled-up Donphan now, then what more 
amazing things could he do later with more training? 


"We'll start your training the next time you come here," Tunra 
declared. "| believe it's almost evening, and you should probably go 
home. So we'll end now. Until then, | have an assignment for you." 


"What would that be?" Terron asked curiously. 


Tunra gestured over to the shattered remains of Terron's bone club. 
Terron looked upon his weapon in pity. 


"As you can see, your main weapon has been destroyed," Tunra 
said. "So, | want you to go find a new one. However, don't get any 
old bone; find one that belongs to a dragon or a fighting Pokémon." 


"Why those kinds of Pokemon?" Terron asked. 


"Those kinds of Pokemon have the strongest bones of all Pokémon," 
Tunra answered. "Their bones never break no matter how much 
damage is done to them, due to all the abuse they go through. If you 
can find one of their bones, | can guarantee that it will remain whole 
no matter how much you use it." 


"Hmm, | see," Terron said with a nod. "Well, I'll look into that. I'll try to 
find a place that might have some skeletons of those Pokémon." 


"Good," the Donphan said pleasantly. "I'm sure you'll manage to get 
one." 


"Alright, well thanks, Master Tunra," Terron said as he got to his feet. 
"I'll see you in a couple of days or so.” 


The Donphan waved goodbye with his trunk as Terron managed to 
exit the room. His muscles were still sore from being run over, and 
he felt bad that his weapon was ruined, but Terron managed to get 
over it. He did so by telling himself that he'd be able to rest and geta 
temporary bone from the kitchen very soon. 


Once Terron made it back to the main room, he found Zekra waiting 
for him outside the dark-type chamber. 


"Oh hey, | thought you were in there!" Zekra said as she came over 
to the Cubone. "Could hear talking from inside. How'd it go?" 


"Good, good," Terron answered. "| got an assignment to do. I'll 
explain it to you later, though. How about you and your teacher?" 


"Oh, she was nice," Zekra said with a smile. "Her name's Cres. She's 
very nice and she said that she can teach me quite a bit. She might 
even be able to help with my illusion powers even though she's not a 
Zoroark or anything!" 


"Huh, well that is something," Terron said impressively. "Well, seems 
like we've found the perfect place to train. Sure beats trying to fight 
wild Pokemon. We can just take a quick walk through town now and 
have experts teach us. We'll have to thank Novus for showing us this 
place when we see him again. For now, though, let's just go back to 
the base and get some dinner and find tomorrow's mission. | think 
we've had enough excitement for one day." 


The Grave Findings 


Chapter 13 


The Grave Findings 


It was the very next day for Terron and Zekra. 


The two had already gone on their daily mission, which involved yet 
another fetch quest regarding a lost item, Known as a Heal Ribbon 
by their Froakie client. The children had felt they needed to redeem 
themselves after how their last item-search mission ended. 


Despite how the two had been slightly nervous about being on their 
own again, they did well. Their mission took place in yet another 
Mystery Dungeon, this one called Nemesis Forest. There had been 
resistance, of course, in trying to accomplish the mission. Many 
times, wild Pokémon would try to kill the children or steal their food, 
almost getting away with it. Sometimes, the two even thought they 
were going around in circles. However, the two remembered King's 
lessons and were able to fare well against the attacks and managed 
to find their way through the forest. Eventually, the two had 
succeeded in their mission. They had found the item and brought it 
back to the original owner via flying over to the city the owner lived 
in. The owner, once verifying they brought back the right item, then 
gave them their payment of 450 Poke. 


The two had then reported their success to Emdox once they got 
back to Aurora Town, who ended up taking a fraction of their money 
due to the Fellowship's deductions. However, the two weren't too 
bothered by this, and bought some supplies before storing the 
remaining amounts of the money away at the Sandslash tunnel. 


With much of their day spent, it was thought that the two would go to 
the gym and train until evening, just as they had done the previous 


day. Then they would go to the base, eat dinner, select a mission, 
and go to bed. It seemed like an ideal routine. 


Today, however, they decided to try something else. 


They were going to go to a special destination they had looked up 
the previous night on the Fellowship's guide to every location in 
Shiron; a place where Terron's assignment could be fulfilled. 


It had taken about an hour of searching to find a suitable location 
that fit the needs of both their abilities and types of wild Pokémon, 
but eventually the two found a dwelling that fulfilled all their 
qualifications. 


Terron and Zekra sat in the arms of Drifblim, enjoying the warm 
breeze blowing through the air as they were carried towards this 
special destination. 


Terron watched from his seat, with the Fellowship bag around his 
body and temporary bone club in hand, as the landscape passed by. 
He still felt the nagging sense of discontent a ground-type feels when 
separated from the ground, but he tried not to focus on it. 


He looked over at Zekra, who was humming an upbeat tune to 
herself. 


"Hey Zekra," Terron started to say, "We'll be back by sunset, right? | 
mean, what time is it?" 


Zekra stopped humming and started to think. 

"Hmm, it's a couple hours after noon right now," Zekra answered. 
"SO, depending on how quickly we get to the place, we should be 
able to get back on time." 


Zekra then looked up at the Drifblim carrying her. 


"Do you know how long it takes to get to the destination?" Zekra then 
asked. 


"I'd say about an hour from Aurora Town," the Drifblim said. "From 
where we are now, though, I'd say we have fifteen minutes left." 


"Alright, thanks," Zekra said with a smile before looking back at 
Terron. "So, yeah, we should be back by sunset. And even if we're 
not, well, it's not a big deal. Just as long as we get there withina 
couple of hours after dusk. You know, so we can get enough sleep 
for tomorrow." 


"That's good to hear," Terron said with a smile. "Well, hopefully, we'll 
make it back on time. It might be kinda creepy flying in the middle of 
the night, being unable to see where you're going..." 


"You don't need to worry about that," the Drifblim holding Terron said. 
"We can see where we're going at all times, even if light isn't 
available. It's a talent of ghost Pokémon.” 


"Suppose so," Terron said. "Still, doesn't mean that flying in the 
complete darkness won't creep me out though since / can't see 
where we're going." 


The Drifblim said nothing. 


After those fifteen minutes had passed, Terron saw their destination 
come into view. His eyes became bright as excitement rushed 
through his veins. 


Before the four Pokémon was a mountain. It was a large mountain, 
though it seemed even larger to the group due to how low they were 
flying. Thin clouds surrounded the upper portion of the mountain, 
creating a type of veil over the land formation. The visible parts of 
the mountain were a dark brown with specks of green scattered 
across the surface. 


"Diamond Dust Mountain," Terron said in wonder. "That's the place." 


"It's weird that they give it that name though when it's only all frosty 
and pretty in the winter," Zekra then said. "Right now, it looks like a 


regular mountain. | guess Summer does that..." 
Something in Zekra's mind seemed to click. 


"That's right, it's summer now," she muttered to herself. "I barely 
noticed with all the stuff that's been going on..." 


Zekra seemed to drift off, getting lost in her thoughts. 


"Maybe it just stood out better than the other mountains during the 
winter and they felt it deserved that name," Terron suggested, 
oblivious to Zekra's change in behavior. "Hm, maybe we could visit 
the place in the winter to see if it really does look like a solid piece of 
ice like the book said..." 


"It's better this way," Zekra said indifferently, not paying much 
attention anymore. "Means there isn't any ice or snow we have to 
walk through." 


The Drifblim gently descended and brought the children to the base 
of the mountain. Once there, they set the children down and floated 
a few inches off the ground behind them. 


"We'll be waiting here until you're ready to come back," Zekra's 
Drifblim said. "Don't worry about us; take your time." 


"You guys don't get bored or anything?" Terron asked curiously. 


"No, not really," his Drifblim replied. "We pass the time by talking to 
one another. Times goes by faster when we do that." 


"Huh, | see," Terron said. "Well | guess that's kind of true. Alright 
then. We'll see you two around. We shouldn't be gone too long. 
Maybe a couple hours or so." 


The Drifblim waved goodbye as Terron and Zekra made their way to 
a trail that led up the mountain. The trail had a few signs of plant 
growth, such a small amount of grass here and there, but this 
particular part of the mountain was otherwise barren. 


"Sure is nice to have this place not be a Mystery Dungeon," Zekra 
remarked, once again appearing focused. "Not quite sure what | 
would have expected if this mountain was a dungeon. How would we 
go up if there aren't trails? Would the mountain be like a giant tower 
and we'd just progress through the inside as if it were hollow? It's so 
weird.” 


"Well, thankfully, we don't have to worry about that," Terron said. 
"And instead, we can focus our efforts on the real reason we're here: 
finding some corpses of fighting or dragon types So we can get a 
better club for me. The guide said there are quite a few fighting 
Pokémon here, and even a couple dragons. So if we're lucky, we can 
just find their skeleton and take a few bones. Which kind of bone 
would you say is better anyway?" 


"Doesn't really matter if you ask me," Zekra shrugged. "They're both 
tough bones. But if you had to choose, | guess you should go with 
the dragon bones. Dragons are pretty strong, and hardly anyone can 
defeat them, so | guess their bones must be the same way." 


"Hm, guess I'll have to keep an eye out for any dragons,” Terron said 
thoughtfully. 


"Hey, how come we didn't just look for these bones at the 
Fellowship?" Zekra then asked. "| mean, they've got so many 
corpses, so I'm sure they would have had a bone that matched 
Master Tunra's description." 


"| was considering that, actually," Terron said. "But, then | realized 
that we'd have no way to verify where the bones came from. I'm 
fairly certain that the Fellowship doesn't organize the bones since 
they just throw them out. So, | figured that going out to find some 
bones was better. At least this way, we could Know where the bones 
came from. They should still be attached to the corpse, or if the flesh 
is rotted away, then the skeleton should still be intact and have a 
distinct shape. And if there's live Pokémon of the right kind, well, we 
can just kill them, | guess. Besides, maybe we'll find a helmet for me 
here too. We don't have to be specific with what kind of Pokémon the 


skull comes from, though. | don't really care about that. | just want a 
helmet." 


Zekra smiled. 


"Still looking for your helmet, | see," Zekra chuckled. "I bet it's going 
to take you a month just to find one." 


"| don't think I'd last a month without a helmet," Terron replied, 
feeling his head. "| can barely stand a couple of days without it, even 
though | have no idea what it even feels like to have a helmet. It's 
just this nagging feeling of necessity. Whenever | think about not 
having a helmet, which is a lot, | feel like part of my body is 
missing... like I've lost an arm. | can't deal with that for another 
month." 


Zekra was about to reply, but then she saw something. She stopped 
and turned to look at whatever she saw, causing Terron to do the 
same. 


The two were looking up at a higher portion of the mountain, about 
forty feet away from them, where a few large rocks were scattered 
across the ground. The grass seemed to grow in more abundance 
there, allowing for more color and liveliness. 


But what the two were staring at was a single Pokemon sitting on 
one of the rocks. 


A Mienfoo. 


It seemed to be a young Pokémon, though it was possibly a couple 
of years older than Zekra and Terron. Its fur was scruffier than what it 
might have looked like as a civilian, and patches of dirt were 
scattered throughout its body. Little white claws could be seen 
coming out of its paws. Though Zekra had seen a Mienfoo once, a 
long time ago, she knew that one didn't have claws. Yet here was 
this one, with claws that looked like they had always been a normal 
part of the Mienfoo's anatomy. 


The Mienfoo was resting on the stone, staring at the two, motionless. 
It would blink, but otherwise it remained still. It was almost as though 
the Pokémon were a statue. 


The three looked at one another for a few minutes, none of them 
going anywhere. 


Terron kept expecting the Mienfoo to leave out of boredom or attack 
them, but it never left its spot. It continued to watch the two, as if 
curious to see what they would do. 


"What should we do?" Terron asked Zekra after a while. "| know that 
Pokémon in the normal wild don't normally try to attack us, but they 
always run away whenever they see us coming. This one's not doing 
anything. It's just... sitting there." 


"Well, there are some Pokémon who live in the regular wild that will 
attack us if they're territorial or irritated," Zekra replied, "but I'm not 
too sure about this one. It's not showing any kind of animosity toward 
us. Yet it's not running away in fear..." 


"Do you think that we should attack it?" Terron then asked. "| mean, 
it is a fighting-type... it's got the bones | need..." 


"Well, that depends," Zekra answered. "! don't really like battling 
against fighting-types. They wear me out really easily. Plus, we don't 
know how strong this thing is. Fighting it might not be worth it." 


The Mienfoo tilted its head to the side. 


Suddenly, the wild one's eyes grew wide. It sprang to its feet, 
startling Terron and Zekra. 


They prepared themselves for battle, thinking the Mienfoo was going 
to jump at them. 


Much to their surprise, the fighting-type ran away from them and 
darted up the mountain, moving quite swiftly. 


Before Terron and Zekra could question what had just happened, a 
deep rumbling noise rose from nearby. It was so loud that it felt like 
there was an earthquake shaking through the entire mountain. 


Terron and Zekra looked around, trying to find the source of the 
sound. 


" GRAAA!" 


A Lairon burst out the side of the mountain a few feet up the trail . 
Terron and Zekra immediately faced the threat, both startled from its 
unexpected appearance. 


Though the two had read that there were Aron and its evolutions 
dwelling in the mountain, they didn't think they'd run into one. Those 
Pokémon preferred to live inside of the mountain, so they thought 
traveling on the outside wouldn't bother them. However, since Lairon 
and Aggron tended to be territorial, it should have been thought that 
they wouldn't want the children anywhere near their territory. 


"Zekra, we don't have any kind of abilities to beat this thing," Terron 
said quietly. "It has that steel all over it..." 


"Well, it's not like it'll let us go," Zekra replied, keeping her eyes on 
the Lairon. "Those things don't back down until you leave the area. If 
only we had some way to melt the steel..." 


All of a sudden, the Lairon ran toward the two, preparing to bash its 
armored head into their bodies. Despite there being very little room 
to maneuver in, Terron and Zekra ran to the side of the trail and 
watched the Lairon rush past them. It had just missed them by a 
foot. 


"Let's just get out of here!" Terron suggested hastily. "The path's 
Open!" 


The two immediately took off, sprinting further up the trail. The 
Lairon, once realizing that the children were getting away, began to 


chase after them. It wasn't a very fast Pokémon due to all of the 
steel weighing it down, but it still managed to stay behind Terron and 
Zekra no matter how far they ran. 


Nonetheless, the two continued to flee, hoping to get the Lairon off 
their tails. With every step it took, the ground started to shake from 
the wild Pokémon's weight. The tremors nearly caused Terron to trip 
and fall, but he focused and kept his footing on the ground. 


After a minute of running, the Lairon finally stopped chasing the two. 
It no longer seemed interested in attacking the two. 


It seemed that Terron and Zekra had won this ‘fight’. 


Still, the two didn't stop running. They kept up the pace for another 
few minutes, making fast progress up the trail. They only stopped 
when they were both nearly out of breath, slowing to a halt and 
checking behind them to make sure they weren't being followed. 


The Lairon was nowhere in sight. 


The two sighed in relief, glad that they could stop running. Deciding 
to take a break from their long trek, they found a spot nearby a tree 
and sat down to relax. As they did this, Terron looked around to see 
if he could spot any sort of wild Pokemon. He didn't know how high 
up they were on this mountain, but he wanted to be able to find 
some kind of bone soon. He was starting to feel he'd have to killa 
wild Pokemon rather than find a corpse. 


Terron found that he wasn't disturbed by this, for some reason. 
Previously, he was unnerved at the thought, but now, it was starting 
to feel more natural. 


Like it was a part of life. 


Maybe it's because I've been around Zekra so much. Terron 
considered. She's always eating wild Pokémon. So, maybe it's just 


rubbing off on me. Still don't feel any better about killing Pokémon 
that can talk though... 


Before Terron could dwell in that thought further, he noticed 
something sitting in the tree above him. 


"Zekra, that Mienfoo is back," he said. 


Zekra looked up, and sure enough, saw the same Mienfoo as before, 
sitting there amongst the branches. In its paws was what looked like 
the remains of a Teddiursa. The Pokémon glanced down at the two 
as it ate, clearly not minding that they shared the same tree for a rest 
stop. 


"What is with that thing?" Zekra asked. "Is it toying with us so that it 
can eat us later?" 


"I'm not really sure," Terron replied. "| mean, it can't be a coincidence 
that we keep seeing it. Clearly this Mienfoo is following us for a 
reason. But why... what does it find so interesting about us?" 


"Well, whatever the reason, it kinda creeps me out," Zekra stated. 


The Mienfoo continued to eat its meal in silence, while Terron and 
Zekra watched it in expectance that it would attempt to attack them. 
When it finished its meal, the fighting-type dropped the remaining 
pieces of the Teddiursa, causing the husk to land on the ground 
nearby the children. 


Terron looked at the fleshed-out corpse curiously, seeing the various 
bones sticking out. While he knew they were insufficient for using as 
a club, Terron started to see use for the bones that made up the 
ribcage... 


He carefully took the carcass and snapped off pieces of the ribs, 
trying to get the bones as straight and pointy as possible. Despite 
feeling disgusted with what he was doing, the Cubone continued his 


work. He had to start getting over his sickened feelings eventually, 
so he figured he might as well start now on an already dead body. 


Zekra watched Terron pull out the bones, curious to see what he was 
doing. She figured the Mienfoo wasn't going to bother them, so she 
no longer kept an eye on it. 


"Zekra, | need you to chew on the sharpest end to make it even 
sharper," Terron said. "Your teeth can do that, can't it?" 


"Yeah, | can manage," Zekra said as she grabbed one of the bone 
fragments. "But what are we doing with these bones? They don't 
look like good weapons." 


"Well, maybe not for bashing others," Terron replied. "But, maybe we 
can use these ribs as projectiles. Like, little thorns we can throw." 


"Oh, | Know what you're talking about," Zekra said with an eager 

smile. "We could use these to throw into the eyes of enemies we 
couldn't otherwise hurt. Like that Lairon! Yeah, that's a great idea! 
We can stab their eyeballs and make them go blind!" 


"| wasn't really thinking of puncturing their eyes..." Terron said 
reluctantly. "But, you do make a good point. That would be pretty 
helpful for battles. So let's just try to make a dozen or so of these 
bone thorns." 


Zekra nodded in agreement as she got to work. As she made the 
bones sharper, Terron continued to get as many pieces as possible 
from the Teddiursa corpse. When he had run out of ribs to use, he 
started looking at the other bones to find other uses for them. Sadly, 
he found that the other bones were too thick and long to be turned 
into projectiles. 


Still, by the time Zekra had finished, they had created twenty-one 
decent thorns. Satisfied with the work, Terron took all of the bone 
pieces and set them on a large leaf he found on the ground. He 
wrapped the leaf around the thorns, and then put a single thorn 


through the leaf to keep it wrapped up. With that done, he then put 
the items in the bag. He wished he had some string to keep the 
bones together, but Terron would have to make do with what he had. 


"Thanks for helping with that," Terron said. "Now we have more ways 
to defeat other Pokémon." 


"You're welcome,” Zekra said pleasantly. "Though, | suppose we 
should really thank that Mienfoo since it dropped that body here." 


Terron and Zekra looked up toward the wild Pokémon. As usual, it 
was watching the two, though this time, with a more curious and 
puzzled expression. 


"Hey, thanks for the bones," Zekra said to the Mienfoo. "| doubt you 
can understand me... but thanks." 


The fighting-type continued to stare at the two, not making any sort 
of sound. 


"Well, | guess we should get going," Terron said. "We've got some 
bones to search for." 


The two got to their feet and headed for the trail again. As they left, 
the two looked back at the odd Mienfoo to see what it would do. 


The wild Pokémon remained in the tree, though it was casting a 
glance at the children. Terron and Zekra, upon seeing this, waved 
goodbye to it as they went on their way. They doubted it would 
understand what their gestures meant, but they still felt like doing 
such. 


The two continued up the mountain, keeping their eyes peeled for 
any sort of fighting-types or dragons. They spotted a Shuckle 
sleeping nearby a rock right away, but both of the children knew that 
the Shuckle was rather useless to them. So, they continued on. 


They ascended higher up the trail, noticing that they were getting to 
the clouds covering the mountain. Visibility would become limited 
soon, so the two became extra alert to find what they were looking 
for now. 


Only five minutes had passed from this point, when the two spotted 
something trying to look for food within some shrubs. Curious to 
know what it was, the two quietly crept over to the sight. 


Once they got close enough, Terron and Zekra could see what they 
had spotted: a Cubone. 


It looked exactly like Terron, only it had quite a few scratches along 
its body. It was trying to pull fruit from deep within the plants. It didn't 
seem to notice the children watching it. 


Zekra looked at the Cubone curiously, and then back at Terron. She 
found the contrast between the two Cubone very strange. 


Terron, on the other hand, wasn't focusing on how much the wild 
Cubone looked like him. No, he was focusing on the wondrous skull 
helmet that was resting on the Cubone's head. The skull that was 
still stained in the blood of its original owner... 


Terron could feel a grin creep onto his face. His entire being was 
tingling with excitement. 


Zekra suddenly noticed Terron's behavior. She looked back at the 
wild Cubone, already knowing what was on Terron's mind. 


The Zorua quietly made her way toward the wild one, her footsteps 
completely silent. Terron considered doing the same, but then he 
realized that he wasn't very talented at being stealthy. Zekra would 
probably do a better job since she was a predatory Pokémon and 
thus was used to doing this. 


So, Terron watched from a distance as Zekra crept up to the wild 
Cubone. When she was only a few feet away from the target, she 


crouched low to the ground and began to crawl very slowly. 


Terron held his breath, feeling he would explode from the anxiety 
coursing through him. 


Zekra quickly pounced at the wild Cubone, knocking it to the ground. 
The two Pokémon tumbled along the ground as Zekra tried to finda 
way to pin the wild one down. 


“ EEEEKK!" 


The Cubone started to scream as it took its own bone club and 
attempted to smack Zekra with it. The Zorua immediately bit the arm 
of the Cubone to make it release its weapon, but unfortunately, it 
only encouraged the wild Pokémon to flail its weapon around. 


Terron immediately ran into the brawl, deciding to take measures into 
his own hands. He let out a battle cry as he charged at the two, 
raising his club into the air so he could strike his feral twin. The 
Cubone, once hearing his yelling, brought its attention away from 
Zekra and glanced over at Terron. It managed to get to its feet 
despite Zekra trying to hold it down and just as Terron was going to 
smack him, the feral threw its arm at Terron. 


Zekra, who was attached to that arm, was flung off the ground and 
rammed into Terron. The impact wasn't strong enough to make her 
release her grip on the wild Cubone, but it did manage to make 
Terron fly into a bush. Zekra bit down harder on the Cubone's flesh 
when she saw this, causing it start hitting her repeatedly with the 
bone. It tried to get her to release her grip, but Zekra refused to let 
go. Claws came out of her paws as she swiped at the Cubone's 
body, trying to get the Cubone to stop attacking her. 


Yet, all this did was encourage the Cubone to fight back more. The 
two became locked in a never- ending scuffle, each trying to get the 
other to surrender. 


Terron slowly immerged from the plants, his body scratched up by 
the branches and twigs which had cushioned his fall. He could feel 
the sting of the cuts all over him, but the pain didn't matter to him. He 
ran toward the Cubone while it was distracted with Zekra and kicked 
it in the back. The Cubone fell to the ground, followed by Terron 
jumping onto its back. 


Terron grabbed the skull helmet and started to pull it off the Cubone's 
head. The wild one, realizing that Terron was stealing his helmet, 
started squirming in an attempt to get up. 


But before it could do so, Zekra jumped onto its back as well, further 
holding down the Cubone. 


"You're not going anywhere until we get your helmet!" Terron 
shouted. 


He stamped his foot onto the Cubone's back as he continued to yank 
at the skull. The helmet seemed to be stuck fast on its head, but 
Terron wouldn't give up. He needed that helmet. 


"Zekra! Help me out!" Terron cried. 

The Zorua quickly nodded as the pink light filled her outline and 
transformed her into a Cubone. She and Terron got on different 
shoulders of the Cubone and each pulled on a different side of the 


mask. The Cubone thrashed around more, desperately not wanting 
to lose the helmet. 


"Give me your helmet, Cubone!" Terron shouted. "It's no longer 
yours!" 


The helmet would still not come off the head. Terron grit his teeth. 
"Pull harder, Zekra!" Terron commanded. 
He and Zekra gave it all their might. 


The skull started to crack from all the effort. 


POP! 


The mask suddenly came off the Cubone's head, flying out of Terron 
and Zekra's hands and landing a few feet away next to the 
mountainside. 


The Cubone managed to knock Terron and Zekra off its back, 
causing them to tumble across the ground. 


Rather than go after the mask, however, the Cubone took off ina 
hurry to a higher part of the mountain. 


Terron and Zekra slowly got to their feet, feeling the pain in their 
backs from being tossed. Zekra slowly changed back to normal, her 
jaws feeling sore from keeping them locked onto the Cubone for so 
long. 


Terron looked over at where the mask lay, and saw it was still there. 
He let out a sigh of relief, glad to know that it was all over. His quest 
for a helmet had ended. He could now claim this one and the only 
thing left to do would be to get a specific kind of bone. 


The Cubone started to approach the weapon, eagerly wanting to put 
it upon his head. He didn't mind how the skull was cracked in various 
spots or how filthy it was; he had found what he needed. 


It's finally mine... all mine... 


The ground suddenly started to shake. Terron stopped moving, and 
his state of happiness abruptly ceased. He recognized this rumbling 
on the mountain. 


CRASH! 


A Lairon, the same Lairon from before, burst out of the side of the 
mountain a few feet in front of Terron. Apparently, this part of the 
mountain was part of its territory as well. The Cubone's eyes 


became wide when he saw what was directly in front of the Lairon's 
path. 


It was headed right for his newfound helmet. 
" NOOO!" Terron cried in despair. 


But it was too late. He watched in horror as the steel Pokémon 
proceeded to run over the skull, snapping it into several pieces 
before stopping to address Terron. 


Terron wasn't concerned about the Lairon, though. He was looking at 
the fractured pieces of the mask, the mask that was supposed to be 
his. 


The mask that was beyond repair now. 


Terron wasn't sure how to respond. He felt so consumed with misery, 
yet filled with so many other emotions... 


" GRAA!" 
The Lairon started to charge Terron. 


All of those emotions filling Terron finally dissolved into a single one: 
rage. 


Terron started to pant, feeling his muscles twitch as he reached into 
his bag to pull out something. 


"Terron!" Zekra screamed. "Get out of the way, you moron!" 
Terron didn't hear her. 
He pulled out two bone thorns, and put one in each hand. He 


dropped his club so that he could use his new weapons more 
efficiently. 


Terron brought his eyes up to the Lairon. They were burning with the 
intense anger from within him. 


" YOU DESTROYED MY HELMET!" Terron shouted at the top of his 
lungs. "YOU TOOK AWAY THE ONE CHANCE | HAD AT FINDING 
ONE! YOU RUINED IT!" 


Terron threw the bone fragments at the Lairon as it started to close in 
on him. The bones sailed into the air and struck the Lairon in both of 
its eyes just as it blinked. 


The Cubone saw blood and tears begin to leak from the punctured 
eyes.. 


"“WRRRRYY!" 


The Lairon swerved out of the way and started to thrash around. It 
attempted to pull the bones that were stuck in its eyes, but seemed 
to have no luck. 


Terron picked his club from off the ground and charged forward, and 
while the Lairon was momentarily distracted, he started to strike the 
Lairon's body with the bone. His attacks didn't do much due to the 
wild Pokéemon's thick armor, but he wouldn't stop. He continued to 
bash his weapon into the Lairon's steely form. 


"Terron, stop!" Zekra cried as she ran over to him. "You're not doing 
anything! Just let it go!" 


"No!" Terron said loudly. "| don't care! Leave me alone!" 


Zekra attempted to grab Terron's weapon, but he had learned his 
lesson from last time, and avoided Zekra's lunges. 


As the two fought, the Lairon managed to get over the shock of 
having its eyeballs punctured. Following the sounds of their 
bickering, it figured out where they were. It rammed its head into the 
two of them, knocking them both back into the mountainside. It then 


ran toward them again, having heard them crash, its eyes filled with 
a rage within its bloody state. 


Zekra and Terron attempted to get up, but their movement was 
delayed due to the powerful attack. 


They found they weren't able to get up as quickly as they wanted to. 


Zekra and Terron's eyes grew wide as they watched the steel 
Pokémon charge at them. 


There was nothing they could do. 
" MEEIII!" 
A low, feminine cry filled the air. 


Without warning, a particular Mienfoo sprinted across the ground at 
high speeds before jumping onto the Lairon's back. 


Before the steel-type could react, the Mienfoo put her palm onto the 
armored side of the Lairon. 


BOOOM! 


A white light erupted from the Mienfoo's palm before it centralized 
into a pillar of energy. The Mienfoo jumped off the Lairon as the light 
blew the steel-type away. The Lairon was tossed across the ground 
despite how heavy it was, its momentum not ceasing. Eventually, the 
Lairon fell off the side of the mountain. Its cries could be heard for a 
few seconds until it hit the very bottom of the mountain. 


Terron and Zekra could only imagine if it lived or not. 


The Mienfoo gracefully landed back on the ground, her back turned 
to the children. 


The two looked at the fighting-type, their mouths hanging open. 


The wild one turned her head at the two, seeing their shocked 
expressions. Yet, she did nothing. She continued to stand there, like 
she had the other two times Terron and Zekra saw her. 


"Why... Why did that Mienfoo just save us?" Terron asked. 


"| don't know," Zekra said, equally in disbelief. "I thought wild 
Pokémon didn't care about us..." 


The Mienfoo started to leave, apparently no longer seeing a purpose 
in sticking around. 


"Hey, wait!" Zekra called to the wild one. 


The fighting-type stopped and looked over at Zekra. Zekra tiredly got 
to her feet and made her way over to the Mienfoo. Unfortunately, the 
Mienfoo became spooked by this and ran off. She disappeared toa 
lower portion of the mountain. 


Zekra stopped walking and let out a sigh. 

"Well, maybe she'll come back," Zekra said in disappointment. "She 
always shows up for no reason anyway. Just wish | knew why she's 
following us and why she helped us..." 

The Zorua looked back at Terron, who had just pulled out an Oran 
Berry from the bag. He no longer seemed angry, possibly because 
the Lairon had been dealt justice. Zekra made her way back to him 
as he slowly tore the berry apart for the two of them to share. 


Zekra sat down as she took her share of the fruit. She and Terron ate 
in silence, the two trying to gain back their strength. 


"... 'm sorry," Zekra said after a while. 
"For what?" Terron asked. 


"You know, the helmet," Zekra said quietly. "| know you really wanted 
it. | wish there was some way | could have saved it." 


Terron felt a pang of sadness upon being reminded that his prized 
mask was destroyed. Still, he realized that he couldn't let that get to 
him. There was no point in dwelling over it. 


"It's not your fault," Terron said. "It's mine for not getting it fast 
enough. But, we'll find another helmet. There's probably other 
Cubone around here. And if not, well, we always have the market. 
So, don't feel bad." 


Zekra nodded silently, still appearing gloomy about the incident. 
Terron, however, suspected she was feeling bad not for herself, but 
for him. 


Once the fruit was finished, the two continued on their way up the 
mountain. They didn't spot the Mienfoo anywhere, but they didn't 
worry about her. She was a wild Pokémon after all; they'd be leaving 
her after this journey was finished. 


The two went up to the foggy parts of the mountain where the clouds 
masked everything around them. The clouds were thin, and the two 
could see the path they walked upon, but it was still hard to tell if 
there were any wild Pokemon in the area. 


After searching thirty minutes for some bones to suit Terron's arsenal 
of weapons and finding nothing, the two felt it was time to head back. 
They had been on this mountain for what felt like an hour. If they 
wanted to get back in time, it was best to go back down the mountain 
at the moment. 


Terron was disappointed that they didn't find anything, but perhaps 
they'd find something on the way back down. 


Just as the two started to head down the mountain, there was a 
voice. 


"Why did they have to send me here when anyone but me could 
have easily done this mission instead?" 


Terron and Zekra stopped. The voice sounded near. The two couldn't 
see the source of the voice due to the fog in the area, but they could 
tell where it was coming from. 


Curious to know what was going on, the children went toward the 
voice. It was a little ways up the mountain, in a somewhat large, 
open space that was almost like a field. No grass grew on this field, 
which was a bit of a change from how the ground was for a while. 
The fog was also much thinner here, allowing for almost the same 
amount of visibility as there might have been if there was no fog. 


Zekra and Terron didn't pay attention to that, though. Instead, their 
sights were focused on a Weavile that was in this open space with 
the carcass of an Aggron. How that Weavile had managed to take 

down the Aggron was a mystery to the children, but nonetheless, it 
was the truth. 


Wrapped around the Weavile's neck was a tattered, scarlet-colored 
scarf, presumably damaged in the battle with the steel-type. A bag 
sat beside the Weavile's side. 


The Weavile sighed in exasperation. 


"Whatever. I've got what | need done," the Weavile said. "Better get 
this over with." 


Terron and Zekra watched with curiosity as the Weavile grabbed a 
section of the Aggron's armor. He started to pull, attempting to pry off 
the steel that coated the wild Pokémon. As figured, the steel wouldn't 
come off. It was a permanent part of the Aggron's body. 


"Tch, should have figured that this wasn't going to be easy," the 
Weavile scoffed. "Of course they ask for the materials that are the 
hardest to get ahold of. Figures of them. Even the Fellowship is 
better than them when it comes to giving tasks to specific Pokémon. 
Well, whatever. Guess I'll have to try another way..." 


"What's that Weavile talking about?" Terron asked, talking under his 
breath. 


Suddenly, the Weavile turned his head toward the two. He had heard 
Terron talking, despite how quiet the remark had been. 


Before the children could take off running, the Weavile had already 
sped toward them and stopped in front of them. He looked upon 
Terron and Zekra with a disapproving glare. 


"Why, it seems I've got two eavesdroppers," the Weavile stated. 
"And what brings you here?" 


"Um, we were just looking for something here," Terron said 
reluctantly. 


"Oh, is that so?" the Weavile asked. "Funny, so was |. And how 
funny that you decided to spy on me after | found what | needed." 


"Well, we were just gonna get going anyway," Zekra said hastily, 
sounding rather timid as well. "We see you're not doing anything 
really notable and now we're just gonna go..." 


Terron and Zekra tried to get around the Weavile, both desperately 
wanting to get away from this strange Pokémon. 


The Weavile blocked both of their paths with his sharp claws. The 
children backed away. 


"Sorry, but I'm afraid | can't let you do that," the Weavile spoke. "In 
fact, I'm afraid I'm going to have to kill you now. No one is supposed 
to see me around here." 


Zekra and Terron's hearts stopped. 
"You can't be serious!" Zekra cried. "We don't even know who you 


are! You don't Know who we are! We don't even know what's going 
on!" 


"Your names aren't of importance,” the Weavile said, "nor is your 
amount of knowledge. You've seen me. | don't let Pokémon see me, 
nor do | let them see what I've done. That could have serious 
consequences... consequences that | don't wish to face." 


"Consequences?" Zekra repeated oddly. "What does that even 
mean? What are you talking about?" 


"Those questions can't be answered," the Weavile said before taking 
a hostile pose. "Sorry, but you're not allowed to know | exist 
anymore. | won't take that risk. Even if you look harmless... you can't 
stay alive with the knowledge that | exist. No one can." 


The Weavile's claws started to glow with a white, metallic energy. 


"You're not allowed to know anything," the Weavile said. "I can't 
afford it. The Fellowship might know... or perhaps the others will..." 


"Others...?" Terron asked quietly. 


"No more questions" the Weavile spoke harshly. "You're still alive 
and aware of my presence and know that | killed that Aggron. | can't 
let things stay this way." 


Before Terron or Zekra could ask more, the strange Pokémon 
suddenly rushed forward, with his claws ready to slash the two into 
pieces. 


Sacrifices 


Chapter 14 


Sacrifices 


The Weavile sped toward Terron and Zekra, ready to strike the two 
with the glowing, steel power in his claws. 


Zekra was quick to change into a Weavile and immediately grabbed 
Terron once she had finished the transformation. With her newfound 
Weavile speed, Zekra darted out of the way, taking Terron and the 
bag around him with her. 


The two barely managed to avoid the attack. Had Zekra waited a 
second longer, Terron probably would have received a nasty blow 
from the enemy. 


"So you can change into other Pokémon,” the Weavile said in an 
almost impressed tone. "I wasn't quite sure if you had enough skill to 
accomplish that. You seemed so weak, that | didn't Know if you had 
the capability to use basic Zorua skills." 


"Shut up!" Zekra retorted. 


Zekra dropped Terron and ran toward the Weavile, preparing to use 
her own Weavile claws. She closed in on the foe, but before her 
attack could connect, the Weavile managed to grab her wrist. He 
then flung her into the air. 


"Even though you pretend to be me, you're still too slow," the 
Weavile said. "You have no chance of beating me in a match of 
speed." 


The Weavile jumped toward Zekra as she descended and furiously 
slashed away at her. Zekra screamed as the claws raked her body, 


causing her to abruptly change back into a Zorua. Once she had 
gone back to normal, the Weavile grabbed her paw and slammed 
her into Terron. 


The two slid backwards, kicking up dust and scraping their skins. 
Once their momentum stopped, the two awkwardly got to their feet. 
Zekra started to pant from exhaustion while Terron readied his 
weapon so that he could get his turn in the battle. 


Terron was just about to throw his weapon at the airborne Weavile, 
but before he could, the Weavile let out a large breath toward the 
two. 


It was not just cold air that escaped from the Weavile's maw. Large 
clumps of snow escaped from the enemy's mouth and descended 
onto the children with such powerful impact. 


Terron held up his arms to block out the ice while Zekra shut her 
eyes and turned her head away. 


FWWWWOOOO! 


The second the ice made contact with Terron, the Cubone started to 
scream. He had never felt this much pain before. 


The snow was so cold. So cold... yet it burned . 
This ice might as well have been white-hot flames. 


The ice was starting to overwhelm him. Ice crystals formed on his 
skin, slowly turning him into a living icicle. 


Terron's instincts screamed not to become a part of the ice. 
Ice... Ice... was his enemy. 


| have to get rid of this ice! Terron thought in desperation. This ice... | 
hate it! Get away from me! | don't want to be frozen! Stay away from 
me, ice! 


The Cubone struggled to avoid his unwanted fate, but his body only 
responded by sending waves of burning pain throughout him. 


THE ICE... IT STINGS! 


Terron glanced at Zekra, finding that she was also being assaulted 
by the snow, but didn't seem in nearly as much pain as Terron. Her 
paws were slowly becoming encased in the ice, making it so that she 
couldn't get out of the blizzard. 


Before Terron could make further notes of what was happening to his 
companion, he felt the ice wrap around his hands and feet. 


GET IT OFF! GET IT OFF! GET IT AWAY FROM ME! 


It soread so that only his head was left uncovered, bringing the 
burning wherever the ice touched. 


Terron started to hyperventilate. 

PLEASE! MAKE IT STOP! 

THUD! THUD! 

Terron and Zekra were blown backwards, removing them from their 
icy prison as they hit the ground. Despite the pain of the new attack, 
Terron let out a sigh of happiness, as he no longer felt the ice. 

He was free of its chilling clutches. 

That relief was short-lived, however, when Terron noticed the 
Weavile was standing directly over them. His claws were raised high 


so he could deliver a lethal blow to the Cubone and Zorua. 


Zekra and Terron attempted to run, but their muscles were stiff from 
having suffered from the blizzard. Their bodies wouldn't move 
sufficiently. 


"Looks like you're both weakened down enough so that you'll die by 
my next strike," the Weavile said. "The ice should be numbing you 
and make pain less noticeable. So, if you want this quick and 
painless, | recommend you stay still. You want that, don't you? Or 
would you prefer a painful death, where you try to escape and I'm 
forced to weaken you down some more through blood loss?" 


Zekra glared at the Weavile and tried to pounce at him. However, her 
muscles remained frozen and made her attack weak. The Weavile 
was easily able to avoid it. 


“Time to put an end to you two," the Weavile said. "I've wasted 
enough time. | have a task to accomplish, and | won't let you kids 
waste any more of that precious task time." 


Terron watched in horror as the Weavile brought his claws down 
toward the two. 


He was going to rip them apart. 


Terron tried to get out of the way, but the Weavile was moving too 
fast, and the Cubone's body remained sluggish from the ice. 


All he could do was continue to watch. 
Terron closed his eyes. 
" MEEEEEIIII!" 


Terron's eyes shot open. He could recognize that voice from 
anywhere. 


The Weavile hesitated, sparing Terron's life. He looked around 
cautiously, trying to find where the voice was coming from. 


A particular Mienfoo jumped off a ledge overlooking the battle sight 
and landed right behind the Weavile. The Weavile turned around to 
face this threat, but when he did that, the Mienfoo put her paw onto 
the Weavile's chest. 


The Weavile's eyes grew when he realized what was happening. 
BOOM! 


The white light erupted from the Mienfoo's paw, sending the Weavile 
flying backwards. 


After being blown a few feet away, the Weavile abruptly got back to 
his feet. There was a weakened look in his eyes due to the very 
effective attack, but the Weavile was far from finished. 


"You..." the Weavile snarled at the Mienfoo. "| remember you. | saw 
you when | was climbing up this mountain. Why are you helping 
those kids? You're a wild! Those kids mean nothing to you!" 


The Mienfoo said nothing. 


"Well, if you're going to side with those two," the Weavile said, "then 
I'm going to have to kill you too!" 


The Weavile rushed forward, claws ready to slash away at the 
fighting-type. The Mienfoo responded to this by sprinting forward as 
well, her speed equivalent to the Weavile's. 


The Weavile leapt at the Mienfoo once he got close enough, swiping 
his claws furiously at her. Rather than attempt to dodge the attacks, 
the Mienfoo sprang at the Weavile and delivered a powerful kick. 
The Mienfoo received a fair share of scraps from having chosen not 
to avoid the attack, but it seemed worth it as the Weavile was 
knocked back. 


The Weavile swiftly got to his feet, and seeing that his clawing 
wouldn't help in the battle, tried a different tactic. 


The Weavile rushed at the Mienfoo once more, but rather than strike 
with his claws, he blew a gust of frigid air and sleet at the Mienfoo. 
Seeing this, the Mienfoo spat out a barrage of star-shaped energies 
from her mouth to intercept the attack. 


Expected by none, both of their attacks swept past one another's 
and impacted their desired targets. 


Stars slammed into the Weavile's face. Ice pelted the Mienfoo's 
body. 


Both cringed at the pain. 


The Mienfoo rubbed her face to rid herself of the frost that had was 
covering her eyes. The rest of her body was coated with the cold, but 
she didn't seem to pay much attention to that, possibly because the 
ice didn't affect her as much due to her typing. 


The Weavile was much quicker to recover, unfortunately, due to the 
Mienfoo's attack not having any side effects. Once he saw that the 
Mienfoo was occupied, he readied himself for a surprise attack. 


The Weavile put his claws close together and slowly, a dark purple 
sphere formed between the claws. It crackled with black energy. 


Terron, who had been attempting to get his body to work properly, 
saw what was being created in the Weavile's hands. He had seen 
King use that same attack. 


He knew what that attack was supposed to do. 


Even if fighting-types were resistant to dark powers, Terron knew 
that this attack was still powerful enough to cause immense damage. 


Before Terron could warn the Mienfoo, the Weavile released the 
power of Dark Pulse upon the fighting-type. 


Black rings struck the Mienfoo just as she became aware of the 
oncoming attack. 


" MEEEEEEMI|N" 


The rings sunk into the Mienfoo's heart, where it absorbed every last 
bit of the attack. 


When the attack ceased, the Mienfoo fell to her knees, panting as 
her muscles trembled. Her eyes darted around aimlessly. 


" Mel... Mei..." 


Her voice was filled with panic and fear, a drastic change from her 
mellow, focused tone. 


Terron could only imagine what the Dark Pulse had implanted in her 
soul. 


With his opponent now down, the Weavile took the opportunity to 
strike. His right claw started to glow white as he sped forward. There 
was nothing to stop his attack. 

He aimed for the disoriented Mienfoo's heart. 

Terron scrambled to his feet, fighting off the numbness. 

But by the time Terron had managed to stand... 

SLASH! 

" EEEEEEEEAAAAAHHHHHHH!" 


The Weavile's attack had connected. 


Blood was leaking out of the Mienfoo's body and it stained the 
Weavile's claw. 


The attack, however, did not strike the chest of the Mienfoo. 


At the very last second, she managed to gain enough composure to 
understand what was going on. 


She had attempted to stop the attack. 


Now, the Mienfoo's right arm was blocking her heart. She had three 
deep, bloody streaks in that arm. 


The Weavile stood a few feet away from her, scowling at how he had 
missed his chance to finish off the fighting-type. Still, the Weavile 
didn't remain discouraged. He'd finish off this Mienfoo one way or 
another. The Mienfoo was still disoriented. She couldn't properly 
dodge the attacks. 


SLASH! 


Three more claw marks formed on the Mienfoo's other arm, though 
these weren't as deep. 


SLASH! 


More marks appeared across her face. The streaks just barely 
missed her eyes, sparing her the possibility of becoming 
permanently blinded. 


Zekra finally managed to get to her feet. Once she saw the 
gruesome scene happening before her, she looked over at Terron. 


He was already running toward the Weavile, despite how tired and 
weak he felt. The bag he once carried was resting where he had 
been standing. He had abandoned in so that nothing could weigh 
him down. 


The Weavile dealt a few more strikes, trying to wear down the 
Mienfoo so that she would be weak enough to kill in one shot. He 
was so busy doing this, in fact, that he didn't notice Terron coming up 
behind him. Just as the Weavile was going to deliver yet another 
slash to the wild one, Terron leaped toward the Weavile and grabbed 
hold of the scarf around his neck. 


The sudden weight of the Cubone caused the Weavile to almost get 
choked by his own scarf and made him slip up. He fell onto his back, 
where the scarf slowly unraveled from his neck. 


Terron, seeing an opportunity, rammed his weapon into the Weavile's 
head. The Weavile cringed from the bashing, but he only needed to 


be struck once before the Weavile grabbed Terron's bone and forced 
the Cubone to stop attacking. 


"Oh, it's you again!" the Weavile said in exasperation. "| almost 
forgot you weren't dead yet. After I'm done with this Mienfoo, I'll deal 
with you." 


Without warning, the Weavile flung Terron by the use of the bone 
club. Terron landed on the ground a couple yards away, feeling his 
back throb painfully. He slowly sat up, wanting to try attacking again. 
He wasn't sure if he could, but Terron didn't want to stand around 
and do nothing anymore. 


All of a sudden, the Weavile became still. He no longer attacked. He 
started feeling around his neck where the scarf should have been, 
only to find it was gone. 


"The scarf... where's the scarf?!" the Weavile cried, his voice 
becoming panicky. "Where is it?! Wher e?!" 


The Weavile turned around to find Terron, who had the scarf in his 
grip. When Terron had been tossed, the Cubone had taken the scarf 
with him unintentionally. Terron looked at the scarf in his hands, 
finding it shocking that he managed to hold onto the scarf through 
that. 


A strange look of desperation became apparent on the Weavile's 
face. 


"Give me that scarf, kid!" the Weavile screamed. 


The Weavile sped at Terron. Terron hastily got up and got ready to 
take off. Yet, the Cubone wasn't fast enough. The Weavile was 
already closing in on Terron as he managed to get to his feet. 


"That scarf is mine!" the Weavile cried, his voice gaining a slightly 
insane tone to it. "That scarf means everything to me!" 


Just then, Zekra as a Mienfoo came down upon the Weavile from 
high up and delivered a roundhouse kick to the enemy. The Weavile 
fell back since he been unable to block the attack in time. 


"Terron!" Zekra cried. "Don't let him have the scarf! | don't know why 
this Weavile wants it so bad, but maybe we can use that to our 
advantage!" 


As Zekra said this, the Weavile sprang at the Cubone, wanting to 
steal his scarf back. Just as Zekra was going to stop the Weavile, 
the original Mienfoo appeared in front of Terron. She was a complete 
mess with the various cuts bleeding profoundly, and her eyes were 
unable to focus, but the Mienfoo still stood strong. 


As the Weavile leapt at her and Terron, the Mienfoo held out her paw 
and focused the white energy into it. She cringed from having to hold 
up her arm, but the Mienfoo wouldn't let the pain overwhelm her. 


Just as the Weavile was to strike his claws into the Mienfoo since 
she was acting as a shield to Terron, the Mienfoo shoved her paw 
onto the Weavile's face. 


BOOM! 

White light filled the air as the Weavile was tossed back. The 
Mienfoo fell to the ground, the rapid blood loss starting to take its toll 
on her. 


Terron looked at the Weavile. 


He was slowly getting up. He was weaker, but he wasn't defeated. 
He was a long way from being defeated. 


When Terron saw this, he finally realized something. 


This battle... we can't win it. Terron thought. That Weavile's too 
powerful. We can't keep fighting. We're all just going to die. 


Terron glanced at the scarf in his hand. 


His grip tightened around the scarf as an idea formed in his head. 
He'd have to follow this idea if he wanted everyone to live. 


Terron ran toward the edge of the mountain. 


"Where do you think you're going?!" the Weavile cried to Terron. "Get 
back here with my scarf!" 


The Weavile rushed forward, going much faster than he had 
throughout the battle. He went so fast that Zekra was unable to stop 
him as he ran right past her. 


Terron stopped at the mountainside, where he could see the very 
bottom of the mountain. It was a very long way down. 


Just as Terron was going to perform what he had in mind, the 
Weavile caught up with Terron and grabbed ahold of the scarf. He 
tried to yank it out of Terron's grip, but the Cubone refused to let go. 


"Let go, kid," the Weavile said venomously. "Let go... | need this 
scarf... | NEED it...” 


Suddenly, something started happening to one of the Weavile's 
claws. It was starting to change. A couple wisps of white were 
streaming out of his claw. Terron nearly released the scarf from 
shock, but he held on. 


" GIVE ME THE SCARF!" the Weavile cried, his voice becoming 
utterly deranged. "YOU DON'T KNOW HOW MUCH THIS SCARF 
MEANS TO ME!" 


The Weavile released a breath of chilled air at Terron, causing 
Terron to scream as the ice crystals formed on his muzzle. This 
newfound pain caused him to yank the scarf with spastic 
movements, which surprisingly tore the scarf from the Weavile's grip. 
The Weavile's claws tore through the scarf upon having Terron rip it 
out of his hands, further damaging the fabric. 


"You want this scarf?!" Terron cried through his pain. "Then TAKE 
[T!" 


With as much strength as he could muster, Terron tossed the scarf 
off the mountainside. It plummeted down the mountain, slowly 
becoming smaller as the distance between it and Terron grew. 


The Weavile didn't hesitate to go after the scarf. He jumped off the 
cliff with absolutely no reluctance, willing to risk his life to get the 
scarf. Terron watched the Weavile fall for a couple of seconds, 
listening to his shrill screams. 


Terron shook off the crystals that rested on his head and took a few 
deep breaths to calm down. 


He knew that he didn't win this battle. He had only delayed it. 
The Weavile would be back if he managed to live. 


Terron was rather sure that the Weavile had the capability to survive 
such a fall. 


The Cubone retrieved the bag he had deserted and made his way 
over to Zekra, finding that she was back in her Zorua form and 
glancing down at the Mienfoo. The fighting-type wasn't moving, but 
she still appeared to be breathing. 


Terron stopped in front of the wild Pokemon. Remorse slowly 
overcame him. 


"She saved us..." Zekra said. "Why did she save us? Why did she 
come back to die for us?" 


"| don't know," Terron replied. "But, we have to get out of here. That 
Weavile's going to come back. We need to get off this mountain and 
find the Drifblim." 


Terron walked away, getting ready to go down the mountain. He 
didn't want to look at the Mienfoo any longer. He no longer wanted to 


feel pity on her. King had warned him about developing sympathy to 
wild Pokémon. 


"Terron," Zekra called quietly. 
The Cubone stopped. 


"We were looking for a fighting-type to get bones from," Zekra 
started to say, her voice rather reluctant. "This Mienfoo... she's a 
fighting-type. She's dying, so killing her wouldn't be so hard. She has 
the bones you're looking for. And her head looks like it could make a 
good helmet for you..." 


Terron glanced at the ground for a second. Zekra was right; this 
Mienfoo contained all that he was looking for. Taking those bones 
would be so easy... 


The Cubone approached the Mienfoo. He stopped in front of her, 
seeing all of the cuts as they continued to leak blood. 


This Mienfoo didn't have much longer to live. 

The Cubone flipped her onto her back. Her eyes were still open, but 
they were glazed over. It was as though she wasn't aware of reality 
anymore. 


Terron slowly raised his weapon to bring the sharp end of his bone 
into the wild one's heart. 


| need these bones... | need the helmet... 


Zekra stood back and waited for Terron to do what needed to be 
done. 


| just need to kill her... that's all. I've knocked out several Pokémon 
before. | was even thinking that killing Pokémon wasn't so bad. It's 
easy. It's like knocking out Pokémon. Only... they never wake up. 


Terron could feel himself shaking. 


She's dying already. | just need to finish her off and put her out of her 
misery. 


Terron grit his teeth. 


| need to be stronger! Those bones are the key to that! The only way 
to get them is by killing her! 


The Mienfoo's eyes fluttered from lightheadedness, then closed. She 
had lost too much blood. The end was growing near for her. 


Terron glanced at her wounds, having small flashbacks of how the 
Mienfoo sustained them. 


!... |don't care that she saved us! She's just a wild Pokémon! 
Terron shut his eyes. 
| don't owe anything to this Mienfoo! 


Zekra turned away, not wanting to watch Terron's inner turmoil 
manifest itself in his facial expressions. 


JUST KILL HER! LET ME KILL HER! 
Thump. 


Terron's club fell to the ground, next to Terron's side. Zekra looked 
back at the Cubone to find that he was gasping heavily. He looked 
like he was about to cry. 


The Zorua cautiously went up to the Cubone and put her paw on his 
side. 


"Terron..." Zekra said, trying to comfort him. 


"We have to get this Mienfoo back to Aurora Town," Terron abruptly 
said, his words shaky. 


Zekra looked at the Cubone in disbelief. 


"Why?" Zekra asked. "| thought we were going to kill her. | mean, if 
you can't do it, | guess | could..." 


"No, we're not killing her," Terron said firmly despite his broken state. 
"We're going to save her. The Fellowship should have a medical 
center. We'll take her there." 


"But, how are we going to bring her down the mountain?" Zekra 
asked. "| mean, we can't just carry her. She's going to die soon at the 
rate she's bleeding. And that Weavile might find us..." 


" You're going to bring us down the mountain," Terron then said. 
"You're going to change into a Drifblim and take us off this mountain 
through the air." 


Zekra backed away as her jaw dropped open. 


"Are you kidding me?!" Zekra asked in disbelief. "I can't do that! | can 
only change into Pokémon that are right in front of me! Plus, | don't 
think | can hold both of you!" 


"Zekra, you have to," Terron replied, desperation entering his voice. 
"We have to make it up to this Mienfoo somehow. You only have to 
take us to the Drifblim. I'm sure they can take care of us from there. 
But, you're the only one who can get us to them fast enough. So 
please, Zekra, just try.” 


The Zorua glanced at the fighting-type, seeing the blood continue to 
flow out of her cuts. 


Pity came upon her, both from considering Terron's words and 
realizing that the Mienfoo didn't deserve this awful fate, and from 
seeing Terron looking so miserable. Zekra had never seen him so 
melancholy. 


The Zorua sighed as she closed her eyes to concentrate. 


As she did this, the Cubone reached into his bag and pulled out an 
Oran berry. He squeezed the juice out of the fruit with his paws and 
poured it into the Mienfoo's mouth. He knew that the juice wouldn't 
cure the Mienfoo of her injuries, but it would at least give them more 
time to save the fighting-type. 


After putting the dried-up fruit away, Terron watched as a light 
covered Zekra's form and slowly changed her. It took about a 
minute, but her outline became that of a Drifblim. When the light died 
down, however, the Cubone saw that Zekra's new form was flawed. 


The streamer-like hands of the Drifblim were bent and crooked. The 
'X' on her face was lopsided and her eyes were the same as her 
Zorua eyes. Still, she had become a Drifblim. Her current form was 
sufficient enough. 


Zekra carefully wrapped two of her arms around the Mienfoo and 
wrapped one other arm around Terron. Carefully, she attempted to 
lift the two off the ground. It was a tiresome process, but Zekra 
managed to get all of them a couple feet into the air within thirty 
seconds. 


"You guys are so heavy..." Zekra groaned. "I feel like | might 
accidentally let you go. | don't know if | can get us down the 
mountain this way." 


"Just try," Terron said. "You're doing great so far." 


Zekra drifted over to the cliffs and, after taking a deep breath, she 
went over the side of the mountain. Unfortunately, Zekra was unable 
to remain floating and the weight of Terron and the Mienfoo dragged 
her down. Terron clung to Zekra's arm as they plummeted down the 
mountain, watching the scenery fly past them at high speeds. 


He could feel Zekra's grip around him starting to loosen. He grabbed 
ahold of her arm with one hand and used his other hand to grab the 
Mienfoo by the paw. 


Not long after he did that, Zekra's hold on the two released. Though 
releasing the two didn't change much, as they were all falling down 
at the same speed, Terron still held onto his two companions. If he 
could get Zekra to fly again, at least she wouldn't need to use so 
much energy with carrying them. Terron would just hold on instead. 


Terron gulped as he saw the land becoming nearer and nearer. 


" Zekra!" Terron cried. "Please, Zekra! Try to fly again! We're 
going to die!" 


The Drifblim looked upon Terron, her eyes filled with weariness. 
"I'm... sorry," Zekra managed to say. "I can't... go on..." 


" Yes you can!" Terron insisted. "You just need to stop us from 
falling and slowly get us to the ground! We're almost at the 
ground, so you don't need to do it for very long!" 


Zekra tiredly looked at the upcoming ground. It was so close. It was 
probably thirty seconds away at the rate they were falling. 


The Drifblim squeezed her eyes shut as she used the last bits of her 
strength to stop their descent. Terron squeezed the Mienfoo's paw 
tighter as he tried to keep his hold on her as well as on Zekra 
herself. 


Terron glanced at the ground as their descent slowed. The spot they 
were going to land in was not too far away from the Drifblim. He 
could see that they were only a few hundred feet away. 


Zekra was so close to making a complete stop in the middle of the 
alr. 


But then... 
THUMP! 


The three hit the ground. 


Terron lost his grip on the girls as they all tumbled in separate 
directions. 


Thankfully, none of them had sustained serious injuries from the fall. 
Zekra had managed to slow down their descent enough so that the 
impact wasn't life-threatening. 


Terron slowly got to his feet, feeling sore from having hit the ground. 
He looked back at his companions to find that they were both 
unconscious. Zekra had already changed back into her usual form 
and was breathing shallowly. Her body was coated in the blood of 
the Mienfoo from holding the fighting-type. 


The Cubone looked upon them in melancholy. Even though he was 
glad that Zekra had managed to save them, Terron felt guilty for 
making her use up all her energy. 


She was just like the Mienfoo now. 
"Hey, are you children alright?" a voice said behind Terron. 


The Cubone turned around to find the two Drifblim floating besides 
him, appearing very concerned about what they were witnessing. 


"We saw you falling from the mountain,” one of the Drifblim spoke. 
"We came as fast as we could to help you. Are you okay?" 


"I'm fine," Terron said. "But my friends... they need help. | think 
Zekra will be fine with rest, but the Mienfoo... she's going to die 
unless we get her to the Fellowship soon." 


Without questioning Terron as to why he suddenly had this Mienfoo 
with him or why he wanted to help her, the Drifblim immediately went 
over to the collapsed Pokémon and picked them up. They each held 
one Pokémon, wrapped tightly in their arms. The Drifblim holding the 
Mienfoo wrapped all of its arms around the wounds, attempting to 
stop the bleeding and give the Mienfoo more time to live. 


The Drifblim that held Zekra then wrapped its arms around Terron 
before it took off into the sky with the other Drifblim. The sun was 
starting to set over the horizon, creating such a beautiful scene of 
color as the five flew through the air. 


But none noticed it. 


Aurora Town Fellowship Base 


It was evening by the time the three made it to their destination. 
Even with the Drifblim flying as fast as they could, it had taken forty 
minutes to come to the Fellowship. The Drifblim gently set the 
children on the ground, carefully removing their arms from around 
their bodies. 


Terron felt exhausted. He felt so sore from the fall, and from the fight 
with the mysterious Weavile. He would have taken a nap while he 
was flying, but he was too worried about the well-being of his 
companions. He had also eaten an Oran berry along the way, but he 
didn't feel it helped much. 


"Thank you," Terron said to the Drifblim. "I'm not sure what we would 
have done if you weren't there.” 


"It's no problem," one of the Drifblim said. "We're glad to Know you're 
safe as well." 


Terron was about to say something, but then, he noticed a certain 
Pokémon climbing down the trunk of one of the trees. 


It was Garter. He hastily made his way off the tree and went to 
Terron. He had a small smile on his face, as if he were excited about 
something. Garter was about to say something to Terron, but then, 
he noticed that something was very wrong with Terron's team. The 
Ariados glanced down at Zekra and the Mienfoo, who were lying 
motionless on the ground. His pleasant expression immediately 
disappeared. 


"What... what happened to these two?" he asked, horrified by the 
sight. 


"I'll explain later," Terron abruptly said. "This Mienfoo's going to die 
unless she gets some help. We need to get her inside. You have a 
medical center, don't you?" 


"Yes, of course we do," Garter replied. "I'll take her there for you. 
What about Zekra, though? And you? You both look like a mess." 


"I'll just take her to our room," Terron answered. "She just needs rest. 
She's tired from using her illusion abilities for too long. As for me... 
I'm fine. Don't worry about me. But please, hurry and help the 
Mienfoo. She's the one who needs the most assistance." 


Garter nodded before wrapping up the Mienfoo's wounds in silk to 
temporarily block off the blood. He then put her onto his back and 
hurried away into another section of the base. 


Terron sighed in relief and looked at his Zorua friend. Now, he just 
needed to take of her. 


"Thanks once again," Terron said to the ghosts behind him. "I'll see 
you around." 


"Will you be able to get Zekra to your room by yourself?" one of the 
asked, sounding concerned. "We could help you if you needed 
some." 


"Yeah, | can manage on my own," Terron replied. "You two have 
given me so much help, though. | appreciate it." 


Reluctantly, the Drifblim drifted away, going back to their 
transportation station. Terron carefully picked up Zekra and carried 
her inside of the tree. Holding her was tiresome and several times he 
felt he might collapse, but he kept going. 


Fellowship members who were hanging around outside of their 
rooms noticed Terron passing by them. 


"Hey, kid, do you need some help?" a Prinplup asked. "! don't think 
you should be carrying someone in the condition you're in." 


"No, | don't need help,” Terron said abruptly. 


Terron continued walking. He didn't have to walk long to have 
another member notice him. 


"| can help you if you, if you want," an Infernape offered. "You look 
like you could use some." 


"No, | don't," Terron replied. "Please, leave me alone.” 

Many more Fellowship members asked if the Cubone needed help. 
Yet, every time, Terron denied them and kept going. He needed to 
do this himself. 


He slowly climbed up the stairs of the base, feeling weaker with each 
step he took. 


But Terron wouldn't stop. He needed to get to Zekra to her bed. 

It's my fault she's like this. Terron thought. She's like this because | 
made her use those powers. | know | had a good reason, but | didn't 
think she'd actually collapse... 


Terron stumbled, causing him to fall onto one of the steps. 


| need to make it up to Zekra, somehow. Taking her back to the room 
myself isn't enough. 


Terron wearily got to his feet and continued climbing. 


I'm... a terrible friend. 


After slogging up the stairs for what felt like an eternity, Terron finally 
made it back to their room. He carefully set her down in her pile of 
hay, making sure he didn't injure her in the process. 


And then, unable to stay keep going, Terron collapsed onto the 
Zorua, his head landing on her back. 


His eyes shut as his mind melted away into the regions of 
unconsciousness. 


I'm sorry, Zekra. 


Those were his last thoughts before Terron completely shut down. 


Additions to the Team 


Chapter 15 


Additions to the Team 


The next morning, Terron finally woke up. He still felt sore from 
yesterday's adventure, but at least he no longer felt overwhelming 
fatigue. 


The Cubone found himself still in Zekra's bed, but the Zorua wasn't 
there anymore. Puzzled, Terron looked around him to see if she was 
still in the room. 

Sure enough, Zekra was in the bedroom. She was sitting in front of 
the single window in their room, staring out into the distance. There 
was a pensive expression in her eyes. 

"Oh, you're awake," Terron said. 

Zekra looked back at Terron. She mustered up a small smile. 

"Yeah, woke up about a couple hours ago," Zekra replied. "| figured 
I'd wait for you to wake up too. Didn't think you'd sleep in until almost 
noon, though." 

Terron turned away, feeling slightly embarrassed that he had been 
asleep for so long. He slowly sat up. He then saw the Mienfoo's 
blood still stained into Zekra's fur, making him remember what had 
made Zekra do yesterday. Guilt overcame him once more. 

"I'm... I'm sorry," Terron said sadly. 

Zekra glanced at Terron with an odd expression. 


"For what?" she asked. 


"For making you turn into a Drifblim," Terron answered. "It's my fault 
that you fainted. | shouldn't have pushed you so much. I'll make it up 
to you, though. | promise." 


Terron waited for Zekra to say something. She wasn't answering 
right away, making Terron worried that she was upset with him. 


Zekra let out a sigh. 


"It's fine, Terron," Zekra said after some time. "I'm not mad. You were 
just trying to save that Mienfoo. It's not your fault that I'm not as 
skilled as | want to be with my abilities. But, | suppose yesterday was 
an improvement since | lasted longer than | used to." 


"If you say so," Terron replied unsurely. 
There was silence between the two for a moment. 


"Do you want to go check on the Mienfoo, now that we're both 
awake?" Terron then asked. 


"Well, we might as well," Zekra said. "Not like anyone else is going to 
check on her and tell us how she's doing." 


Terron and Zekra then left the bedroom and headed for the medical 
wing of the Fellowship. Despite the fact that there was a hospital 
within Aurora Town, the Fellowship had their own version of a 
hospital that was exclusive to their members and clients. They felt it 
would be less of a hassle if they had their own doctors to take care 
of their members. It would save a lot more time, money, and 
explaining in certain cases. 


The two found themselves in that medical center not much later, 
waiting in the lobby. Various Pokémon were sitting in piles of hay that 
rested near the walls. Terron and Zekra approached the counter, 
where a Bayleef stood. 


"Hey, we wanted to visit a friend of ours," Zekra said. "She came 
here last night. She's a Mienfoo. Do you know where she is?" 


"Ah, the Mienfoo," the Bayleef said with a smile. "| remember her 
coming in. Very hard to forget her when one of the leaders brought 
her in. Yes, let me get Someone to take you to her." 


The Bayleef looked over to its side. 


"Can you bring these two to Room Twenty-One of the Fighting-Type 
Wing?" it asked. 


A Sylveon then came over to the children and nodded in 
understanding. It looked back at the two, wearing a bright smile. 


"This way, please," the Sylveon spoke. 


Terron and Zekra followed after the Sylveon, where they walked in 
silence for the next couple of minutes. The children glanced at each 
other occasionally, feeling anxious about the Mienfoo. They had 
hoped she had managed to survive, despite being hospitalized. 


The three eventually came to the right room. The Sylveon carefully 
opened the door and let the children inside. The room was rather 
simple, with one window, a small table to set meals on, and a bed 
next to such table. All of the walls were painted light green. 


In the bed was the Mienfoo, fast asleep. Most of her body was 
covered by the thick bed sheets. A few bandages were wrapped 
around her exposed arms and face. 


Standing by her bedside was Emdox. He was staring down at her 
curiously. 


When he noticed the presence of the children, the Xatu turned to 
face them. 


"Oh, it's you two," Emdox said before looking at the Sylveon. 
"Thanks for bringing these two. You may go. I'll Keep an eye on 


them." 


The Sylveon nodded before exiting the room and shutting the door. 
The children were alone with Emdox and the unconscious Mienfoo 
now. 


"What are you doing here?" Terron asked curiously. "Don't you have 
to manage the registration office?" 


"| told Rayne to manage that until | return in a while," Emdox 
answered. "I figured I'd come down here since Garter was telling me 
about your friend. Let me assure you though; your friend is fine. 
She's stable and should be able to get out of the hospital as soon as 
she wakes up." 


Terron and Zekra let out a sigh of relief. 


"Wait, how is she able to heal that quickly?" Terron then asked. "1 
mean, she almost died and lost so much blood. No one can recover 
that fast." 


Emdox looked back at the Mienfoo. 


"She has a special ability that very few kinds of Pokémon possess," 
the Xatu explained. "This ability lets her heal at a phenomenal rate 
when she's not in combat. We call this ability "Regenerator". Of 
course, it won't save her if she's on the brink of death. It can't stop 
severe bleeding. But, thanks to the nurses in fixing that particular 
problem, her ability was able to take care of the rest of her 
problems." 


"Oh, | see," Terron said. "That's a pretty useful ability then. I'm glad 
she's able to recover so quickly." 


Emdox nodded and continued to stare at the Mienfoo. 


"Really though, why are you here?" Zekra then asked. "I'm sure you 
don't do this for every member that gets injured." 


"There are two reasons," Emdox answered. "One is because | have 
a message to deliver to you two. | was going to go to your room and 
wake you up, but | realized that you would be coming here anyway 
and plus, it would be less of an intrusion." 


Emdox looked back at the children. 


"Len decided to give your team the day off, today,” the Xatu said. 
"He thought you could use some time to yourselves after what you 
went through yesterday. Of course, he wants to talk to you about that 
later in return for letting you have this day of leisure. Nonetheless, 
you're exempt from fulfilling a mission today." 


"| didn't know you guys gave members free days," Terron said in 
surprise. 


"We usually don't except for particular holidays or important events," 
Emdox replied. "But, it happens for our teams who go under severe 
turmoil in their day. We realize it's best for them to rest before 
sending them out on yet another mission." 


Terron wasn't sure what to say. He didn't really think that yesterday 
was that bad since his friends were still alive and recovering quickly, 
but the Cubone wasn't going to complain. He could make use of the 
day off. 


"What's the other reason for why you're here?" Zekra then asked. 
Emdox paused. 

"The second reason... is because this Mienfoo reminds me of one of 
my friends," the Xatu replied, almost reluctantly. "A friend... who is 
also a member of my team and someone | cherish." 


"King?" Zekra asked, remembering the Bisharp's story. 


"No, not him," Emdox said with a laugh. "Though, I'm surprised you 
know his story. But no, it's another teammate. Her name's Jade. You 


haven't met her yet. She's out on a long-term mission with two other 
members." 


"Jade... | think Bane and Rayne were mentioning her," Terron 
remarked. "But, why does the Mienfoo remind you of Jade?" 


"Because Jade was a feral, just like this Mienfoo," the Xatu 
answered. "And just like this Mienfoo, she was always a feral. She 
was born in the wild, unlike King, who lived in his own little 
civilization at birth. Just looking at this Mienfoo brings back old 
memories of Jade is all. It's like I'm looking at a kindred spirit of 
her..." 


Emdox looked back at the Mienfoo, reminiscing of days long ago. A 
melancholy gaze formed in his eyes. 


When Emdox realized this, he shook his head and returned his 
expression back into its usual look. 


"Sorry," Emdox said. "I just miss my dear friend is all. We would 
spend many hours with one another back then, whenever we got the 
chance in our busy schedules. | haven't seen her in a couple of 
months since she's out on that mission, and seeing your friend 
makes me remember that | haven't seen her. And with it, it makes 
me have a strange feeling of nostalgia. But, it's nothing to worry 
about. It happens to everyone." 


Terron and Zekra weren't quite sure what to say. Just then, Emdox's 
expression seemed to brighten even more. 


"Oh, your friend is coming to her senses!" Emdox then said, growing 
excited. "| can sense her conscious mind arising." 


The two hurriedly went over to the bedside of the Mienfoo. Just as 
expected, the Mienfoo started to move around sluggishly in the bed 
before tiredly opening up her eyes. Terron and Zekra smiled in joy at 
seeing that she was okay and with them. 


Once the Mienfoo fully awakened, she noticed the blankets covering 
her. She started to poke them, trying to understand what they might 
be. 


"Good, you're awake," Emdox said pleasantly to the Mienfoo. "You 
might be wondering where you are right now. Well-" 


Suddenly, the Xatu held up his wings in front of his face to protect 
himself. Before the children could ask what was going on, the 
Mienfoo pressed her paw into the wings of the Xatu and released the 
white energy that had been building within the paw. 


CRASH! 


Emdox was sent flying backwards into the wall. He didn't seem to be 
injured, but he still took a while in attempting to get up. 


The Mienfoo immediately jumped out of the bed and landed behind 
Terron and Zekra. She then ran straight for the closed window. 


"Wait, stop!" Zekra cried. 


She pounced at the Mienfoo, landing on the fighting-type's back and 
bringing her to the ground. Terron was quick to help and proceeded 
with pinning her down as well. 


" MEEII! MEEII!" the Mienfoo shrieked. 


She started to squirm, which Terron and Zekra found they couldn't 
work against. They were tossed off the Mienfoo, landing on separate 
sides of the feral. With their weight now off, the Mienfoo once again 
got up and darted for the window. 


Just before the Mienfoo burst through the glass, she immediately 
became frozen in midair. The Mienfoo attempted to move, but found 
her limbs were locked in place. She struggled and cried loudly, trying 
to become free. 


Terron and Zekra got to their feet. They looked behind them to find 
Emdox's eyes were glowing a bright blue; he was using his 
telekinetic abilities to keep the fighting-type from escaping. He 
watched as the Mienfoo continued to scream, fighting off his 
influence on her. 


"Yes... you and Jade truly are kindred spirits," Emdox said with a 
sigh. "| remember having to do this to her too..." 


Emdox turned to the startled children. 


"We need to take her outside," Emdox said to them. "She's terrified 
of me since I'm a stranger to her and she feels confined inside this 
room. Follow me." 


"Wait, you can't just keep her like this!" Zekra cried. "It's not right to 
have her under your influence!" 


"It's only temporary," Emdox assured. "Besides, it's the only way to 
get her out of the hospital safely. She could get injured from trying to 
break out the window. It's all that's on her mind right now. She 
doesn't understand the concept of a ‘door’, so she won't leave any 
other way." 


Zekra let out a sigh of defeat, not liking how the Mienfoo was being 
handled. However, she saw that Emdox was right. 


"It's still wrong though..." Zekra muttered. "Being paralyzed against 
your will..." 


Reluctantly, Terron and Zekra followed the Xatu out of the room. The 
Xatu put a psychic bind on the Mienfoo's tongue so that she couldn't 
scream and controlled her limbs so that it gave the impression that 
she was walking normally amongst the inside of the hospital. This 
way, she wouldn't make a scene among the other patients and 
visitors. When the four got out of the giant tree, Emdox finally 
released his hold on her. 


The Mienfoo fell to the ground, but was quick to get back to her feet. 
She looked around, panting heavily as she noticed the change of 
location that was so different from her home. She moved around in 
circles, looking in every direction she could. 


"Is she going to be okay?" Terron asked. "She seemed so panicky 
back there." 


"Yes, she'll be fine," Emdox said. "She just needs an open space. It 
feels more natural to her since it's like the wild; no boundaries to 
hold her back." 


The three watched the Mienfoo continue to look around, slowly 
starting to calm down as a more intrigued expression formed. She 
went up to one of the trees and gently put her paws on its trunk. And 
then, she started to climb the tree. Her small claws provided good 
gripping as she slowly went up to the lowest branch of the tree. Once 
she had reached the branch, she sat down in it and looked toward 
Terron and Zekra. 


She looked at them the same way she had back at Diamond Dust 
Mountain. 


"So what are you going to do with her?" Emdox then asked. "She's 
done recovering and almost at full health again." 


"Well, I'm not really sure," Terron replied. "I didn't really think about 
anything beyond getting the Mienfoo to the medical center. What do 
you think, Zekra?" 


"Hmmm, she is pretty powerful," Zekra started to say. "| mean, we 
could take her back to the wild, but it looks like she's grown an 
interest in us and wouldn't want to leave us. So maybe we can make 
her a part of the team.” 


"Another member to our team, huh?" Terron said thoughtfully. "That 
would be nice, actually. It would make battles and missions easier to 
do, especially with her strength." 


Terron brought his gaze to the Mienfoo. 


"Hey, we have a question for you!" Terron called. "Can you come 
here for a moment?" 


The Mienfoo recognized that she was being addressed and slowly 
started making her way off the tree. Terron watched as she came to 
the three, though she kept a distance from them since Emdox was 
there with the children. She stared at the Cubone curiously. 


"Hey, do you want to join our team?" Terron asked the Mienfoo. "You 
don't have to, but we'd really like it if you would. We could use your 
company and power for our team." 


The fighting-type showed visible signs of thinking, as if she 
understood what she was being asked. She looked at the ground 
has she pondered. 


After some time had passed, the Mienfoo glanced back at the kids 
and seemed to smile. Understanding what she was trying to say, 
Terron and Zekra smiled as well. They went up to the Mienfoo and 
stood by her sides before looking back at Emdox. 


"We'd like to make this Mienfoo the third member of Team Vendetta," 
Zekra said cheerfully. "We think she'll make a nice addition to the 
team." 

"| think so too," Emdox replied. "I'll go register her under your team 
name. But before | do so, | need to know what name you wish to 
give her. We need to call her by something." 

"Well Terron, you want to name her?" Zekra then asked the Cubone. 
Terron was taken aback. 

"Me?" he asked. "Why me?" 


"Well, | gave the name of the team," Zekra explained, "so you should 
be given the opportunity to name something. Plus, it was your idea 


to save the Mienfoo. | think you should have the honor of naming her 
because of that." 


"Well, if you say so," Terron replied. "Just give me a second to come 
up with one." 


Terron thought for a moment, considering a good name for the 
Mienfoo. He needed a name that would suit this fighting-type. He 
needed a name that would fit aa Pokémon who bravely fought to 
protect two strangers and risked her life in doing so. He needed a 
name that this Mienfoo could proudly wear. 


After thinking for a minute, a name finally came to Terron. 


"Her name's Impetus," the Cubone said. "That's what | think her 
name should be." 


He looked up at the Mienfoo and watched as her smile seemed to 
grow. He wasn't really sure if the Mienfoo could understand what just 
happened, but he was glad she seemed to like the name. 


"Impetus... Such an interesting name," Emdox commented. "Based 
on what your memories tell me, | do think it's a fitting name. Well, 
from this day on, she will be called Impetus by all those her meet 
her. Now, we just need to mark her and then I'll go register her." 


The Xatu cautiously made his way toward Impetus. She tensed up, 
her eyes becoming wide. 


"Impetus... don't be difficult for me..." Emdox said gently. "| don't 
want to have to use my telekinetic powers on you again. Just stay 
still and let me enter your brain so | can put the mark on you..." 


" Mei!" Impetus spat. 
She immediately shoved her paw at the Xatu. 


"Wait, Impetus!" Terron cried. "Stop!" 


BOOM! 


A few minutes later, Terron, Zekra, and Impetus were standing by 
themselves once more, taking a break from what had just happened. 
Impetus had attacked Emdox whenever he tried to come near her or 
try to connect with her mind, usually in the form of a Force Palm. 
Terron and Zekra tried to get her to stop, but she was dead set on 
not letting the Xatu get into her head. It finally ended when Emdox 
got tired of trying to coax her and used yet another psychic bind to 
hold her still. Once he had managed that, Emdox put the mark on 
her. 


Now, Impetus stared at her left paw, which had the Mark of the 
Fellowship. It was a red color, being the same shade of the color as 
the other red colorings of her fur. 


"Don't worry, Impetus," Zekra said. "You'll get used to it being there. 
It's not like it's going to prevent you from using your paw." 


The Mienfoo didn't say much as she continued to stare at the symbol 
curiously. Terron looked at his own marked paw and observed the 
unchanged symbol. 


"To think that we have to have these to be members," Terron said. "I 
kinda like them... but | wish we could have had a badge instead. It's 
weird thinking that they changed me so that I'm one of them..." 


"Huh, you know, | never thought of it that way," Zekra replied. "I 
suppose they did ‘change’ us. Bult, it's not a huge change. | mean, 
we're still us. Our personalities are the same. | doubt that giving 
someone something that changes their appearance also changes 
their personality." 


"| Suppose you have a point," Terron shrugged. "| guess what's done 
is done. | just hope that in time, when we have to get our future 
members marked, they don't put up such a resistance like Impetus 
did." 


Terron glared at the Mienfoo. She shrunk in shame. 


As the three chatted, Terron noticed Garter climbing down a nearby 
tree. When the Ariados managed to reach the ground, he made his 
way toward the group, wearing a broad grin. Impetus, growing alert, 
went into a hostile pose. When Garter saw this, he stopped about 
ten feet away from the group. 


"Ah, see your friend is okay," Garter stated. "| was wondering how 
she was doing. Haven't checked on her since last night." 


"Yeah, Impetus is fine," Terron said. "She's a part of our team now." 
"Really?" Garter asked. "How come she's joining you two?" 


Terron then explained to Garter about the encounter they had with 
the Mienfoo, how she followed them, and how she saved their lives 
from the Weavile. Once Terron had finished telling the story up to the 
present, the Ariados nodded thoughtfully. 


"So that's why you wanted to save her," Garter said. "| wondered 
why you wanted to do that. Not many Pokémon want to save a 
feral." 


Garter paused for a moment. 


"Anyway, | came to see you children for another reason," he said. "I 
was going to give you it last night, but all of you were in a critical 
condition and | figured it could wait. But, now that you're all better... | 
have something for you, Terron." 


Garter then took an object that had been on his back and set it on 
the ground: it was present. It was wrapped up in various leaves, kept 
together by thick silk. It was a somewhat large gift. Terron stared at 
Garter oddly. 


"What's this for?" Terron asked. 


"To make up for kidnapping you two," the Ariados answered. "It's my 
form of an apology. Remember? | said I'd make it up to you 
somehow." 


"But you've helped us out so much already," Terron said humbly. 
"First, by saving me when | fell off the tree, and then by brining 
Impetus to the medical center. You don't have to do this. | think it's 
overdoing it." 


"| still feel you should get this present," Garter insisted. "I still feel 
terrible about what | did. This present was the only thing | could think 
of to relieve me of that guilt. So go on; take the gift. You'll like what's 
inside." 


Terron let out a sigh as he approached the Ariados and stopped in 
front of the present. He observed the wrapping curiously, finding it to 
be an odd contrast to the wrapping paper of his human life. He 
carefully ripped apart the leaves. 


When the leaves were torn away, Terron found what was meant to 
be the gift. 


He almost didn't believe what he was looking at. 


There, among the pile of leaves... was a skull. A skull fit for the head 
of a Cubone. 


Terron cautiously picked up the skull in his hands, making sure it was 
real. He realized very quickly that the helmet was indeed, very real. 
He could feel the fine bone and the various cracks that went 
throughout the skull. It was not a perfect helmet, but Terron didn't 
mind that. 


It felt so nice to have a helmet in his hands. 


He felt a happiness he couldn't begin to describe. He thought he 
would cry. 


"Heh, | see you like it," Garter said with a chuckle. "Thought you 
would. It's a Deino skull. It was tampered with in order to make it 
work for you, such as giving it some eye holes since Deino don't 
have eyes, but it's in usable condition. | had it special ordered from 
the Dusk Mines Fellowship since they like to keep all of their 
executed criminals' bones and other valuable body parts in a storage 
center or something like that. It just so happened that when | asked 
for a helmet fit for a Cubone, they had that one. A dragon's skull is 
considered very valuable to bone-users like yourself, so | think | 
lucked out in getting it." 


Terron couldn't say anything. He might have been disturbed by how 
the Dusk Mines Fellowship stored corpses for some reason, but he 
was too filled with glee to think about that. 


"Well congratulations, Terron!" Zekra said with a grin. "You finally got 
your helmet! And it didn't take you a month! Now put it on so you can 
stop complaining that you feel weird without it!" 


Terron nodded as he took a few steps back. He looked at Garter and 
his teammates before smiling. He looked back at his helmet and, 
with a deep breath, placed it on his head. 


The helmet sat comfortably on his head, fitting him quite well despite 
it once belonging to a very different Pokémon. He could see clearly 
out of the artificial eyeholes, just as he had without the helmet. His 
ears, though being pushed down, could still hear everything around 
him. He could breathe without any troubles. 

Terron felt a peace of mind overcome him. 

He felt whole now. 

Terron... 


The Cubone heard a familiar voice. It was coming from inside his 
mind. 


Terron... 
That voice... It's... 


Before Terron could finish his thought, his body collapsed, hitting the 
ground as his vision cut to black. 


When Terron awoke, he found himself still lying on the ground. He 
got back to his feet, expecting to find himself still in front of the 
Fellowship with everyone surrounding him. Instead, he found himself 
in a completely new location. 


The Cubone was standing upon charred ground. He was on a small 
space of land, completely surrounded by molten lava. The fiery 
substance flowed all around him, bubbling and hissing. Just in front 
of him, beyond the endless lava, was an enormous volcano. Magma 
streamed out of the peak continuously, adding to the rivers of heat 
around Terron. 


What... what is this place? Terron thought. And where is everybody? 
How did | get here? 


Terron looked around, trying to find a way off his tiny island. 
However, he saw none. He was in the very middle of a pool of lava. 


That voice | heard before | came here... | know that voice. It's the 
same voice as the one | heard back when | was in Wayward Woods 
with Zekra. Yeah... the voice that helped me. And... now that | think 
about it... I'm sure this is also the same voice | heard after | got 
kicked out of that jungle dungeon. They're the same voice. But, who 
is it that's speaking to me? Who Is the voice? 


" Terron... you are here once more..." 


Terron turned toward the source of the voice, which came in the 
direction of the volcano. But, no one was in sight. 


"Where are you?!" Terron demanded. 


The Cubone gasped when he realized he could talk. His tongue was 
actually producing words, unlike the last time he had been 
transported to an unknown location. 


"| told you never to return... yet you come despite this. Why did 
you return?" 


"| didn't return here on purpose!" Terron answered. "I don't even 
know where here is!" 


" Still, you came back. | had hoped you would never return." 


Terron frowned. He started to remember his last experience with this 
voice. 


"Alright, I'm going to try asking this again since you didn't answer this 
last time," Terron said seriously. "Who are you? What is this place? 
And why shouldn't | come here?" 

There was silence. 

"Answer me!" Terron cried. "Answer for me once!" 


HIISSSSSSSS... 


A large amount of bubbles surfaced in the lava in front of Terron. The 
Cubone backed away from the sight as far as he could. 


" You should never come here... for your time will steadily 
cease." 


Four massive claws started to immerge from the magma pool. 
Terron's eyes grew wide with horror. The claws were twice his size. 


" This place... is my home where no Pokémon should dwell." 


The claws moved toward the small patch of land, dripping with lava. 


" And last of your requests..." 


The claws settled on the ground before Terron. The Cubone tried to 
get away, but he had nowhere to go. He started to hyperventilate. 


“fam you." 


"Wha... What?!" Terron asked in disbelief. "What do you mean?! I-| 
don't understand what you're saying! Your answers don't make 
sense!" 


" Your initial questions have been answered. You no longer 
have a reason to be here. Now, leave! Never come back!" 


The claws slowly reached for Terron. As they did, Terron felt his 
vision blur. Before he understood what was happening, he fell 
backwards into the lava, his consciousness having drifted away. 


Terron awoke in a fright, panting heavily. He found the three 
Pokémon staring down at him from where he lay on the ground. 
Impetus was rather distant from Zekra and Garter, but she still 
seemed just as concerned. 


"What happened to me?" Terron asked as he got to his feet. 


"You passed out," Zekra answered. "You were just lying there after 
you put on your helmet. We tried to get you up, but nothing really 
worked. Everything okay?" 


Terron put his hands on his head, trying to shake the strange 
experience out of his mind. He couldn't talk about what he had just 
seen. At least, not now. Maybe later when he, Zekra, and Impetus 
were alone he'd try. 


"Yeah, everything's fine," Terron said calmly. "I was just so excited 
that | fainted from happiness. | didn't think such a thing could actually 
happen. Hahaha..." 


Zekra and Garter gave Terron an odd look before giving him his 
space. 


"Thanks though, for the helmet," Terron said to Garter with a smile. 
"I'm really glad to have it. Been looking for this thing everywhere. 
Now | can just focus on getting a better weapon..." 


"You're welcome,” Garter replied. "Glad you liked it. Take good care 
of it. I'll see you children around." 


Garter then took the leaves that had wrapped up the gift and went 
back to his usual spot among the trees. Zekra waved goodbye to 
Garter until he was out of sight. She then looked at Terron 
pleasantly. 


"So, looks like we're getting a lot of good things on our day off," 
Zekra said happily. "First Impetus, and now your helmet. What more 
things can we get?" 


"Lots of money?" Terron suggested. 
"Heh, yeah | wish," Zekra said with a laugh. 


She then looked out toward the outer parts of the city, where the city 
borders could be seen. She stared at it for a while, seemingly 
thinking about something. Impetus went to a Fellowship tree and 
found a good branch to rest in. 


Now that Terron had some time to think, he pondered in what he 
should say to Zekra about what had happened with the voice. He 
wasn't quite sure how to even begin the subject. The topic was so 
strange and bizarre, that he doubted there was any easy way to talk 
about it. He wasn't even sure he wanted to talk about it. 


| don't have to tell her about this... Terron considered. | mean... it's 
not that big of a deal, is it? | mean, sure, it's giving me cryptic 
messages that | don't understand... but it's not affecting my reality. 
The only time it did was when it was yelling me, telling me how to 


fight. Since then... it's been stuck in my head. It's not helping me or 
causing problems. Well, except sucking me into strange places, but 
that's not very often. So, maybe | can keep this a secret. Maybe | 
should just figure this out on my own. 


Terron glanced at Zekra. 


| know she and | share all of our secrets... but this is one | need to 
keep. She'll worry about me. | don't want her worrying over 
something as weird as this. She's got enough things on her mind. 


“Hey, Terron." 


Terron brought himself back to reality to find Zekra sitting in front of 
him. She was looking at him with a somewhat reluctant expression. 


"Yeah, what Is it?" Terron asked. 


"| was wondering... if | could go somewhere today," she said shyly. 
"I've been thinking about it since yesterday, and since we have the 
day off, | thought today would be a good day to go." 


"Okay, well where do you want to go?" Terron asked. 
Zekra rubbed her paw into the ground. 


"My old home," she answered quietly. "There's... something | need 
to do there. By myself." 


Terron stared at Zekra oddly, not quite sure what she could possibly 
need to do in Blackoak Town. Everybody who lived there was 
dead... so surely no one was there. Yet, Terron could see that Zekra 
was serious about going. He wasn't sure about letting her go, 
though. He worried something might happen to her while she was 
gone. He would have asked to go with her, but Terron could tell that 
she only wanted to go alone. 


In the middle of Terron's deciding, he started to remember how he 
wanted to make it up to Zekra for making her collapse the other day. 


Perhaps, letting her go on her journey, alone, would work for a good 
apology. He didn't like the idea, but Terron wanted to keep her 


happy. 


"Do you know how long you think you'll be gone?" Terron asked. 


"Just until evening,” Zekra said. "| was gonna get there by Drifblim, 
so it shouldn't take long." 


"Well, alright then," Terron said with a small smile. "Just, be careful, 
alright?" 


Zekra smiled and pressed her head against Terron's side. 


"| will," Zekra replied. "Thanks. | hope you and Impetus enjoy your 
day off too. I'm sure she'll listen to you even though I'm gone." 


Zekra then removed her head from the Cubone and started to walk 
away. Terron waved goodbye to his friend as she slowly faded into 
the distance. 


Once she was gone, Terron stood by himself, with his only other 
friend taking a nap in the trees nearby. 


Different Worlds 


Chapter 16 


Different Worlds 


Terron sat at the base of the tree that Impetus was napping in. He 
wasn't quite sure how much time had passed since Zekra left. But, 
he could tell that he'd have to continue to wait. For a long time, that 
was. She wouldn't return for at least four more hours. 


The Cubone wasn't sure what to do with the rest of his time. He 
couldn't go to the gym, for he still didn't have the proper club. He 
didn't want to go train in the Gray Lands either since it wouldn't feel 
the same without Zekra there. Terron had Impetus, but he didn't 
quite feel he shared a connection with the Mienfoo as he shared with 
Zekra. 


Terron looked up at his companion to find she was still napping. She 
must have still been tired, or perhaps she was very bored. Terron 
wanted to say he was becoming bored as well, but he knew that the 
feeling growing inside him was not monotony. No, he knew that this 
feeling was lonesomeness. 


He had been fighting it off, but it was getting worse as time passed. 
Terron hated the way it made him feel. The further the loneliness 
spread into his heart, the more it gave birth to a terrible kind of 
bitterness he did not want to feel. Soon, Terron decided that he didn't 
want to put up with the feeling anymore. He needed to get something 
else on his mind. 

He got to his feet. 


"Impetus," Terron called in a low voice. 


The Mienfoo opened her eyes and glanced down at the Cubone. 


"We should go visit Len," Terron said. "He wanted to talk to me about 
something, so we might as well go do that. So, come on down and 
I'll show you the inside of the base when we go visit Len." 


Impetus jumped off the tree branch and landed besides Terron. He 
stared at her for a moment, wondering to himself how she didn't 
break her legs from falling at such a height. Once he realized that he 
couldn't find an answer, he headed into the base with Impetus. 


As the two went inside, the Mienfoo actively glanced around, turning 
in every direction she could. She didn't seem to be in a panic due to 
the inside of the tree having much less confinement than a room, but 
the Mienfoo still appeared confused by the walls. She went up to the 
nearest wall and tapped her paws against it before dashing over to 
the other wall of the tree and doing the same thing. Thankfully, 
hardly anyone was in the base, so she didn't bother anyone with her 
strange behavior. 


Terron watched her repeatedly go back and forth between the two 
ends of the tree. 


After five minutes, Impetus finally stopped investigating the sides of 
the tree and came back to Terron. She still had a puzzled 
expression, but she wasn't fretting over what was bothering her at 
least. Terron then headed for the stairs. He had only made it up three 
steps when he realized that Impetus wasn't following him. 


Terron looked behind him to find the Mienfoo was staring at the stairs 
oddly. The design was very strange to her since the wild didn't have 
anything remotely similar to stairs. Terron went back down to her 
side. She stared at him. 


"You just step onto the little steps," Terron explained as he went up a 
couple of steps. "Like what | just did. It's pretty simple." 


The Mienfoo looked back at the steps and carefully put her foot on 
the first step. Then, she took the next step. Her climb was slow, but 
she seemed to understand the concept. Terron smiled as he made 
his way further up the stairs, making sure he didn't walk too fast. 


When he got to the floor of the office, he found that Impetus was 
walking up the stairs on all fours now. Terron was about to correct 
her, but then he realized that she was probably doing this so that she 
had an easier time climbing. After all, she seemed to be walking at a 
faster pace. So, he decided he'd let her climb that way for now. 


Once Impetus made it up the stairs, she stood back into her normal 
position. She and Terron then headed for the office. When they got 
there, Terron knocked on the door with his bone club. 


"Yes, you can come in," Len's voice said from behind it. 


Terron pushed the door open and walked inside. Impetus remained 
outside the room, marveling at the thought of a "wall" opening into a 
room. 


"Come on, Impetus," Terron said. 


The Mienfoo continued to stand there, staring at the door that was 
ajar. Terron went back out and reached to grab her paw. 
Immediately, Impetus snapped her paw away from the Cubone and 
readied the white energy in that paw. Terron hastily went back into 
the room. He'd just let her stay out there. He wasn't going to risk a 
Force Palm to his face. 


Terron felt strange coming back into this room. It was the same as he 
had remembered it, only with more light, back when Garter 
kidnapped him and Zekra. Back then, they were in a very different 
position in life. It was funny to Terron how so much could change so 
quickly. 


Sitting at the desk was Len, paperwork scattered around him. When 
he saw Terron come in, he gave the Cubone an odd stare. 


"Terron?” the Luxray asked. "Is that you?" 
"Yeah, it is," the Cubone replied. 


"Sorry, | didn't recognize you," Len said. "I'm used to seeing you 
without a skull. But, now that you have one, you almost look like a 
completely different Pokémon. Still, I'm glad you got a helmet. It fits 
you well." 


"Thanks," Terron said. "So, you wanted to talk to me?" 


"Yes, | did," Len started to say before he noticed something else. 
"But, where's Zekra and that new feral recruit of yours?" 


"Oh, Zekra went to go visit somewhere for the day," Terron 
answered. "And Impetus is outside of the room since she doesn't 
seem to want to come inside." 


Terron pointed to the door, showing Len the Mienfoo. She was slowly 
Opening and closing the door, completely fascinated. She was so 
occupied with the door, she didn't notice Terron and Len staring at 
her. Terron smiled and let out a quiet laugh. 


"So, you're probably wondering why | wanted to talk to you," Len 
said as he brought his attention back to the Cubone. "Well, there are 
two reasons, and both of them regard asking you questions about 
something.” 


"What would those things be?" Terron asked. 


"One of them regards your encounter with a strange Weavile," Len 
answered. "Emdox mentioned that he saw a Weavile attacking you 
yesterday in your memories, and | wanted to know more about that. 
Emdox could always tell me more, but | figured it's best to hear it 
from the one who was actually there during the event. It's alarming to 
think that someone attacked your team for seemingly no reason, but 
perhaps | can help you find a reason for the Weavile's actions. Then, 


we could try to prevent this from happening again. So, tell me what 
you remember of the experience, if you may do so." 


Terron nodded. 


"Zekra and | were somewhere on Diamond Dust Mountain when we 
met the Weavile," Terron began. "We were there to look for some 
bones. When we saw the Weavile, he was this Aggron corpse and 
was trying to rip off the armor on it for some reason. When he 
noticed us, he said something about needing to kill us since we knew 
he was there. He mentioned the Fellowship and others, but he didn't 
really say anything about them. | don't even know who these 'others' 
are. | still haven't figured it out. What do you think he means?" 


"I'm not sure myself," Len replied. "These others do sound 
interesting, but, do go on with your story." 


"After that, the Weavile tried to kill us," Terron continued. "We almost 
died, but Impetus saved us and she ended up fighting the Weavile. 
Nothing really strange happened after that, except that the Weavile 
was oddly obsessed with this scarf he had. Like, when | accidentally 
tore it off him, he started going crazy and demanding his scarf back. 
He was so obsessed with it, that when | threw it off a cliff, he went 
after it. He just jumped off the mountain to grab it. | don't get why 
anyone would be so worried about a scarf." 


"Did the scarf look special?" Len asked curiously. 


"No, it was just a normal scarf," Terron replied. "It was just red and 
torn. | didn't feel any different when | had it in my hand." 


"Hmmm, | see," Len said thoughtfully. "And you never saw the 
Weavile again?" 


"No, thankfully," Terron said. "| hope | never have to see him again. | 
don't want to have to fight him again." 


"The Fellowship will make sure that doesn't happen,” Len assured. 
"We'll be putting up a few notices, saying to be on the lookout for him 
and capture him if we can. Then, we can figure out what he was up 
to and why he attacked you. You'll be alright." 


Terron smiled at hearing this. It was nice to know that the Fellowship 
cared about him. Even if they were rather disturbing at times, 
perhaps it was made up for in how they treated their members. 
Maybe Zekra was right about the Fellowship's positives outweighing 
their negatives. 


"Now, for my other reason | wanted to talk to you," Len then said. "I 
want to know about your old world. The human world.” 


There was a long pause between the two of them. 


"No one's seen a human in such a long time," the Luxray went on 
after a moment. "So long, in fact, that almost everyone thinks they're 
not real anymore. But now... we have a human here, in a Pokéemon's 
body. |'m fairly certain that this hasn't happened before." 


Len stared at Terron curiously. 


"| might have thought you were insane if you told me you were a 
human, but when Emdox read your mind, he saw that there wasn'ta 
trace of insanity within you," Len continued. "So, | think it's safe to 
say that you really are a human. So tell me, human... what do you 
remember about you being human? | know you have amnesia, but 
surely some parts of your memory must still be intact." 


"How come you want to know?" Terron asked. 


"| was always told stories of humans for as long as | can remember," 
Len said. "Specifically, it was the leaders back at the Pledge 
Mountain Fellowship who told me stories of humans, back in the 
days when | wasn't a leader myself. The legends always fascinated 
me. But, | never had any way to know if they were true. So, now that 


you're here, maybe | can shed some light on those legends and 
separate the truth from the false." 


Terron thought for a moment. He wasn't really sure if he wanted to 
talk about this. He felt uneasy talking about his old life that he could 
vaguely remember. Besides, he never wanted anyone to know he 
was human. He wanted to keep that a secret with Zekra. But, Terron 
realized that he was speaking to the Fellowship leader and that he 
should do as requested. Maybe it would help him learn more about 
his past, somehow. 


He let out a sigh. 


"| don't remember my life too well," Terron began. "I can't remember 
anything specifically about me. | can just remember concepts in my 
world. Like, | do remember that people in my world know what 
Pokémon are. | don't think we have Pokémon in our world... but we 
know what they are. Some of us know more about them than others, 
though. | know that | understand Pokémon mostly, but | don't 
understand how some of your types of Pokémon are more effective 
against others. | know there's a way to memorize it, but | never did. | 
know most of your species' names, but not your type advantages. 
Perhaps... as a human... | never found that to be important. But, 
then again, why would everyone know about Pokémon if they don't 
exist in my world?" 


"Perhaps like us, you humans turned Pokémon into legends," Len 
suggested. "Do you know why humans left Pokemon though? That 
might have been part of your legends since there's a possibility that 
the humans in your world are the ones that left us Pokémon long ago 
in the legends." 


"No, | don't," Terron replied. "| don't remember there ever being a 
story about humans leaving Pokémon, but maybe it's just that | was 
never told it. | think you're right about the humans from my world 
being the humans who once lived with Pokémon in Pokémon 
legends, but | don't have any proof of that." 


"Is there anything you remember about yourself prior to becoming a 
Cubone?" Len asked. "Do you remember your last days as a 
human?" 


Terron searched his memories for a few minutes. The two remained 
silent during this time. 


"| don't," Terron said with a sigh. "Like | said, | don't Know anything 
about myself. | just remember human things, not my own life. | can't 
even remember what | looked like." 


Len stared at Terron with an unreadable expression. Terron thought 
he would feel nervous with the look the Luxray was giving him, as he 
had felt in the past, but he didn't feel that way now. 


"Do you remember the name of your world and what it looked like?" 
Len asked after a while. 


"The world | lived in..." Terron replied slowly. "Its name... Its name 
was..." 


Terron's eyes seemed to go into a trance as a certain word entered 
into his head. Upon having this word enter his mind, several mental 
images of his world surfaced from the closed-off depths of his brain. 


"My world's name is Kuron," Terron answered. "It... It's like this 
world, but less nature and more buildings. There's only one region 
on my planet, though we have quite a few small islands scattered 
throughout the ocean. We sometimes call these islands mini regions 
since they're quite large sometimes, but they're not nearly as big as 
the main land. The main region itself is called Kuron, but since Kuron 
is the only mainland, we just call the planet Kuron." 


"SO, it's just like Shiron then," Len said. "We only have one giant 
continent and some islands throughout the planet. And, we call the 
world Shiron for the same reason you call yours Kuron. The human 
world... and the Pokémon world... they have the exact same world 
layout." 


Terron and Len glanced at one another. They weren't sure what to 
think of this revelation. Several possibilities could arise from this new 
information. 


"One last question before | let you go," Len then said as his voice 
became very grim. "Were there any Plagued Ones in your world or 
legends?" 


Terron thought for a moment. He tried to find any memories 
connected to those words. 


"No, there weren't," he answered. "At least, none that | remember. 
I'm pretty sure | would have remembered those creatures." 


Len stared at Terron with a strange expression. Eventually, he 
reverted back to his normal, bland stare. 


"Thank you, Terron," Len said. "I'm done questioning you. Your 
answers were very interesting." 


"Do they help you at all?" the Cubone asked. 


"They provide theories, but there's no concrete evidence for such 
theories," the Luxray answered. "It's too vague. But, if you remember 
more, feel free to tell me so that we can piece together this strange 
mystery. I'm sorry if my questions bothered you and reminded you of 
your condition. But, don't let this amnesia get to you. | know how it 
feels. | too, have it." 


Terron gave Len an odd look. 

" You have amnesia too?" Terron asked. 

"Sadly, yes," Len said with a sigh. "But, it's not as severe as yours. 
You see, | can remember most of my life and who | am. But, there is 
one part of my memory that's completely erased from my mind: my 
childhood." 


"What do you mean by that?" Terron asked curiously. 


"| don't remember what my life as a cub," Len explained. "My earliest 
memory in life was when Eclair found me wandering Shiron as a 
Luxio and asked if | wanted to join the Fellowship with her. I've never 
figured out why | was roaming the land. | just know that | was since 
Eclair said that's what | told her. | had told her | had nowhere to go 
and simply went wherever | could. | don't know where | was from or 
who my parents were. All | Know is that when Eclair explained what 
the Fellowship was, | had a strong desire to join. To this day, | still 
don't know why that was, but | try not to let that bother me too much. 
| try to live my life in the present, even if | occasionally try to find my 
memories." 


Terron continued to stare at Len. He had never expected Len of all 
Pokémon to have amnesia. He didn't expect anyone, in all honesty, 
to have amnesia. Knowing this now, Terron felt slightly better about 
his condition. He wasn't alone after all. Even if the severity of the 
memory loss was different, at least someone else had it. 


"Well, thanks for telling me that," Terron said. "And, thanks for trying 
to help me. I'll see you later, sometime." 


Len gave his goodbye as the Cubone left the office and closed the 
door behind him. Impetus was standing outside the doorway, waiting 
for Terron to return. 


"Well, I'm all finished," Terron said to her. "Len talked to me about my 
amnesia... and apparently he has amnesia too. It's strange, but it 
makes me feel kinda better about my own amnesia. | don't have to 
suffer, thinking I'm alone." 


Impetus stared at Terron curiously, attempting to understand what he 
was talking about. Terron looked at her. 


"| know you probably won't get it, but | might as well explain this to 
you since I'll need to in the future," Terron said. "I'm human. | don't 
know if you know what that is, but I'm from another world. | don't 
belong here." 


Impetus didn't have any sort of reaction. She kept staring at Terron 
with that curious glance. As she did this, the Cubone started to 
realize something. 


"You know... you're just like me in a way," Terron remarked 
thoughtfully. "We're both from different ‘worlds’. | mean, your world is 
still in Shiron, but it's a completely different place compared to here. 
It's so different... it might as well be a distant world like Kuron. | 
remember when | first came to this world... | wondered how 
Pokémon could talk. | always had a strange belief that they couldn't 
for some reason. And now that | think about it, | bet that's what 
you're wondering too. Wild Pokémon don't talk like Zekra and |, so | 
guess this must be brand new to you." 


Terron was quiet for a moment. 


"Impetus, why did you leave your world?" Terron asked her. "This 
world is so strange... yet you stay here. Why?" 


Impetus seemed to understand the question, but she didn't react to it 
other than pondering for a second. Once she had done that, she 
continued staring at Terron. 


"| wish | could answer that question for myself. | wonder why | had to 
leave my world sometimes," Terron then said before looking toward 
the stairs. "Let's just go get some late lunch." 


The two went down the staircase and headed for the mess hall. 
Once they got there, Terron showed Impetus how they ordered 
meals and could instantly get food as opposed to hunting for it. He 
tried to get her some steak, but Impetus refused to eat it since she 
didn't understand that the steak was food. He'd try to shove pieces 
into her mouth so she could taste the flesh, but she wouldn't do it. 


He ended up having to take a bite out of the steak to prove it was 
edible. He thought he would feel sick as he ate the flesh of a dead 
Pokémon, but surprisingly, it wasn't so bad for him. He didn't get the 
craving to eat meat for the rest of his life after doing this, but he 


found the meal to be decent. Once he had done that, Impetus finally 
tried the steak and started to eat it. As she ate her meal, he hada 
bowl full of berries. 


Once the two had finished, Terron and Impetus left the base and 
headed for the gym. Even though Terron had no plans of working 
with Tunra for the day, he figured he could show Impetus around and 
perhaps get her a trainer to further improve her own abilities. 


When the two went inside, Impetus once again noticed the walls 
enclosing them. This time, though, she looked back and forth at 
them as if to see if they were closing in on the two. 


"Don't worry," Terron said. "There's plenty of room. There's no doors 
either to the chambers, and there's much more space in the 
chambers." 


Terron went up to the fighting-type chamber. It had the simple 
symbol of a fist overhead. He pointed to that symbol, catching 
Impetus’ attention. 


"That's a place where you can train," Terron said. "I think you'd like it. 
You can get stronger and learn more abilities. | know you're pretty 
powerful, but you can be even better if you train with the master 
here. What do you think of that?" 


Impetus looked down the dark tunnel for a second before wandering 
into it. Terron followed after her. When the two entered into the 
chamber, Terron saw it was quite different than the ground-type 
chamber. Rather than being a simple and open space, this chamber 
had a stone platform in the very middle. It was only about a foot tall 
though, and Terron could see various cracks running throughout the 
grey rock. Scattered around the room were a few small trees that 
managed to grow thanks to the sunlight pouring in from above. 


There was no statue within the room. 


A Lucario stood in the middle of the stone platform and was glancing 
at Terron and Zekra. There was no emotion in his eyes. 


"| heard you coming inside," the Lucario spoke to Terron. "| assume 
the Mienfoo wishes to train with me while you simply observe?" 


"Yeah, that's pretty much it," Terron said simply. "Can you do that? | 
mean, Impetus is pretty talented, but she could use some more 
skills. All she really knows how to do are the Force Palm and Swift 
abilities, though she seems pretty good at martial arts." 


"Very well, let me see what | can do," the Lucario said as he looked 
over at Impetus. "Come, young Mienfoo. Come here so | may 
understand your current abilities.” 


Impetus glanced over at Terron, unsure about what to do. She still 
wasn't on board with the idea of confronting random strangers. 
Terron then climbed onto the stage, trying to get her to follow him. 
Cautiously, Impetus did so. The Lucario, upon seeing that she was 
ready, started to build a blue sphere of energy in his between his 
paws. 


The Mienfoo's eyes became wide. 
"Now then," the Lucario said. "Let's see how well you can dodge-" 
W MET!" 


Impetus suddenly shot forward, slamming her foot into the Lucario. 
She knocked the trainer to the ground before pressing her paw into 
the Lucario's face. But before she could release the white power, the 
Lucario threw the Mienfoo off him and swiftly got to his feet. He 
glared sharply at the Mienfoo as she skidded to a stop, digging her 
paw into the ground so it would slow down her momentum. 


The Lucario noticed the small claws that were in her paws. 


His glare only seemed to intensify. 


"No civilized Mienfoo would have those claws," the Lucario growled. 
"They always clip them since they think using claws as a weapon is 
a dirty tactic. Which means... that you're a wild ." 


The Mienfoo came to a halt and immediately made her way toward 
the Lucario once more. Her eyes were filled with hostility. The 
friendly Impetus Terron had been with was no longer there. She was 
now the wild Impetus who Terron had seen when she was fighting 
the Lairon. 


Impetus sprang at the trainer, her claws ready to slice into the 
Lucario. 


"You have no strategy," the Lucario said with a huff. "You can't hurt 
me. You listen to instincts only. You always have, and you will always 
will. That ensures that you can't win against me." 


The Lucario formed a familiar violet sphere in in his paws. Once it 
had reached a moderate size, he released the energy from within the 
sphere. It came out as black rings sparking with ominous energy. 
Impetus's eyes grew in horror once she released what was being 
sent at her. She tried to jump over the attack. 


She wasn't able to avoid the pulse, and it struck her. 
" MEEML" 


Impetus fell to the ground seconds later, gasping as she attempted 
to get back up. Before she could, the Lucario stamped his foot on 
her back and kept her pinned down. He looked over at Terron with 
disgust. 


"| refuse to train your 'friend’," the Lucario said. "Never come back to 
my chamber with her." 


"But, why?!" Terron cried. "| mean, | know she attacked you 
unexpectedly, but she was just surprised is all. I'm trying to get her to 
stop doing that." 


"This Mienfoo is a wild," the Lucario said venomously. "It's in her 
nature to do that. She won't ever stop being that way. Wilds are 
creatures who will never be like us. It's useless to train her when she 
will never change. She can't learn anything. All she knows is how to 
kill without strategy. She's an unintelligent, filthy excuse fora 
Pokémon. | don't know why you even want her in your company." 


The Lucario took his foot off the Mienfoo and kicked her over to 
Terron. The Cubone managed to grab Impetus and helped her to her 
feet. She seemed incredibly disoriented, as she had with the Weavile 
when he used a Dark Pulse on her. 


"But Impetus isn't like that!" Terron stated defensively. "She's smart! 
She can understand everyone! She can learn if you teach her!" 


The Lucario gritted his teeth. 


"Get that wild out of here," the Lucario said with a growl. "I don't want 
to see her here again." 


Terron was about to retort, but the Lucario gave him an icy glare. A 
blue sphere started to form in one of his paws. The Cubone 
understood the message that was being given to him. He let out a 
huff as he helped Impetus out of the chamber, where she didn't 
bother attacking him since she was temporarily in a confused state. 


Terron was fuming with repulsion at the Lucario's attitude. He 
couldn't believe what he had just heard. None of that was true. 
Impetus was a smart Pokémon, even if she was a wild. 


When he exited the hallway and came back to the main room, he 
found Novus standing outside his own chamber. The Quilava 
glanced over at Terron before approaching him. He stopped in front 
of the Cubone and looked at Impetus for a moment. There was a 
pensive look in his eyes. 


"You attempted to have Rey to teach this feral, didn't you?" Novus 
asked. 


Terron nodded, too caught up in his emotions to say something. 
Novus looked back at his training chamber. He started to walk away. 


"Come with me," the Quilava said. 


The Cubone quietly followed Novus into his chamber with Impetus. 
The fire chamber had a bit more to it than the ground and fighting 
chambers. For one, there were blazing fires all throughout the room. 
They burned in small pits, providing the light of the room since there 
was no sunlight. Plastered along the walls were various paintings, all 
of them having a theme of legendries being together. One painting 
held Zapdos, Articuno, and Moltres circling one another in the sky. 
Another was of Raikou, Entei, and Suicune glancing skyward toward 
their creator, Ho-oh, with great respect. Every single legendary that 
had a connection with others was on at least one of the paintings. 


At the very end of the room, there stood a tall statue of some 
Pokémon, just as Tunra had. This one, however, was not Groudon. It 
seemed to be an angelic, dragon-like Pokemon. Its entire body was 
a beautiful white shade, except for the eyes. Its eyes were a deep 
blue, which seemed so life-like and serene. 


The sight of the room made Terron's anger slowly disappear. 


"| thought to bring you here so that we may speak in private," Novus 
said. "What are your thoughts on my chamber?" 


"It's really nice," Terron said. "I like the decorations. But, who's this 
Pokémon that you have a statue of? | don't recognize it." 


Novus let out a bitter laugh. 


"| shouldn't be surprised that you don't know Reshiram," Novus 
answered. "Many Pokémon no longer believe in his existence. They 
think he is a false deity, and tell their children that he doesn't exist. 
Then, those children pass onto their children that false truth, and 
they forget of Reshiram. They forget that he is one of the great 
dragons who guarded the land. They forget of his immense flames 


that could burn the world if he willed it. They forget that his flames 
are stronger than those of other fire gods, such as Ho-oh. They 
forget that he is the true figure to look to if you wish to find guidance 
in your fire. And with forgetting Reshiram, they forget Zekrom, great 
electric dragon of equal importance..." 


Novus shut his eyes and let out a breath of fire as he sighed. Once 
he calmed down, he looked back at Terron. 


"Sorry, | apologize for my outburst,” the Quilava said. "It just ails me 
that the great dragons are being forgotten. Great beings should not 
be left to decay in the forgotten sands of time. But, that's not what 
needs to be focused on. No, we're here because | wanted to talk to 
you about your feral friend. I'm going to give you advice as to how 
you can help her since she will, no doubt, be staying in civilization 
with you and Zekra. It will help make her life easier." 


The fire trainer looked upon the Mienfoo, finding that she was slowly 
coming back from her confused state. 


"As I'm sure you've discovered, Rey Is not fond of feral Pokémon,” 
Novus said. "Unfortunately, so are many other Pokémon in this 
world. They see feral ones as demons who lack emotions and only 
live by how their instincts instruct them. In a way, | agree with that 
perspective, but it's only to a certain degree. Feral Pokémon are only 
like that when they are in the wild. Once they have been brought into 
society, they can become just like us. Their minds become open to 
our ways and sometimes, they will become like any ordinary civilian. 
Yet, no one else seems to understand this concept and believe feral 
ones will remain in their feral state for the rest of their lives. | know 
there are other Pokemon that probably understand how feral ones 
truly are, but the rest of the world doesn't quite believe this to be so." 


Yeah... the Fellowship seems to understand. Terron thought. But, 
that's probably because they've got two wild Pokémon on their team 
technically. Even if King was self-aware in the first place, but just 
became wild... 


"So are you saying | need to change Impetus?" Terron asked. "| have 
to change her so that she's not a feral anymore pretty much?" 


"Yes and no," Novus replied. "Yes, she needs to change from her 
feral state to properly live in this new world. She cannot stay in 
civilization as a feral. But, it is also no since you cannot change her. 
That will ultimately be her choice. What you have to do is give her a 
reason to change and support her. You and Zekra need to help her 
understand why she must change from her old ways if she wants to 
stay in civilization." 


"But that's not going to affect her too much, is it?" Terron asked. "I 
mean sure, she has a few quirks, but she's still a nice Pokemon. 
And... she has her own kind of intelligence that | haven't seen in 
anyone else. It's special. | don't want that to go away." 


"You're not altering her personality," Novus assured. "No, altering 
Pokémon to become accepted by others isn't right. You're just 
helping her adapt to civilization. You're helping her understand that 
some laws she might have followed in the wild no longer apply here. 
You're also teaching her new concepts from here that she never had 
in the wild. She'll still be the same Impetus you know, except better 
suited for this kind of world. So, if you wish to help her stay in 
civilization, try to help her understand what she needs to do." 


Terron looked at Impetus and found that she was no longer 
disoriented. She was glancing around at all the fires near her. She 
then wandered toward the fires, but didn't touch them since she 
seemed to know that it wasn't a good idea. Novus and Terron 
watched her. 


As he did, Terron started to see the truth in Novus's words. Impetus 
had to learn how to be civilized if she wanted to stay with the team. If 
she didn't, other instances like what happened with Rey could 
happen again. It was the only way to have other Pokemon 
understand that she was a good Pokémon. She was kind now... but 
that meant nothing if others were blinded by the prejudice of her 
being a feral. Plus, Terron didn't want Impetus to be so confused 


about their world. She always looked at everything so curiously, but 
that was only because she didn't understand what it meant. He 
wanted to fix that. 

"I'll help Impetus," Terron said with a nod. "Zekra and I... we'll do it 
together. We'll help her become civilized. Somehow. Thanks for your 
advice." 


Yeah... we'll help Impetus. Terron thought. /f Team Valor could, then 
surely we can too. It shouldn't be so hard. Impetus is pretty smart. 
I'm sure she'll learn quickly. 


"But, why are you helping me?" Terron then asked. 
Novus smiled. 


"Because | am a teacher," the Quilava answered. "| do what | can do 
best, and that is to share my knowledge with others." 


Terron stared oddly at the Quilava. 
| don't think that's your real reason. Terron thought. Novus... what 


are you hiding? Why are you really helping me and Zekra? What's 
going through your head right now? 


Blackoak Town Outskirts 


Zekra was gently placed onto the ground by her Drifblim. She smiled 
at the ghost as she turned to address it. 


“Thanks for taking me here," she said. "Can you stay here though? | 
kinda wanted to go into the city by myself." 


"That's fine," the Drifblim replied. "| can wait. But, why do you want to 
go inside of this town? It Seems so vacant." 


Zekra looked at the ground as her smile faded. 


"There's... there's just something | need to take care of here," Zekra 
answered. "| won't be gone long, though. I'll probably be back in an 
hour or two." 


"If you say so," the Drifblim shrugged. "I'll be waiting." 


Zekra gave a nod of understanding before turning to face the town 
that she once called home. Many trees surrounded the outskirts of 
the town, making it somewhat hard to see the actual town. But, that 
was going to change soon. 


With a deep breath, Zekra went forward, heading into her lost home. 


"Zev..." she said. "| have so much | need to tell you... | hope you're 
here." 


Zekra's Lost Days 


Chapter 17 


Zekra's Lost Days 


Blackoak Town had not changed much since Zekra had last seen it. 
It was still the same, somewhat small town Zekra had grown up in 
since she hatched. The homes and shops were in good condition. 
The many gardens still grew a fair amount of fruits. The grass stayed 
at a decent height. 


Despite having only been gone for a few days, Zekra felt that she 
had been away for months. She had thought time would have taken 
its toll on the city and made everything decay. But, seeing how 
everything remained the same reminded Zekra that she truly hadn't 
been gone for a long time. 


She looked around and beheld the sights of her beloved hometown, 
realizing just how small her town was when compared to Aurora 
Town. 


Blackoak always had a small population for as long as Zekra could 
remember. At least, it was smaller than Aurora Town's population. 
She had always been told that there were only about four hundred 
citizens here. She considered that to be a large amount of Pokémon 
despite what she had been told, until she went to Aurora Town and 
saw the massive amounts of Pokémon that roamed the streets at all 
times. Here, there were times when Zekra could be wandering down 
the main square and no one would be around for a good five 
minutes. 


After dwelling in this thought, Zekra made it to the main square of 
town. In the very middle of the square was a fountain. There weren't 
any devices to make the water shoot up, though. Instead, the water 


simply sat in the fountain, resting underneath the stone figures of a 
Milotic and a couple of Wartortle. Zekra stopped in front of the 
fountain and gave it a long stare. 


Zekra was Standing in front of the very same statue. However, she 
was not alone this time. A Torchic was standing beside her. Beside 
them on the ground were two small coins which gleamed in the 
midday sun. No one else seemed to be around, but the sounds of 
others in the distance could be heard. 


" So, you going to throw your Poké into the fountain, or not?" the 
Torchic asked. 


"| don't really know," Zekra answered. "! mean, | could think of a lot 
of good uses for this money. We could buy some candy with this. | 
don't want to waste it on some stupid superstition that if we give the 
fountain money, we get a free wish." 


" You just don't know how to believe, do you?" the Torchic asked with 
a sigh. 


"can believe, Chi," Zekra scoffed. "It's just that this doesn't seem 
legit. If we really wanted to get a wish, we could just go find Jirachi. 
Wherever he is..." 


Chi shook her head in disapproval before picking up one of the coins 
with her beak. She then tossed it into the fountain, watching the 
water's surface ripple as the coin sank to the bottom. Zekra watched 
as her friend closed her eyes and mouthed out her wish. 


" What did you wish for?" Zekra asked curiously. 
Chi smiled. 


"| can't tell you that," the Torchic replied. "Otherwise, it won't come 
true." 


" That's lame!" Zekra cried. "Ugh, whatever. I'll just try this coin 
wishing thing and see how it goes." 


Zekra then took her coin and flung it at the Wartortle. It bounced off 
its stone face before plopping into the water. Zekra was quiet for a 
moment as she thought of what she wanted. 


" There, made my wish," Zekra said. 


" Alright, cool," Chi said with a smile. "See? Trying wasn't so bad. 
Now let's go to my house and get some of that pie my mom made 
yesterday. Hopefully, there's still some left." 


Chi started to walk away. As she did, Zekra peered at her reflection 
in the water. She could see all of the coins at the bottom, 
surrounding her mirror image. There were so many. There had to be 
at least one thousand Poké in this fountain. Yet, she didn't pay 
attention to all the money she could steal out of the fountain. Instead, 
she continued to look at the reflection. 


But, it was no longer her reflection. It was a Zoroark reflection. 


"| wish you'd come back... you never came when | wanted you to 
come the most. So please... come back." 


Zekra let out a sigh. She walked past the fountain and went to find a 
particular place she knew in this town. She went past the many 
shops, seeing how all of the doors were wide open. Many of the 
windows were shattered. Zekra gave a melancholy frown when she 
saw this. Her town was already being broken into and robbed of its 
supplies. 


Eventually, Zekra came across a certain store. Just like all of the 
other stores, this one had been sapped of its possessions. But, this 
one had special meaning to Zekra. She wanted to walk past it, but 
her curiosity overcame her. Zekra cautiously approached the 
abandoned building and crept inside through the open door. 


This store was, or at least used to be, a bookstore. It still held traces 
of evidence that this still was a bookstore. There were books that still 
lined up on shelves with their price tags still attached. The little café 
inside was still intact, even if it was missing all of its food items that 
were on display. The advertising banners strung from the ceiling 
were still there. 


Still, the place was a mess. Most of the floor was littered with books 
and torn out pages. Shelves were knocked over on their sides. The 
cushions to provide seats for readers were torn apart. 


Zekra walked through the abandoned store until she noticed 
something. She came across an atlas, which was opened to show a 
drawing of the entire world. The illustration took up both pages, filling 
them with its detailed coloring. Most of the pages were simply the 
land of Shiron, accompanied by a number of small islands and the 
ocean surrounding the lands. 


Zekra stopped and glanced at the drawing. 


"| never realized just how big Shiron really was," a Buizel said as he 
looked at the world map. "It says here that the main land covers 
roughly twenty million square miles. All the islands nearby don't even 
come Close to that! They're a million miles at best! | guess there 
really is a good reason for why we call our world the same name as 
the region." 


" Yeah, guess so," Zekra replied. "And how'd you find this book? 
You're always reading comics whenever we come here, so | don't 
know how you would have found this." 


" Someone just misplaced it | guess," the Buizel shrugged. "It was 
next to this comic | was going to read. It's really nice, though. I've 
never seen a map before. | didn't know our world could be so big." 


"Well, let's look at this some more where it's more comfortable to sit, 
Fen," Zekra then said. 


Fen nodded as he picked up the book from off the ground and the 
two exited the comic section where the Buizel had found the book. 
They then headed for an area where some cushions were before 
sitting down in them and placing the book in front of them. 


The Buizel started to turn the pages. He stopped when they came to 
a page that held a section of Shiron with their city as a small dot. It 
was so insignificant compared to the other locations around that 
particular part of Shiron. 


"Huh, we have a lot of towns around us," Zekra commented. "! 
never realized that. Of course, that's probably because neither of us 
have left here. We've been stuck here since we hatched." 


"| don't mind that, though," Fen said. "This place is a nice place to 
be. And, you seem to like here too. Do you not like being here?" 


"| like it here," Zekra assured. "I really do. It's just that... well... you 
know my brother, right?" 


" Zev?" Fen said unsurely. "| don't really see him much, but I've met 
him once or twice.” 


" Yeah, that's him," Zekra said with a nod. "Well anyway, Zev travels 
a lot since he doesn't really live with us anymore. Whenever he visits 
though, he tells my parents and | all of the cool things he's seen on 
his travels. Like, he tells me about this city of crystal he once visited 
or these fields of endless sunflowers. And sometimes, he'll bring us 
back stuff. Like last time he came, he got me that awesome Frism. 
So, knowing that he goes around seeing all of this stuff kinda makes 
me wanna see what he sees. So, when he comes back this summer, 
I'm going to ask if | can come with him." 


" What about your parents?" Fen then asked. 
"I'm going to talk to them about it," Zekra said. "I've still got a month 


left until he's supposed to come home. And, maybe during that time, 
| can try to improve my illusion abilities." 


" Well, good luck with that," the Buizel said with a smile. "Maybe I'll 
come too. I'd like to see more of Shiron." 


" Thanks," Zekra said cheerfully. "Now, let's keep looking at this book 
and see what cool stuff we could go visit when we go with Zev." 


Zekra closed the book and started to leave. It was a bad idea to 
come here. She should have just kept going. She didn't want to see 
the ruined place of her memory anymore. Once she got back to the 
entrance, Zekra went out and kept going through town. 


At some point, she came to the residential area of town. She saw 
many houses, all of them having their own unique little design. They 
weren't very large houses, but they still seemed quite cozy. Zekra 
wandered into her neighborhood, seeing how none of the houses 
had been broken into like the shops. Perhaps the thieves didn't feel 
like raiding homes. 


She went up to one of the houses and went to its side. There was a 
large tree growing between this one and the one next door, 
thankfully not causing damage to the houses with its roots. There 
was a large hole towards the bottom of the tree. Zekra peered into 
the hollow spot. She saw a little room that was meant to hold two 
small Pokémon, the flooring lined with hay. Rolled up from the inside 
of the tree was a tarp, to allow as a makeshift door when needed. 
Carvings of sorts were etched into the inside of the tree. 


Zekra closed her eyes. 


Zekra was with a Sandile in the tree, where they both stared at a 
strange object in front of them. It was a bluish, vase-like object that 
was about the size of a grapefruit. It seemed to be made of crystal, 
and little icicles surrounded the neck of it. It was a rather strange 
thing to the Sandile, though Zekra already knew what it was. 


" So... your brother got this for you, huh?" the Sandile asked 
curiously. 


" Yeah! He says it's called a Frism," Zekra said cheerfully. "He gave it 
to me last week. It's pretty cool, isn't it?” 


" |t looks really nice, that's for sure," the Sandile said. "But, what's it 
supposed to do?" 


" Well, | guess I'll show you," Zekra said as she slid the Frism over to 
the Sandile. "Say something into the opening." 


The Sandile gave Zekra an odd look. The Zorua gave him a 
reassuring smile, causing the Sandile to look back at the Frism. 


"Um, this is Terron," the Sandile said unsurely into the object. "Who 
are you?" 


Suddenly, the opening of the Frism became covered in white ice. 
Terron backed up from the shock, causing him to smack into the 
back of the tree. He groaned as he recomposed himself. 


" Now go ahead and warm up the white part," Zekra instructed. "You 
can touch it or breathe on it. Either works really." 


Terron nodded slowly before blowing his breath onto the sealed 
opening. The ice immediately melted away and a voice emerged 
from within the object. 


"Um, this is Terron," Terron's voice said from within the Frism. "Who 
are you?" 


The Sandile stared in disbelief at the Frism as his message ended. 


" [t's a voice recorder," Terron stated. "! didn't think there were any 
objects that could do that." 


" Yeah, it's pretty cool, isn't it?" Zekra said in a pleased tone. "Zev 
said he found it while wandering through some ice cavern. He 


thought it'd make a nice gift for me." 


" You know, | wish I had an older brother who'd give me cool stuff," 
the Sandile replied. "All I've got are younger siblings who annoy me 
all the time." 


" You could just become what Zev is to me and then you guys will 
get along," Zekra suggested. 


"| could, except my siblings are annoying and | don't want to 
dedicate time to them if they're like that," Terron scoffed. "But, 
whatever. Your brother seems like a cool guy. Maybe | could meet 
him one day and he'll get me something next time he comes here. 
How often does he visit?" 


" He visits once a year, every summer for about a week," Zekra 
answered. "He's been doing that for about six years now. Kinda wish 
he stayed home like he did up to when | was a year old, but | guess 
that's how things are." 


"Hm, looks like I've gotta wait another twelve months," Terron 
remarked. "Hopefully | can wait that long. In the meantime, what 
should we do with this Frism? If you don't mind, I've got a few pranks 
in mind that we can do with the help of this thing..." 


A few tears came out of Zekra's eyes. She shook her head as she 
tried to contain the memories. 


"| Knew | wasn't strong enough to resist looking at things from my old 
life," Zekra muttered to herself. "But... | can't leave just yet. There's 
still something | need to do." 


Zekra brushed aside some of the hay within the tree hole and after a 
moment, she found a key. She grabbed the key with her mouth and 
went over to one of the houses next to the tree. She carefully put the 
key in the lock and slowly turned it. Once the door was unlocked, 
she pushed the door open and walked inside. 


She shut the door behind her and set the key on the floor. With a 
heavy heart, Zekra looked around the house, finding that everything 
was exactly the same as she remembered it. 


This was her home. Everything was here. Yet, it was missing a vital 
piece. 


Her parents were no longer here. They were no longer here to greet 
her when she came home from visiting friends. 


The house was so empty without their presence. 


Zekra silently made her way through the house until she came to a 
particular room; her bedroom. It was a small room, but nonetheless, 
quite comfortable. It was a simple bedroom with a bed of hay anda 
couple drawers for storage. Despite such a small amount of 
possessions, that was all Zekra really wanted in her room. 


The Zorua went up to one of the cabinets and slowly pulled out the 
lowest drawer. There were a few items within, such as some stored- 
away candy that was beginning to grow brittle and a couple books 
that were becoming covered with dust. But, what stood out most in 
this compartment was a single object: a Frism. 


When Blackoak Town had been evacuated, no one had enough time 
to take their belongings with them. Everyone was simply ushered out 
of the city in a quick instant. Some Pokémon had managed to lock 
up their houses before leaving, thinking they would return later, but 
that was all they were able to do. Zekra had wanted to take the 
Frism with her on their trip, but she wasn't allowed to go back home 
to get it. She had been with Chi in another part of the town when 
everyone was forced to leave. 


Zekra took the Frism out of the drawer and set it on the ground to 
inspect it. There was no message recorded within the object, nor 
was it damaged. 


Once she had done that, she picked it up again and left the room 
with it. 


Zekra eagerly waited by the front door of the house as her Zoroark 
parents sat in the nearby living room, eating their lunch. Zekra had 
been waiting for this day for so long. Now, with it being the early 
afternoon, she knew the special time was soon. 


" Zekra, do you want some lunch?" her mother asked. "You've been 
sitting there since dawn. Surely you must be hungry." 


" No, I'm fine, mom," Zekra assured. "I'm not hungry." 


" She does this every year Zeverous visits," Zekra's father then said 
with a laugh. "It's a wonder that her excitement can blur out her 
hunger. Of course, she'll be eating everything in sight once that 
excitement mellows down..." 


Just then, there was a knock at the door. Zekra hastily jumped to her 
feet and with a wide grin, she unlocked the door and opened it. 
Standing on the other side was a Zoroark with a messenger bag 
strapped over his shoulder. He had a somewhat tired look in his 
eyes, but there was still a smile on his face. 


" Zev!" Zekra cried with glee. 


The Zorua leapt at the Zoroark, where he then caught her and held 
her in a hug. Zekra rubbed her face against his. 


" You're back!" Zekra said. "| missed you! This year has gone by so 
slowly!" 


" Feels the same for me too," the Zoroark replied. "| missed you too 
during that time. I'm really glad | can see you again." 


Zekra's parents then entered the room, happy to see their son as 
well. Zekra's brother went inside the house and gently set Zekra 


down. He then gave each of his parents a hug. 


"Welcome home, Zeverous" his mother said warmly. "How were 
your adventures this past year? Things been going well?" 


" They have, for the most part," Zeverous said. "! got to see a /ot of 
wonderful places. It's amazing where you can go if you can turn into 
practically any Pokémon at any time. Which reminds me..." 


Zeverous reached into his bag and searched through the various 
items he kept. After a moment, he pulled out a blue crystal that was 
roughly the size of one of his claws. It shined beautifully as he 
twisted it around in his claws. He handed it to his mother with a soft 
smile. 


"| found it at this place known as Crystal Cave," the Zoroark said. "If 
you touch it..." 


Zeverous gently poked it with his claw. A small flash went off from 
the crystal, enveloping it in white light. When the light died down, the 
crystal was no longer blue. Instead, it was a dark shade of green. 


"... It changes colors," Zeverous finished. "There were crystals all 
over the cave, but for some reason, only certain crystals in a specific 
area did this. It was some place where three giant crystals were." 


" Thank you," his mother said his mother started to play with the 
gem. "It's very beautiful. | never thought such a treasure could exist." 


Zeverous smiled as he dug into his bag once more and brought out a 
blue, metallic box. It was rather small, and a turn-able handle could 
be seen sticking out of the side. The Zoroark showed it to his father. 


" This is something called a music box," Zeverous said. "You just 
wind this up a bit and it plays a song. | found it in some old ruins the 
locals called ‘Buried Relic’. | don't really know why it was there or 
who even made it, but it's pretty interesting." 


Zeverous gave it to his father. The father stared curiously at the odd 
device before slowly turning the handle as Zeverous had said. When 
he stopped, a peaceful tune came from the device and filled the 
room with its music. All of the family stayed silent as they listened to 
the wonderful music. After about a minute, the music stopped. 


"['ve never seen anything like this before,” the father said as he 
examined the music box. "What part of Shiron did you find this in 
again?" 


" /t was the Eastern side," Zeverous replied. "Things look rather 
different over there. The culture is very different from here as well. 
It's an interesting place.” 


Zeverous then turned to his sister and took out her present. He gave 
her a warm smile as he set down the treasure in front of her. He 
knelt down so that he could talk to her at eye level. 


" This is a Frism," Zeverous explained. "It records your voice 
whenever you talk into it. It's a strange little item | found when going 
through some ice cavern. | don't quite understand how it's able to 
contain your voice so well... but it's truly a wonderful treasure. | 
thought you'd like it." 


Zekra smiled. 


" Thanks, Zev," Zekra said happily. "The Frism is awesome. I'm really 
glad that you're home. It means more to me than this gift you got me. 
Seeing my brother after so long is always a gift..." 


Zekra set her Frism down nearby the front door, the very spot she 
would sit in as she waited for Zeverous to return. She squeezed her 
eyes shut as she banged her head against the wall. 


"Don't cry," she told herself. "Just don't. Finish what you wanted to 
do and then you can leave this place. And then... you'll never have 
to come back." 


The Zorua took a deep breath and slowly went back to the Frism. 
She looked upon it with a melancholy gaze and let out a sigh as she 
sat down. She stared deep into the depths of the Frism. 


"... It's been two years since I've last seen you, Zev," Zekra said 
reluctantly. "The last time you were here... you gave me this Frism 
that I'm using right now. Since then... no one's heard from you. 
Everyone thinks you died. In truth, | think you're dead too. At first, | 
refused to believe it and held onto the hope that you were still alive, 
but refusing to come home for some reason. But, as the months 
went by... that faith | had, died away and | found believing to be so 
much harder. And before long, | found that | no longer believed. | had 
accepted that you died somehow. That's where | stand now. But, if 
that's the case, then why am | sending this message to you bya 
Frism?" 


Zekra let out a bitter laugh. 


"Well, | guess it's because there's still a part of me that refuses to 
believe you're dead. | don't know why it clings to such small hope, 
but it's a part of me and | have to learn to accept that. But, I'm not 
here to talk about what | believe your fate is. No, there's something 
else | need to tell you. If you're dead, then you'll know all of this 
already. But... if you're still alive... then you need to know something 
in case you come back here for some reason." 


Zekra took in a deep breath. 


"Everyone's dead. Everyone who lived here... they all got killed by 
these demons. Everyone was being evacuated when something 
strange was happening at Emerald Mountain... and then these 
things came along while we were traveling and took everyone away. 
|... | was the only one who made it out. Nobody's left but me, Zev. 
But, I'm not here anymore. | left Blackoak after the incident. | knew | 
couldn't live here anymore, so | went to the original town we were all 
traveling to; Aurora Town. Things have been tough... but I've found a 
friend, at least, who's helping me. We even joined the Fellowship 
together. So, that's where | am now at this point in time." 


Zekra shut her eyes. 


"SO, if you ever come back here... and you hear this message, you 
know where to find me. Please... come home and listen to this 
message. I've missed you, Zev. You're the only family | have left. So 
please, don't be dead like everyone | used to know. Just be alive. 
Please... | just want my brother through all of this. Find this 
message... before anyone else does." 


Zekra stopped talking. After moments of silence, the Frism's opening 
became covered in white. Her message had been recorded. Her 
purpose for being here had been fulfilled. 


The Zorua wearily grabbed the key and opened the front door. She 
could remember the last time she went out this very door. The last 
time... 


... she ever saw her parents. 


" Well, I'm going to go hang out with Chi," Zekra said to her parents. 
"I'll see you later!" 


Her parents, who were sitting at the table in the room and reading 
books, looked over at the Zorua. They both gave her a friendly smile. 


" Have fun, Zekra," her mother said. "Be sure to come back home by 
evening. There's been a lot of strange reports about odd creatures 
roaming around at night." 


" |t probably has to do with whatever's going on at Emerald 
Mountain," the father reasoned before looking back at Zekra. "So do 
as your mother says and come home before dark! Don't get into any 
trouble!" 


"won't!" Zekra said. "Don't worry about me! I'll be fine! See you!" 


She then opened up the door and went dashing off toward her 
friend's house. 


The last image Zekra saw of her parents, before they disappeared 
from her view, was them watching her go with anxiety in their eyes. 


Zekra's vision started to blur. With every step she took, her body 
would tremble. 


I'm done here. | can leave. 
Zekra gave one last look to her Frism before locking up the house. 
| just need to get back to Terron now. 


Zekra put the key back into her hiding spot. She headed down the 
road to get to the Drifblim. 


Just need to... 


Zekra suddenly felt numb. She stopped walking and stood there in 
the middle of the empty street. 


A few tears streaked down her face. Her breath became shallow. 


Zekra fell to the ground not a second later, felling too weak to stand. 
She buried her face into her paws, crying loudly. 


"Why was / the one to live?!" Zekra wailed. "Why was it me of all 
Pokémon?! | shouldn't have been the one who survived! There were 
better Pokémon than me... there were many better Pokémon. | don't 
deserve being the ‘lucky survivor". It's not worth it." 


Zekra sobbed some more as she curled up into a ball. 


"... Terron," Zekra said. "... | hope you don't mind that | gave another 
friend of mine your name. It's just... | wanted to pretend you were 
still here. | wanted my friends to live on. And so... when my new 


friend needed a name... | gave him yours so | could pretend | still 
had at least you. Sometimes... | even see you there instead of him. | 
know what | did was selfish, but it was the only way | could cope. 
But, it's not enough to keep going lately..." 


Zekra continued to lie there, crying silently. 


"| don't know what | should do," Zekra said. "| can't keep living like 
this... with all of you in the back of mind... but | don't have what it 
takes to end it all..." 


Zekra then noticed the Mark of the Fellowship engraved in her paw. 
She stared at it for a long time, her thoughts slowly processing 
through all of her grief. A particular memory came to her mind when 
she looked at the symbol. It was the memory of when she and Terron 
were naming their team. It was such a small, yet significant moment. 


"... Team Vendetta," she said slowly. "When | came up with that 
name... all of you went away, if just for a while. You were all satisfied 
in Knowing that | was fighting for you guys. Your faces... your 
voices... they weren't bothering me anymore. | never really thought 
about the name afterwards since | was so caught up in other things. 
As soon as | stopped thinking about that name... you all came back." 


Zekra paused. 


"Maybe... my team name... is what | need to focus on. Maybe... 
that's the key to continue living." 


Zekra slowly got to her feet as she wiped away her tears. She felt 
stronger. She once again held a stare with the mark on her paw. 


"I'll fight... for all of you," Zekra declared. "I'll keep that thought in my 
mind at all times, so that my spared life has a purpose. | lived so | 
could have a reason to fight against these Plagued Ones. I'll fight to 
protect others from your fate, but my true purpose is to avenge you 
guys. I'm supposed to bring justice to the demons who stole my life 
and your lives away. I'm supposed to become..." 


A determined glare became etched into Zekra's eyes. 
",.. the living vendetta against the Plagued Ones." 


As she became filled this new strength, Zekra began to walk away, 
failing to notice the many pairs of flaming eyes that had been 
watching her from high above. As she left the town, the Plagued 
Ones slowly went on their way as well, leaving her be once more. 


Aurora Town 


Zekra found herself standing outside the Fellowship after her 
departure from her old home. There was a peaceful smile on her 
face. 


The sun was beginning to set behind Zekra. It was hard to believe 
that a whole day had passed already. Not much had happened 
today, but she was going to make sure tomorrow was a day where 
they got some work done. Tomorrow, for sure, they'd go ona 
meaningful mission. 


Zekra made her way into the mess hall, where she believed Terron 
and Impetus would be since it was dinner time. When she went 
inside, she found many members were here due to it being the end 
of the day. In fact, the entire mess hall was nearly filled to its 
maximum occupation. Of course, Zekra wasn't alarmed by this since 
she had seen this several times already. 


Instead, she glanced around in search for her two companions. She 
wandered around the cafeteria, occasionally eavesdropping on 
various conversations to see if anything interesting was being said. 
Unfortunately, it was always something rather uninteresting to her 
such as a review of the day. 


Eventually, she found Terron and Impetus sitting at a table ona 
higher section of the tree. Terron was attempting to have a 


conversation with Impetus, while the Mienfoo would listen and 
appear to be interested while she messily ate her slab of steak. 


But as Zekra watched her teammates awkwardly proceeding with 
their meal, a wave of memories returned to her. She thought for a 
moment that her Cubone companion was no longer there. In his 
place, still endlessly yammering to the Mienfoo between bites of his 
berries, was a Sandile. One she had known from the life she had left 
behind. 


Terron. 
Zekra shook her head until she found herself back in reality. 
"Hey, I'm back!" she called over to her friend. 


Terron and Impetus looked over at Zekra. Immediately, the Cubone 
jumped out of his seat and hugged her. Zekra attempted to return to 
hug, despite having no arms. Impetus stared at them oddly, not quite 
understanding what was going on. 


"Welcome back, Zekra," Terron said happily. "It felt weird not having 
you around. | had Impetus, but it wasn't quite the same without you 
around." 


Zekra chuckled. 


"| felt the same way," Zekra said bashfully. "Guess it's what happens 
when we're always around one another." 


"Yeah, | guess that makes sense," Terron said thoughtfully. "But, 
how'd your trip go?" 


"Oh, it went fine," Zekra said simply. "I just needed to leave a 
message for my brother." 


Terron looked at the Zorua oddly. 


"What do you mean?" he asked curiously. 


"I'll explain that to you later," Zekra replied. "Right now, I'd just like 
some time to relax. I'll tell you before we all go to bed." 


Zekra looked over at the Mienfoo, who was attempting to figure out 
what this "hug" was. She watched as Impetus slowly went up to her 
companions and continued to stare at them curiously. After a 
moment of time had passed, she awkwardly mimicked their actions 
and wrapped them both in her own hug. It only took a couple of 
seconds before she became very uncomfortable with the gesture, 
and was quick to release the two. 


"Thanks, Impetus," Zekra said. "Thanks for trying. | understand what 
you're trying to do." 


Zekra smiled. 


"Thanks... both of you," she said warmly, "for being my friends." 


Another Child 


Chapter 18 


Another Child 


After finishing their meals, Team Vendetta piled into their room and 
settled into their beds. Well, Terron and Zekra anyway. Impetus was 
staring at the hay on the floor with an odd gaze. She didn't quite 
seem to understand she was supposed to sleep there. 


"Just sit down in in the hay," Terron instructed. "You'll like it. It's 
comfortable. It's a lot better than tree branches." 


Reluctantly, Impetus put her foot on the bed. When she found that it 
was Safe, she slowly sat in it. Her eyes grew in wonder at how cozy 
the bed was. She was so entranced by the bed, in fact, that she fell 
back into the hay and rolled around in it. Terron smiled at the sight 
before looking over at Zekra. 


"SO, how'd your trip go?" he asked curiously. "Everything go okay?" 


"Oh, well it went fine," the Zorua answered. "Didn't have any 
problems. It was nice going there." 


"How come you had to go anyway?" Terron then asked. "If you don't 
mind answering." 


There was a pause. Zekra played with her paws during this silence. 
There was an uncomfortable look on her face. 


"... [guess | might as well tell you," she said with a sigh. "I went 
there because | wanted to leave a message for my brother." 


"Your brother?" Terron repeated. "You've got a brother? How come 
you never mentioned him?" 


Zekra frowned in melancholy as her eyes lowered. 


"Because | never really saw any purpose in talking about him," Zekra 
answered. "And thinking about him sometimes... is so painful." 


Zekra let out a sigh as she set her head on the floor. 


"But, | might as well tell you about him," she then said. "You deserve 
to know. My brother's name is Zeverous, but | always called him Zev. 
He's twenty years older than me. You see..." 


Zekra went on to explain how her brother used to live with her until 
she was a year old. Then, she went on to say he started leaving to 
go on trips and would start visiting her once a summer and had been 
doing this for the past six years since she was two. 


"But on the year | would turn eight... last year's summer..." Zekra 
went on. "He never showed up. Everyone started to think he died. It 
was the only explanation everyone could think of for him not coming 
home. | believe he's dead too, but there's still a small part of me who 
keeps believing he's alive. Even after not coming home for two years 
as of today, there's a part of me that believes he's alive. And so, in 
hopes of him returning, | went back to my old home and left a 
message for him on this voice recorder called a Frism. | figured that 
if he'd come back, he'd want to know why the town was vacant. So, | 
left him that message so that if he comes back, he can know what 
happened and be able to find me. | wanted to stay and wait for him, 
but | Knew | had priorities with the Fellowship. | couldn't abandon the 
Fellowship when | was the one who was so eager to join their 
cause." 


Zekra closed her eyes. 


"And then | left after that," she finished. "That was pretty much how 
my trip went. | visited a few places in town to see how they were 
doing, but not much else happened. What about you? How'd your 
day go?" 


"Oh, my day," Terron said in surprise, caught off guard by the sudden 
shift in topic. 


He quickly regained his composure as the day's events went through 
his mind. 


"Well, it was pretty interesting." Terron began. "| talked with Len and 
told him about the Weavile, and | also talked to him about my 
amnesia. He helped me remember something kind of interesting: the 
name of my world and how its layout is exactly the same as Shiron." 


"Really?" Zekra asked in wonder. 


"Yeah, my world's called Kuron," Terron explained. "Shiron and 
Kuron are both planets with one large continent and a bunch of 
islands everywhere. Don't know why that is, but maybe there's a 
connection. Maybe they were once the same world, but they got split 
somehow into two planets. Or maybe they're the same world, but 
one's the present and the other is the future of that world." 


"You think you got mixed up in time travel?" Zekra asked. 

"Well, maybe," Terron shrugged. "I'm just guessing. | don't really 
know. | just know that my world is pretty different from here. There's 
no Pokemon, there's less nature, and we have so much technology.” 


"Such similar worlds... yet so different," Zekra said thoughtfully. 


"Yeah, but moving on, then | found out that apparently we need to 
hide that Impetus is a wild Pokémon," Terron said solemnly. 


"Why's that?" Zekra asked curiously. 


Terron went on to explain to her what had happened with Rey and 
what Novus had told Terron afterwards. When he finished, Zekra 
shook her head in disapproval. 


"Why must everyone think like that?" Zekra wondered. "| mean, are 
getting wild Pokemon to like you such a rare thing?" 


"| don't know," Terron said. "But, that's how things are. If we want to 
keep Impetus safe, we need to keep her origins a secret and help 
her become a civilized Pokémon. | haven't quite figured out how 
we're supposed to do that, but | think | have an idea for now. We'll 
see how that goes. Also..." 


Terron went over to their bag in the corner and pulled out a strange, 
red cape from within before sitting back down. He showed it to 
Zekra. 


"Novus suggested | buy this for Impetus before | left," Terron said. 
"It's something called a Reunion Cape. Got it on sale thankfully, or 
else | never would have been able to afford it. He said that there 
might be times when Impetus will run off and we won't be able to 
catch her. And then, she might get lost and we'll never find her. But, 
this cape fixes that problem. You see, whenever she wears it and 
gets separated from us, the cape will warp her back to us. They say 
the cape warps the wearer to whoever touched the cape last besides 
the wearer. Not sure how that works or how it even teleports, but I'm 
not going to question it. Anyway, we just need to attach it to her 
when she goes to sleep and everything should be fine." 


"Huh, interesting," Zekra replied. "I could think of a lot of uses with 
that. But alright, I'll help you put it on when Impetus goes to bed. 
Nothing else happen today?" 


Immediately, the memory of being in that lava-filled area with the 
voice came to mind. Yet, Terron still found he didn't want to talk 
about it. He felt bad knowing he would be keeping it a secret, but he 
knew that's how things had to be for now. 


"No, nothing else," Terron said. 


Zekra slowly nodded. Just like him, she also felt bad that she was 
keeping secrets from him. Specifically, it was about her breakdown 
and the true reason behind Terron's name. She didn't have the heart 
to tell him. And so, the two friends kept their most personal 
information locked away from the other, neither suspecting anything. 


It was dawn of the next morning now and Zekra was nudging Terron 
so he would get up. Terron was reluctant to end his sleep since he 
barely got any, but he eventually got up after being bothered for a 
few minutes. He slowly sat up and rubbed his eyes. When his eyes 
were able to remain open, Terron noticed Impetus wasn't in her new 
hay bed Team Vendetta got for her last night. In fact, she wasn't 
even in the room. 


"Where's Impetus?" he asked. "She was sleeping in her bed, wasn't 
she?" 


"Yeah, she was,” Zekra replied. "Strange... why'd she run off?" 


Terron slowly got to his feet and went over to the window. He stuck 
his head out and looked around, thinking that she went out since 
staying in a room for hours at a time was too much for her. Sure 
enough, Terron found her in a tree branch nearby their window. She 
was passed out. The Reunion Cape was still tied around her neck, 
much to Terron's relief. 


Terron was rather glad to know that Impetus hadn't tried to take it off. 
It had taken several hours of staying awake to wait for Impetus to fall 
asleep. Once she finally done that, Terron and Zekra were very quick 
to tie the cape around her so she wouldn't wake up. He didn't want to 
sacrifice his sleep all over again just to get the cape on again . 


Terron looked back at Zekra. 


"She's sleeping outside in a branch," Terron said. "| guess she 
doesn't like sleeping in rooms yet." 


"Well, maybe she'll get used to it in time," Zekra shrugged. "But, how 
do you plan on getting her back here?" 


"We could just walk out of the room and then that Reunion Cape will 
activate," Terron suggested. "She'll just pop right back next to us." 


"| bet that'll be really weird, but | don't see why not,” Zekra said 
carelessly. "Might as well test out that cape you bought." 


Terron grabbed their travel bag and the two exited the room. Zekra 
shut the door behind them and waited for their feral companion to 
show up right next to them at any second. 


VIP! 


Suddenly, Impetus was asleep on the floor in front of the children. 
There were no sparkly lights or bright colors to mark her 
appearance. She just appeared out of thin air. She came so quickly, 
in fact, that Terron and Zekra were startled by her presence. They 
nearly jumped backwards. 


Impetus woke up, realizing that her surroundings were different. She 
swiftly got to her feet and hastily looked at her new environment. She 
seemed to recognize where she was, but didn't quite understand 
what had brought her here. After all, she was paying no heed to the 
cape attached to her. 


"Well... | guess it works alright," Zekra said. "Just wish it was flashier 
with the teleporting thing..." 


Terron nodded and glanced at his feral friend. 
"Hey, Impetus," he said calmly. 


The Mienfoo stopped moving around and looked at Terron. She had 
her full attention on him, despite how occupied she was just a 
moment ago. 


"Today's going to be different from yesterday," Terron explained. 
"We're going on a mission. And, same goes for pretty much every 
day after this. We're going to have these missions every day, and 
you're going to come with us. We can't just leave you here. You're a 
part of the team. Plus, it's the only way | can think of to get you to 
become a civilian. | figure that if you spend time with us, you'll 


understand our world better. It'll give you more to learn than if you 
stay here. Plus, | think you'd like it better if you could fight stuff again 
like you always did." 


Terron smiled. 


"Being in this Fellowship helped me learn about this world," Terron 
went on. "It's tough at times, but | really think it'll help you. It helped 
me, and since you and | are from other worlds, | think it'll help you 
too. So, that's why after we leave the Fellowship today, things will be 
rather different than what you normally do. | just wanted to let you 
know that." 


Zekra glanced at Terron. 


"So that's why you care so much about Impetus," Zekra thought 
aloud. "You see yourself in her." 


"Yeah, something like that," Terron replied. "But, it's just a one-sided 
connection. | don't think she sees me the same way." 


Impetus gave Terron an odd stare. Zekra smiled pleasantly at the 
Mienfoo. 


"Don't worry, Impetus," Zekra chimed in. "Everything will be fine. 
You've got us to help you. That's what friends are for." 


Impetus continued to stare at them, her expression becoming even 
more confused. 


"Well, let's go get our mission since we didn't get to do it last night," 
Terron then said. "And then after breakfast, we can get going." 


The three headed downstairs and treaded through the base until 
they came across the Bulletin Board. As usual, there was a large 
selection of jobs to choose from. 


"Alright, let's see what we can do today," Zekra said eagerly. "We're 
gonna destroy the Plagued Ones one day at a time, and every 


mission counts." 


A smile filled with resolution etched itself onto her face. Terron was 
about to comment on Zekra's sudden zeal, but before he could, she 
ripped off a particular assignment and started summarizing it. 


"Hey, this one looks cool," Zekra said. "It's an escort mission. It says 
we have to take this Meganium family's son from Pecha City to 
Lavender Town. According to the map..." 


Zekra wandered over to the large map behind the board. She 
glanced at it for a moment. 


"... It'S not too far away, and we get flown to the client's house." 
Zekra continued. "| mean, we'll have to walk from Pecha to Lavender 
since apparently we can't fly due to the client not being Fellowship 
members, but it won't be so bad. Should take only about a day's 
walk and then we can come back here by sometime tomorrow by 
Drifblim." 


"But why an escort mission?" Terron asked. "| mean, that sounds 
kinda... | don't know... boring ." 


"Oh, | Know it does," Zekra agreed. "But, it's a 'B' ranked mission. 
Not only do we get 900 Poké if | calculated the Fellowship's 
deductions properly, but if we can complete this mission successfully, 
then King will teach me how to use Dark Pulse. This seems easy, so 
if we can just do this, then | can learn that awesome power." 


Terron recalled the various times he had seen such a dark power. In 
every single one of those times, the user had managed to 
accomplish quite a feat. Having Zekra with that very ability would be 
incredibly beneficial and make their team even stronger than it was 
now. They could turn the tide of many battles with that power. 


"Sure, let's go on that mission," Terron replied. "And maybe it'll be 
more interesting than we think." 


"Yes!" Zekra cried with glee. "Alright, let's get some breakfast then 
and plan out a route to get that Pokémon to the destination." 


About an hour later, after careful planning over breakfast, the team 
had managed to come up with an efficient route to take them to 
Lavender Town. It followed the various trails that stretched along 
Shiron, mostly evading the need to travel through forests and other 
environments where wild Pokémon ran most rampant. They did need 
to go through one cave towards the end of the journey, but the cave 
was so small, that they weren't too worried about it. Besides, they 
were mostly satisfied that they had managed to completely avoid 
going in Mystery Dungeons. 


Now, with the route thought out, the three were inside the Drifblim 
Transportation and preparing to get flown off to Pecha City. Or, at 
least trying to anyway... 


"Impetus! The Drifblim is not going to hurt you!" Terron shouted in 
exasperation. "Just let him carry you!" 


A Drifblim was floating a few feet away from the Mienfoo, trying to 
appear as unthreatening as possible. Still, every time the Drifblim 
tried to get near, Impetus would gather up the white energy in her 
palm. Whenever that happened, the Drifblim would back off, and 
Impetus would dismiss the attack. Then the Drifblim would try again, 
and Impetus would have the exact same reaction. This had been 
going for five minutes. Terron and Zekra had been watching the 
whole thing with their Drifblim. 


"Why is this Mienfoo so terrified of me?" the Drifblim asked unsurely 
to Terron. "| could easily take her into the sky since she cannot hurt 
me, but | wish to make her as comfortable as possible. What is it that 
frightens her?" 


Terron knew the right answer was because she was a feral and she 
hated to be touched, let alone come very close to strangers. Still, 
Terron remembered how Novus said not many Pokémon were fans 


of feral ones. He knew that the Drifblim might have dealt with wild 
Pokémon before due to working with the Fellowship, and known the 
truth about them, but Terron didn't want to take that chance. 


"She just doesn't like strangers," Terron said. "She's very vicious 
about that." 


"| see," the Drifblim said thoughtfully. "Well, | see she wears a 
Reunion Cape, so perhaps she could stay here. Then, when you two 
get to your destination, she'd instantly teleport to your location. Of 
course... I'm not entirely sure if that's what would happen. Her cape 
might make her teleport to you two while you're still flying, and then 
she'd plummet to the ground due to not having a Drifblim. Then, 
before she hits the ground, she'd probably teleport back to you and 
this cycle would continue until you got to your destination. That 
would be a rather... interesting experience." 


"Well, we could always give her one of our Sleep Seeds,” Zekra's 
Drifblim said. "She'd be knocked out, but it's the only method | could 
think of to get her into the air without her being a complete panic." 


"Yes, that's a good idea. We've actually had to do that to a couple of 
passengers who needed to travel, but were too crippled by their fear 
of flying,” the original Drifblim said before he looked over at Terron 
and Zekra. "Is that okay with you two?" 


Zekra frowned in dismay at the thought, but she nodded her head 
since it was the only solution that seemed to work. Terron, just as 
reluctant with the idea, let out a sigh. 

"| don't know..." Terron said. "When will she wake up?" 


"In about three hours," the Drifblim answered. "By then, we should 
be at Pecha City. So, we shouldn't have to worry about her waking 
up in the middle of the flight." 


",... Fine," Terron said quietly. "Give her the seed." 


The Drifblim nodded as it went away for a moment before coming 
back with a single seed in one of its arms. It slowly drifted toward the 
Mienfoo, causing Impetus to once again prepare her Force Palm. 
The Drifblim didn't drift away and continued to approach her. When 
Impetus saw this, she put her paw onto the Drifblim's face and 
unleashed the energy. 


Her palm went straight through the Drifblim's head and the energy 
failed to release since there was nothing to release it on. 


When she realized her attacks weren't going to do anything, Impetus 
attempted to run away. Unfortunately, the Drifblim wrapped an arm 
around hers and brought her to a halt. Impetus opened her mouth to 
let out a cry, but before she could, the Drifblim stuffed the Sleep 
Seed into her mouth. 


Immediately, Impetus collapsed to the ground, fast asleep. The 
Drifblim let out a sigh before gathering her up in its arms. 


"Sorry, Impetus," Terron sighed with a melancholy tone. "Maybe one 
day... we won't have to do this anymore." 


Pecha City 


Terron and Zekra were lucky enough to have Impetus wake up a few 
minutes after they landed outside the city. When she had awakened, 
the Drifblim left the children to themselves and headed back for 
Aurora Town. Impetus was rather groggy when she first woke up, but 
she managed to become her usual alert self after walking around a 
bit. 


Pecha City was an interesting place to the team. It seemed to be just 
as populated as Aurora Town, yet there weren't any giant trees 
growing throughout the area as the children were used to. Instead, 
there were simple berry trees spread about. Several Pokémon could 
be seen picking fruit off the trees, giving the team the impression that 
these trees’ fruits were free to the public. Various water fountains 


could be seen throughout the city, which seemed to have no other 
purpose than to act as showpieces for four-way roads. 


The three looked around curiously at all of this, taking in the different 
atmosphere. It didn't quite feel like their beloved town, but it had its 
own little charm. 


After wandering around for some time, the team eventually came to 
the house of their clients. It was a simple, dome-shaped house 
constructed out of wood. Its sides were painted a white color while 
the roof of the house had various plants growing out of it. Terron 
stared at such an odd house, finding it quite strange compared to 
those he remembered from Kuron. Yet, he could see how it might be 
considered comfortable. 


The team went up to the door and Terron knocked on it a few times 
with his handy bone club. A Meganium opened the door and peered 
down at the three. She looked very tired, and the flowers growing 
around her neck were starting to wilt. 


"Hello?" the mother asked. "Who are you three?" 


"We're from the Fellowship!" Zekra said as she held up her paw to 
show the Fellowship mark along with the mission paper. "We got 
your request about needing an escort, so we came here to help you 
with that." 


"Oh... | see," the mother said awkwardly. "I didn't realize that you 
were since you're children. | didn't really expect the Fellowship to 
have children as members..." 


A grimace formed on her face. As soon as Zekra saw this, she put 
on a more serious expression. It was almost an expression of 
annoyance, but Terron could see Zekra was trying her best not to 
show that emotion. 


"Well, we're just as good as any other members there," Zekra 
insisted. "So, whenever you want to go, we'll take your son to 


Lavender Town." 


The mother seemed to consider something. She spent a few 
seconds pondering before making up her mind. 


"Alright, well thanks for coming,” she then said with a smile. "Sorry 
for my doubts. Anyway, | need you to escort him to Lavender Town 
so he could go visit one of his out-of-town friends. My mate and | 
would take him ourselves, but we've become a bit ill and can't seem 
walk for such long distances at a time." 


"It's fine," Zekra said. "We don't mind. We'll take good care of your 
son." 


The Meganium smiled. The mother turned her head and looked 
somewhere inside of the house. 


"Come here, Syn!" she called. "Your escorts are here!" 


A green blur suddenly shot out of the door and landed behind the 
three. 


"Yay! You're here!" the child cried to the team. "I didn't think you guys 
would show up until later, but I'm glad you're here now!" 


The mother smiled. 
"You four take care of yourselves," she said before shutting the door. 


Terron grew confused at the sudden and odd departure, but he didn't 
dwell on it. The three turned around to address the Chikorita, but just 
as they were going to... 


"Hey, wait a minute!" Zekra exclaimed. "You're not a Chikorita! You're 
a Snivy!" 


There indeed, was a Snivy a few feet away from them. This Syn, the 
one who was the son of a Meganium, was a Snivy. He was shorter 
than most Snivy, but that was probably because this Snivy was 


young and still needed time to grow. Terron and Zekra stared with 
unsure expressions while Impetus kept a close eye on him to make 
sure he didn't get anywhere near her. 


"Yeah, | am," Syn said with a pleasant smile. "It's funny, because | 
thought | was a Chikorita too until a couple months ago." 


"But, how are you this family's son if you're a Snivy?!" Zekra asked in 
disbelief. "Even if your dad's a Serperior, you'd still be a Chikorita!" 


"Mommy and daddy told me that they found my egg when they were 
going through some forest," Syn explained, his voice still full of that 
cheerfulness. "And since then, they just took care of me. But that's 
okay. | like being a Snivy. Being a Snivy is awesome!" 


"Oh, you're adopted," Zekra said in understanding. "I get it. | think | 
met someone once who was adopted. Sorry if | offended you with 
my weird questions about why you're a Snivy. It's just that adoptions 
aren't very common... to me anyway." 


"It's okay," Syn said. "What are your names? Mommy and daddy 
said some Pokémon were going to take me somewhere today, but 
they didn't say what your names were." 


"Well, I'm Zekra," Zekra introduced before point to her teammates. 
"And this is Terron and Impetus." 


"Hello Zekra, Terron, and Impetus!" Syn said. "I'm Synergy, but | like 
being called Syn better! So call me that!" 


Terron found Syn's cheeriness to look odd on the Snivy, who were 
more known for their smug expressions, but he didn't mind it too 
much. Besides, at least this Snivy didn't look like he was going to 
cause too much trouble for them. His expression seemed to show off 
a more peaceful happiness than a normal childish excitement. 


"We might as well go now," Terron said. "That way, we can get most 
of the trip done today and you'll be able to get to Lavender Town by 


noon tomorrow." 
"Alright, let's go!" Syn said enthusiastically. 


And with that, Team Vendetta led the Snivy out of Pecha City and 
began the route that would eventually take him to the destination. 


About two hours went by as the team led the Snivy along the travel 
route. So far, their mission was not a difficult one. Sure, there were 
times when the team would wander off the trail and get lost, but they 
managed to get back on the proper path before they went off too far. 


Yet, that didn't stop some other problems... 
"SO, how many escorts have you done before?" Syn asked curiously. 


"Fifty of them," Zekra answered, not wanting to worry the Snivy with 
their lack of escort experience. "We've been all over the west side of 
Shiron." 


"Do you guys work for anyone?" Syn then asked. "Or do you work by 
yourselves?" 


"We work for the Fellowship," Terron answered. "It's this cool place 
that we get to live in while we work. There's a bunch of Pokemon 
who live there with us, so it's kind of like a giant home for a bunch of 
teams who do random jobs." 


"So does that mean you're mercenaries and this Fellowship is a 
home full of mercenaries?" Syn asked some more. 


"No... well yes," Terron said oddly. "Sort of. | guess we could say 
that we are. We don''t really call ourselves mercenaries... but now 
that | think about it, | guess we really are that. Surprised you even 
know what a mercenary is. | didn't think kids knew what that meant." 


"You're a kid just like me!" Syn cried. "All of you guys are!" 


Before Terron could say anything, Zekra shot Syn a glare. 


"| am not a kid!" Zekra interjected. "I'll have you know that I'm eight 
years old, and soon to be nine in another two months! I'm nearly an 
adult! You look like you're about six months old!" 


"No, I'm eight months old!" Syn corrected. "And plus, I'm a Snivy! 
Snivy get smarter faster than other Pokémon! I'd be like a five year 
old if | was any other Pokémon! But either way, you're still a kid like 
me! Don't go talking down to me as if we're not in the same age 
group!" 


"I'm closer to being an adult than you are!" Zekra stated. "You're 
closer to the day you hatched! That's a big difference!" 


As Zekra and Syn went on with the age nonsense, Terron thought 
about Syn's parents. Something about how the mother had given the 
team Syn so quickly wasn't right to Terron. He would have figured 
that a parent would have at least said goodbye to their child when 
they left with Fellowship members, but that never happened. 


Terron was about to say something about that to Syn, but he was 
interrupted. 


"Looks like we've got a stray Linoone in the way," Zekra alerted. 


Terron looked back in front of him and sure enough, a few yards 
away, there was a slumbering Linoone in the middle of the path. He 
wasn't sure why it would choose to nap on a dirt path, but Terron 
didn't think much of it. What he did know, however, was what Zekra 
was implying. 


"So are we going to have to fight it?" Terron asked in annoyance. "! 
mean, can't we just wake it up somehow and scare it off?" 


"We could... except that it might attack us instead of run away," 
Zekra considered. "So, let's just attack it to get it out of the way. 
Besides, it's more fun than scaring it off." 


"Fine," Terron grumbled. "So who wants to-" 
"I'll take care of the Linoone!" Syn suddenly said with glee. 


The Snivy immediately ran forward, laughing as he prepared to 
attack the wild Pokémon. Terron hastily chased after Syn. Zekra and 
Impetus were quick to follow behind him, though Zekra didn't seem 
nearly as worried as Terron. 


"Syn! Get back here!" the Cubone shouted. "Let us take care of it!" 


Unfortunately, Syn was much faster than the entire team and made it 
to the Linoone in mere seconds. He jumped onto the wild's back, 
making it abruptly wake up and thrash around in pain. It clawed at 
Syn, but before it could strike, Syn leapt back and landed a couple 
feet away from the Linoone. 


"Impetus!" Terron said urgently as he pointed to the wild Pokémon. 
"You're the fastest on this team! Go stop that Linoone!" 


The Mienfoo gave Terron an odd stare, but sped up and went toward 
Syn and the Linoone anyway. As she did, the Linoone got to its feet 
and charged at the Snivy. It sprang at him so quickly that Syn was 
unable to get out of the way and was knocked back by the headbutt. 
Syn fell and the Linoone lunged at him yet again to slash him. 


A vine instantly shot out of Syn's collar and slapped the wild's face. 
The Linoone cringed and stopped attacking. As the Linoone was 
temporarily delayed, Impetus came in and delivered a kick to the 
wild's side. The Linoone went flying across the trail and tumbling 
farther down the road. It was quick to get to its feet, but it no longer 
continued to fight. It ran away, going farther down the trail and 
disappearing out of sight. 


Terron and Zekra made it over to Syn just as Impetus ran off to finish 
off the Linoone. They paid no attention to this though; she'd just be 
teleported back if she wandered off too far. Instead, they looked 


down at the Snivy as he slowly got to his feet. The vine sticking out 
of Syn's body slid back inside him. 


"Why'd you try to fight that Linoone on your own?!" Terron asked. 
"We're your escorts! We do all of the fighting for you!" 


"I'm trying to get better at battling," Syn explained. "So, | thought I'd 
try to battle that Linoone so | can get better. I've been doing that 
whenever | can. Practice is what you're supposed to do if you want 
to get better at fighting, isn't it?" 


Terron frowned. He couldn't argue against that. Practice was needed 
in order to improve in anything. Besides, he realized that disagreeing 
with Syn would be hypocritical. Despite what Zekra was denying, 
Terron and her were still children and doing exactly what Syn was 
doing. They might have been somewhat close to adulthood, but 
Terron knew that they weren't adults. They were no different from 
Syn, even if they were slightly more competent than him. 


"Still, you can't just rush into fights and do whatever you want," 
Terron reasoned. "You have to strategize. Otherwise, you might get 
yourself killed." 


Syn stared up at the Cubone curiously. 


"Can you teach me how to do that?" the Snivy asked. "| keep asking 
mommy and daddy to teach me how to fight, but they won't for some 
reason. Neither will anyone else. I'm smart in everything except 
battling, which is something I'd really like to know how to do. So, can 
you help me while we're on this trip?" 


Terron sighed. He hadn't signed up for a tutoring session. 


"I'll teach you some stuff," Zekra suddenly volunteered. "If we run 
into more wild Pokémon, I'll show you some good strategies." 


Terron stared at Zekra in disbelief. Just a minute ago she was yelling 
at the kid for calling her a child. Now, she was willing to help him? 


"Thanks!" Syn cheered as he hugged the Zorua. 


Zekra chuckled as she pat the Snivy on the head with a paw. She 
looked over at Terron, who was still wearing a dumbfounded 
expression. She let out another laugh. 


"What? It's not like | haven't done this before," Zekra grinned. "| 
mean, | basically had to teach you how to fight. It was kinda fun 
when | had to do that. It feels nice being able to help others learn. So 
why not do it again with this kid?" 


"| just don't want him to get hurt on the trip," Terron replied. "We'd get 
held responsible for that. But, if you can somehow keep him safe, 
then it's fine. You can tutor him if you want. Surprised you want to 
help him when you just got done fighting, though." 


"Eh, it's not a big deal," Zekra shrugged. "Just a little squabble. I'm 
already over it." 


"Sure..." Terron said sarcastically. 

VIP! 

Impetus instantly reappeared besides Terron, completely out of 
nowhere. She quickly looked around, trying to figure out where she 
was and what had just happened. Terron found himself chuckling at 
her random return. 


"Well, since everyone's here, let's keep going," Terron said. "We've 
got quite a ways to travel.” 


"Can one of you guys carry me?" Syn then asked. "My feet are 
getting sore from walking so slowly." 


"I'm not carrying you," Terron stated. 
“Come on, please!" Syn asked again. 


"No!" Terron insisted. "Why don't you ask Zekra to give you a ride?" 


"Sorry, but I'm not very good at that," Zekra said, faking an apology. 
"| can't Support anyone on my back very well. But Terron, you'd be a 
lot better at the job. You've got better carrying strength than me." 


The Cubone glared sharply at the Zorua. 
"Don't do this to me, Zekra," Terron said lowly with gritted teeth. 
A playful smirk grew on her face. 


"But you're a Cubone," Zekra reasoned. "Cubone can carry heavy 
stuff, and Syn's not even that heavy. He's probably as light as a leaf. 
You should have absolutely no trouble at all." 


"Yeah!" Syn chimed in. 


Terron's eyes started twitching. His own partner was selling him out. 
While he probably shouldn't have been surprised since Zekra was a 
Zorua, he still felt quite a bit of annoyance toward her words. Just as 
he was about to retort, Syn went behind the Cubone and jumped 
onto his back. The Snivy crawled up until his arms and chest were 
resting on Terron's skull. 


The feel of having the Snivy on Terron made him very 
uncomfortable. His body felt so plant-like, and Terron didn't like how 
that felt against his skin. It just felt so wrong and he became 
incredibly bothered by a thought that involved him accidently getting 
cut by the leaf on Syn's tail. He knew why he felt this way, however; 
Syn was a grass-type. Terron knew his kind weren't exactly fond of 
those types. 


"Get off me!" Terron shouted as shook his head. 


Syn jumped off the Cubone, gracefully landing on the ground. Terron 
let out a sigh of relief before looking back at the Snivy. 


"I'm not going to carry you," Terron said firmly. "Just... no. No!" 


"You weren't very comfortable anyway," Syn replied casually. "Your 
head feels like a rock." 


Syn looked over at Impetus, who was patiently waiting for the team 
to get going again. Syn smiled as he quickly got behind her and got 
onto her shoulders. He held onto the sides of her head. 


"This is a lot more com-" 
" MEEEEIII!" 


Impetus started shrieking and ran around wildly. She was in far too 
much of a panic to think about pulling off the Snivy. Running away 
was the only option on her mind right now. Syn held on tight as he 
laughed in glee, clearly not realizing the problem. Impetus raced 
down the trail, showing no signs of stopping. Zekra glanced at Terron 
with a frown. 


"You should have just carried the Snivy," Zekra said in disapproval. 


" What?" Terron cried. "Why couldn't you ? Were you just really 
lazy!?" 


Zekra shot Terron the dark expression that she gave anyone when 
truly mad at them. The bared teeth and pink aura were all there. Yet, 
Terron didn't feel scared of her expression as he had in the past. He 
didn't know why, but he didn't think much of it. 


"Shut up!" Zekra shouted. "I'm not lazy! | just don't want to carry the 
kid!" 


"So because you don't want to do something, you pass it onto me?!" 
Terron asked incredulously. "You'd rather give me some task rather 
than suck it up and do it yourself?! What kind of a reason is that ?!" 


"Like it's a big deal!" Zekra stated. "It wouldn't kill you! Cubone are 
strong! You've even carried me at times! Why do you have to make 
such a fuss out of this!?" 


"Why do you have to be a little shrew sometimes?!" Terron asked in 
return. 


Zekra's blue eyes glowed maliciously. Before anything could be said, 
Zekra rammed her head into the Cubone. The two fell to the ground, 
where they immediately scuffled. As the two bit, scratched, bashed, 
and punched one another, Impetus warped back to the two. She was 
about to continue running, but she noticed the fight and temporarily 
forgot about the Snivy still attached to her. 


She wasn't sure what to make of the situation. She didn't Know why 
they were attacking one another when they always seemed to get 
along so well earlier. It was a very odd contrast. 


Syn peered over the side of Impetus's head and noticed the fighting. 
He gently got off the Mienfoo. 


"Why are you guys fighting?" he asked. 


Terron and Zekra stopped. They looked over at their client and then 
back at each other. They quickly separated from one another and got 
back to their feet. 


"Had a little argument," Zekra answered blandly. "But, it's all good. 
We're fine now." 


"Yeah..." Terron said half-heartedly. 


Syn smiled as he got ready to climb back onto Impetus's shoulders. 
The Mienfoo was quick to move out of the way. She charged up the 
white light in her palm. 


"Syn... just walk," Terron said, not in much of a mood to talk. 
"Impetus doesn't like carrying Pokémon. None of us do.” 


"Awwww, you guys are mean!" Syn whined. 


Nonetheless, Syn didn't bother to climb onto any of them. With that 
taken care of, the four once again headed for their destination. Their 


journey was certainly turning out to be an eventful one. 
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Route 55 


"Alright, Syn. You see that Mareep just chilling there by that tree?" 
Zekra asked. 


"Yeah, | see it. It's kind of hard to miss it when it's all yellow," Syn 
replied with a nod. 


"Alright, well what do you know about Mareep?" 
Syn stuck his forked tongue out the side of his mouth as he thought. 
"They're electric Pokémon. Which is obvious since they're yellow..." 


"Not every yellow Pokémon is an electric-type. | mean, you're 
yellow." 


"But I'm not all yellow. I'm mostly green, which is the color of grass 
Pokémon." 


"Alright, whatever. It's mostly yellow, which means it's an electric- 
type. | guess you can work with that for now. Back to battling. Now, 
how do you plan on attacking that thing?" 


"By ramming into it." 
"You don't know any other kind of attacks?" 


"Well, | could use my vines, but they don't exactly listen to me all the 
time..." 


"What do you mean by that? Are you saying that your vines have a 
mind of their own?" 


"Yeah, they do." 


"| know that grass-types have some weird plants in their bodies, but | 
really don't think any kind of plant has a mind of its own." 


"You don't know that! You're not a grass Pokémon!" 


As Zekra and Syn continued to ramble, Terron and Impetus sat 
against an unoccupied tree near the trail. They both ate their late 
lunch and watched the others prepare for the battle. This was the 
first time Zekra was trying to teach Syn since the start of the journey. 
Terron was expecting to be entertained by their battle with the 
Mareep, but watching the two ramble on with their conversation was 
amusing enough. Even Impetus seemed interested in the 
yammering. 


Zekra let out an agitated sigh after blabbing with Syn for a while. 


"Guess we'll just focus on 'controlling' your vines and attacking with 
them," Zekra said. "Sound good?" 


"| guess so," Syn shrugged. 


Zekra's body became coated in pink light before she transformed 
into a Snivy. Unlike the other times she transformed, she no longer 
had the Zorua tail. It was a normal, Snivy tail. When she saw this, 
Zekra grinned. 


"Ah, finally got that down," Zekra said in a pleased tone. "Now | just 
need to work on staying in this form longer and becoming forms | 
don't have in front of me. And using the attacks... okay... maybe | 
actually still have a lot to learn..." 


Zekra shook the thoughts out of her head. 


"Anyway," she continued, "let's get started now that I'm you. Get your 
vines out." 


"You're not really me..." Syn pointed out, "but, alright. I'll try." 


Syn closed his eyes and started to mutter something. From what 
Zekra could tell, it sounded like he was talking to his vines. After a 
moment of this, Syn opened up his eyes and looked back at Zekra. 


"They don't wanna," Syn reported. 


Zekra let out a sigh as she attempted to summon her form's vines. In 
an instant, two vines slid out of her collar and hung above her head. 


"Ha! It's not so hard!" Zekra laughed. "See! You can do it at will too!" 


"You only got them out so quickly because they're not real," Syn 
said, not very amused. "Plus, whenever they come out, it's a little 
painful. It's like something's slithering out of your body... | know you 
didn't feel that. You didn't make a weird face." 


Zekra frowned. Her vines dropped to the floor. 


"Just try again," the Zorua instructed. "We can't stick around here all 
day. I'm surprised that Mareep has been patient enough for us." 


Zekra glanced over at Mareep to find it was still hanging around the 
tree that was a few feet away from them. It didn't seem to care about 
their presence and was now taking a nap. Syn looked at the sheep 
as well before letting out a sigh. He closed his eyes once more. 


"Nope, they keep saying they don't wanna do anything,” Syn said. 


Zekra grabbed the Snivy by the collar with her hands and started to 
shake him violently. 


"Well tell them to do it anyway!" Zekra cried. "They're not a separate 
entity from you! They're just a stupid plant in your body that's 
connected to you! How hard can it be to-" 


WHAP! 


Suddenly, Zekra was smacked across the face by a vine. Zekra's 
form shifted instantly and she turned back into a Zorua. She dropped 
the Snivy and rubbed her cheek before glancing at Syn again. The 
vine that had slapped her was slowly going back inside his body. 


Zekra quickly snapped her jaws onto the vine and started yanking it 
out of the Snivy. Some low growls escaped her maw as she pulled. 


"Ow! Stop it!" Syn screamed. "Stop pulling on my vine!" 


"Tell it to stop resisting and let me pull on it then!" Zekra muttered as 
she held the vine. 


Syn attempted to do such, but his vine wouldn't listen. Instead, 
another vine shot out of his collar and started battering Zekra. Zekra 
bit down harder on the vine in her mouth as she kept pulling. Syn 
stopped trying to control his vines and grabbed ahold of the one 
Zekra held. He attempted to pull it away from her. 


Zekra swiftly yanked the vine forward, causing Syn to go flying over 
her head. The sudden momentum began pulling Zekra as well, but 
she wouldn't let that happen. She dug her feet into the ground jerked 
her head to the side. Syn swiftly changed course, but this time, he 
headed straight for the slumbering Mareep. 


THUD! 


Syn crashed right into the Mareep's side. The momentum was so 
strong, in fact, that it sent the sheep tumbling down the trail. The 
Mareep jolted awake and sent out a weak bolt of thunder into the air 
out of reaction. Despite the unintentional use, the electricity flew 
toward Terron and was harmlessly absorbed into his helmet. When 
the Mareep managed to get to its feet, it bolted away from the group, 
shrieking in fright. 


Terron oddly rubbed his skull after the strange feeling of the static 
passed. As soon as he did so, he heard crackling. Curious, he took 
off his helmet and found that there was still some static lingering in 
the mask. Some of the sparks leaped onto his hands before 
disappearing a few seconds later. 


"Huh, interesting,” Terron said. "I'm temporarily electrically charged. | 
bet that could be useful somehow..." 


Impetus stared oddly at the helmet and watched the remaining bits 
of static fade into Terron's body. She then took the helmet out of 
Terron's hands and inspected it curiously. 


"Don't break it," Terron warned. "| mean, | know it's kinda difficult to 
do that since it's a dragon skull, but don't try to." 


Impetus flipped the helmet and stuck it onto her head. She blinked a 
few times. Terron couldn't help but laugh at how ridiculous the 
helmet looked on her. He could tell that she could barely even see 
out of it. 


As Terron got his helmet back from Impetus and put it on, Zekra 
hastily made her way over to the Snivy. She stopped in front of him 
as Syn slowly got up. He rubbed his head that now throbbed from 
being bashed into the sheep. Zekra finally released the vine from her 
grasp and let it fall to the ground. The vine, as if mad at her, slapped 
her one more time before going back inside Syn. Zekra didn't bother 
to retort. 


"Are you okay?" Zekra asked worriedly. 


"Yeah, I'm fine," Syn replied. "Just a little headache. But, what you 
did with my vine... that was so cool!" 


Zekra tilted her head to the side as she gave the child a funny look. 


"Wha...?" she started to say. 


"That thing where you threw me into the Mareep!" Syn clarified. "It 
was awesome! | think | did a lot more damage that way than | could 
have by myself! You should do that again next time we see another 
enemy!" 


"Wha...?" Zekra said yet again. 
Syn let out a chuckle at her amusing reactions. 


"You and | just made synergy!" the Snivy explained. "We combined 
Our powers and together, we did more than we could do by 
ourselves! Like a team attack!" 


Zekra nodded thoughtfully. She looked at Syn curiously. 


"Team attack, huh?" Zekra said. "Like... if a Turtwig were to send out 
a bunch of leaves at a foe, and then a Pidgey blew wind behind 
those leaves... the leaves would spin even faster and cause more 
damage than they could have without the wind. Or, at least, speed 
up the velocity of the leaves..." 


"Or the Pidgey could blow the enemy into the air, and the Turtwig 
can spam its leaves at the enemy!" Syn suggested. "Then, the 
enemy wouldn't be able to escape!" 


"Or, a Cubone could get struck by electricity, and then he could ram 
a susceptible opponent with his electricity-infused head." 


Zekra and Syn looked over to find Terron and Impetus making their 
way back to the group. The two stopped in front of the Zorua and 
Snivy. Terron tapped his helmet with his club. 


"What you've figured out is pretty interesting, Syn," Terron said. "We 
might use that theory to come up with some new attacks. But, how 
did you come up with that idea? | don't think I've seen Pokémon use 
combination attacks." 


Syn chuckled. 


"Contests and competitions," Syn answered. "Mommy used to take 
me to those since she always liked them. Whenever the opening 
ceremony began, there were always two Pokémon who would 
combine their powers and make all of these pretty lights. No one 
ever really did that for battles though at the competitions, which is 
pretty weird since | think it'd be pretty useful." 


"And then you came up with an idea that it'd be good for combat?" 
Terron asked curiously. 


"Yeah!" Syn replied. "It just came to mind one day after watching one 
of those events. Told everyone about my idea, but no one really went 
along with it since making up all the kinds of team attacks takes a lot 
of thinking." 


"I'll say," Terron said in agreement. "| only came up with my idea 
since | just happened to get hit with electricity and saw how it stayed 
in my helmet. But, your idea is pretty cool. Thanks for the 
inspiration." 


"You're welcome!" Syn cheered. 


Terron dug out of the bag strapped to him and pulled out an apple. 
He handed it to the Snivy, who happily munched away at it. Terron 
then pulled out another apple and gave it to Zekra. 


As the two had their own lunch, Terron thought over the information 
Syn gave him. This synergy he spoke of could be a valuable tool. 
Terron knew he and the rest of the team would have to think up 
some team attacks, but he was happy to know of a new battle style. 
Terron found he was starting to enjoy the Snivy's company due to 
this. The child was full of such interesting thoughts. 


Terron smiled before looking down the trail. 
"Well, if you guys are done training, you should probably get going," 


Terron said. "We should be able to make it to our final rest stop of 
the day before sunset if we go now." 


"Yeah, we're done," Zekra said. "Let's get going.” 


The four went forward, continuing down the path as they chatted 
about whatever came to their minds. 


Four hours passed. The four had taken many breaks along the way, 
whether it was to eat or to do training, but they were still making 
steady progress toward their destination. According to their map, the 
four would be able to make it to their last stop of the day in about 
thirty minutes. There, they could camp out for the night. 


At the moment, the team and Syn were traveling down the road that 
ran along the side of the Obsidian Cave Mystery Dungeon. The cave 
wasn't really made of obsidian, but the locals gave it the name due 
to its uncanny appearance similar to the rock. As the team walked 
past it, they couldn't help but stare at it and listen to the roars coming 
from within. 


As the team walked, Impetus suddenly became very still. Her eyes 
moved around swiftly, as if trying to find something. The team 
stopped when they noticed Impetus's strange behavior. 


"What's wrong, Impetus?" Terron asked curiously. 


Impetus didn't say anything. She glanced at the cave suspiciously. 
Her eyes squinted as she crouched low into the grass. 


Impetus's eyes suddenly grew wide. She stood back up and took a 
few steps backwards. Her eyes were filled with terror. Terror... that 
she had never shown before. 


"Impetus?" Terron asked again. 


The Mienfoo hastily fled from the sight, getting as far away as 
possible from the dungeon. She didn't stop running. The team 
watched her fade away into the distance, but none of them bothered 
to chase after her. She'd get brought back in time. 


"What's the matter with Impetus?" Syn asked curiously. 


"| don't know," Terron said. "I mean, | Know it's something about this 
cave, but | don't know why she'd be so scared. Sure, they're scary 
places, but only on the inside..." 


"What's so special about this cave?" Syn then asked. 


"It's something called a Mystery Dungeon," Terron explained. 
"They're these places that get corrupted somehow and-" 


"| know what a Mystery Dungeon is," Syn interrupted. "A lot of 
Pokémon tell me about them. There's no need to tell me." 


"Well then..." Terron replied in annoyance. 


Syn stared at the cave, but with a more curious expression than 
Impetus did. He tapped his leafy fingers against the side of his head 
and swayed his tail back and forth. 


"Well, nothing seems out of place," Syn reported. "It feels a little 
weird since it's a dungeon and all, but all the other dungeons I've 
seen have this same kind of feeling." 


"Maybe Impetus was just doesn't like the atmosphere," Zekra 
suggested. "| mean, she's never been a Mystery Dungeon before, so 
that could be it..." 


Terron wasn't quite sure if that was true or not. Still, there was no 
way to know for certain. It wasn't as though Impetus could talk. 
Maybe in the future, when she could talk, Terron would ask her what 
was going through her head. 


Upon thinking about this, Terron suddenly remembered something 
else. 


"Hey, Syn," Terron said. "| have something | want to ask you." 


The Snivy looked back at Terron and smiled cheerfully. 


"What is it?" he asked curiously. 


"What are your parents like?" the Cubone asked. "How do they treat 
you?" 


"That's a pretty weird question," Syn commented. "But, mommy and 
daddy are nice. They take good care of me and play with me." 


“They haven't been acting weird at all?" Terron asked. 


"No... not really," Syn said oddly. "Although, they've been getting 
sick lately, so they haven't been taking care of me as much. But, 
that's not weird. They're just ill." 


"How long have they been sick?" Terron asked some more. 
"Um, about a month,” the Snivy answered. "Yeah, a month." 


Terron nodded slowly and looked away. It seemed there was nothing 
unusual really. Whenever anyone was sick, they usually acted a bit 
off. Still, something didn't seem right about the mother. But, Terron 
couldn't figure out what felt so wrong and decided to let it go... for 
now. 


The three continued their journey, where they were shortly reunited 
with Impetus. Though she stayed with them this time, Terron couldn't 
help but notice that she kept staring back at the cave they had 
passed. Clearly, something was troubling her, but nothing could be 
done to help her. 


Eventually, the four made it to their rest stop; a small gathering of 
cherry blossoms known as the Sakura Grove. Since it was summer, 
the pink flowers were not blooming and instead, the trees were all 
filled with their usual green leaves. More importantly though, there 
didn't seem to be any wild Pokémon around the grove. 


The team went over to one of the trees and plopped down near its 
base. Terron and Zekra saw that the sun was starting to set. Night 


would be upon them soon. 
"SO, we're camping out for the night?" Syn asked. 


"Yeah, we are," Zekra answered. "We don't really use hotels or 
anything. You don't mind that, do you?" 


"No, not really," Syn shrugged. "Camping is cool. Just as long as we 
don't make a campfire." 


"Well, we're not going to have one of those," Zekra laughed. "We 
don't have any fire Pokémon on the team to make one of those." 


As the light faded from the sky, everyone got ready for bed. Despite 
how the time had just barely become nightfall, the whole team was 
tired from their lack of sleep and constant traveling. A well-deserved 
rest was needed. Terron and Zekra cuddled close together while 
Impetus made her way up the tree and found a nice spot amongst 
the branches. Syn joined Terron and Zekra where they slept, though 
Terron had the Snivy sleep against Zekra's unoccupied side. Terron 
still didn't like Syn touching him. 


When everyone was comfortable, they all fell asleep. 


The next morning, the team woke up and had their breakfast of dried 
fruits and jerky. They all felt they had a good rest and were ready for 
the final hours of their journey. All that needed to be done now was 
walk about an hour and go through Dreaded Cavern. Once they got 
out of there, they'd only have to walk for another two hours and 
they'd arrive at Lavender Town. 


All of this would only take about four hours. The team would surely 
get to the town a little after noon. Their time with Syn was ending. 
They'd miss the interesting little fellow, but they weren't too upset by 
the thought of the inevitable departure. After all, they knew from the 
very beginning that they'd be forced to leave him once the mission 
was done. 


After everyone had breakfast, the team set off. Eventually, after an 
uneventful hour passed, the four came to the cave that they sought. 


Dreaded Cavern's entrance was nothing special. It was simply a 
huge hole in the side of a small hill covered in green. The entrance 
was a bit smaller than normal caves, but all of the team members 
could easily get into the hole. The team stared at the cave for a little 
while, trying to see past the darkness that filled the cave's entry. 


"Why would they name this place Dreaded Cavern?" Syn asked 
curiously. "That's a horrible name to give to someplace. That just 
screams that something is wrong with the cave." 


"| think it's because there's a bunch of dark-types in there," Zekra 
said. "But, you're right. They probably should have given it a better 
name. | bet no one goes through here because of that." 


"The guide also said there are a couple of dragons in there, too," 
Terron added. "So, maybe the name refers to them as well since 
dragons are supposed to be fierce." 


"Well, whatever the reason, at least the cave's short," Zekra stated. 
"Should be able to get out of there in an hour if we follow the trail. 
And thankfully, it should be pretty straight forward since it's not a 
Mystery Dungeon." 


Terron nodded as he pulled out the Light Ball he had received from 
King. It was still de-activated, and he hadn't figured out how to 
activate it again. Still, he would have to find out today, or else they 
were never going to get through this cave. He looked at the dull 
sphere in his hands. 


"Light ball, activate!" Terron commanded. 


Nothing happened. Terron took a step inside the cave and lightly 
tapped the sphere against the wall. Still, nothing happened. 


"Work already!" Terron shouted in frustration. 


Terron slammed the ball into the wall with more force. While the ball 
didn't crack from such an impact, it still refused to light up. 


"Why won't it work?" Terron asked. "What did King do that made it 
light up?" 


"What's it supposed to look like?" Syn asked curiously. 


"Like a bolt of electricity is flying around inside it," Terron answered. 
"It looks pretty cool actually. Too bad it won't work..." 


"Hmm, let me try something with that thing," Syn then said. 


Terron handed the Snivy the ball. He watched as Syn rotated the ball 
around in his hands to get a full view of it. Syn stepped inside the 
cave as well before gently placing the ball along the cave's side. 
With one quick movement, he dragged the ball across the wall. A 
couple sparks flew into the air and temporarily lit up the dark cave. 
Electricity suddenly appeared inside the sphere and began bouncing 
off the walls of the ball. 


Now that light was available, Terron could see what the cave's 
interior looked like. Unlike Jolton Cave, this cavern held none of the 
odd electric crystals. Instead, this place was completely made of 
limestone and actually had quite a bit of room to walk around in. 
Terron didn't see any Pokémon near them, but he knew that they 
were around. They were probably in the deeper parts of the cave. 


Syn smiled as he handed Terron the ball. 


"It just needed a spark," Syn said. "I figured making friction could do 
that." 


"Huh... you're a smart kid," Terron remarked. 


"Well I'm a Snivy," Syn grinned. "Snivy are super smart! Not as smart 
as psychic Pokémon, but we're still smart!" 


Terron nodded as he looked at the glowing sphere within his hands. 
It was exactly as how he remembered it. Terron took a moment to 
marvel at the beauty of the encased static before the rest of the team 
entered inside the cave. Impetus was rather reluctant to go inside 
due to how enclosed and dimly lit it was, but Zekra managed to get 
her inside with some coaxing. Once everyone was ready, they 
treaded farther into the cave. 


Traveling through Dreaded Cavern was not a difficult task compared 
to the Mystery Dungeons Terron and Zekra had to venture through. 
Yet, that didn't mean this cave had its own share of hardships, 
despite not being a dungeon cave. For one, they had to be more 
cautious about where they walked. There were several times when 
one of the team members would step onto some loose rocks and 
end up slipping. That had happened at least four times to everyone. 


Another problem was that Syn was becoming a lot slower. He could 
still walk, but the team noticed a significant change in his speed. 
When asked why this was, he explained that he needed the sun to 
make his movements faster. Now, in this sunless cave, he had to put 
more effort into keeping up with the team. 


And last of the problems, Impetus was rather uneasy inside of the 
cave. She wasn't as panicky as she had been when encountering 
the dungeon they saw yesterday, but she still seemed nervous. 
She'd glance around everywhere at every second. She never 
seemed to take a break from her alertness. Terron figured it was 
because she was practically walking around in the dark in an 
environment she had never seen before. He didn't know how to fix 
the issue unfortunately and just tried to help her cope by talking to 
her to keep her mind off the cave. 


Despite these problems, the team still did well. They had traveled 
through most of the cave with only a small amount of resistance in 
the form of wild Pokemon. Now, they neared the exit, which was a 
giant hole of light at the end of a long tunnel. The team happily 
stepped inside that tunnel and headed for that light. It would take a 


few minutes to get to that light, but they took their time in getting 
toward it. 


"It's the sun!" Syn cried happily. "| can be with the sun soon! Then 
my tail can stop drooping and | won't have to drag it around 
anymore!" 


" Meh!" Impetus cheered. 


The four walked past a couple of chambers that connected to the 
tunnel. Within them, the team could see some wild Pokémon either 
sleeping or eating. Zekra stared at a Geodude that was wandering 
around one of the chambers by itself. She started to smile evilly as 
she got Syn's attention. 


"Hey, you want to have one last battle in this cave before we leave?" 
she asked. "That Geodude could make good practice for you. 
They're pretty easy if you can get your vines to work." 


"Sure!" Syn said. "Let's go!" 


Without another word, the two took off into the room with the feral. 
Terron and Impetus stopped as soon as half their team disappeared. 
The Cubone let out a sigh. 


"Guess we have to wait for them," Terron said in disapproval. "At 
least we're almost-" 


It was then that Terron noticed another Pokémon in a different 
chamber. It had a couple of other Pokémon with it in the chamber, 
but he didn't pay attention to those ones. No, he paid attention to the 
slumbering Axew. His eyes became fixed on the little tusked dragon. 
He hadn't seen a single dragon in the entire cave until now. 


Everything else in reality no longer seemed to exist. Only one 
thought went through his mind; 


It's got the bones | want. 


Terron pressed his helmet further onto his head and set the bag on 
the ground. Impetus gave Terron an odd glance. 


"Hey Impetus, you want to help me with something?" he asked, his 
voice becoming eerily happy. 


" Meh?" she asked curiously. 


"You want to help me take out an Axew?" Terron asked with a smirk. 
"| need the bones. If you help me, I'll let you have the meat. What do 
you say?" 


Impetus was confused by Terron's sudden glee, but she did like the 
idea of getting to battle. So, as she had seen the others do when 
they wanted to say yes, she nodded. Terron's grin only seemed to 
grow when he saw this. 


"Alright, let's go. Don't worry about the others in the room; they'll just 
run away. We only care about the Axew." 


Terron set the Light Ball on the ground so both teams could see what 
they were doing in the other rooms. The light's radius seemed to 
stretch that far. Once the light had been resolved, Terron ran forward 
and entered the room. The other Pokémon who were awake 
immediately ran away from him as Terron predicted. The Cubone 
brought his weapon down on the Axew, but before it could make 
contact, the Axew woke up and rolled out of the way. Terron let outa 
growl. 


"Get that dragon, Impetus!" Terron commanded. "Weaken it!" 


Impetus shot into the room and landed in front of the Axew. She sent 
a kick into its face, making the little dragon fly into a wall. It crashed 
into the thick stone before tumbling to the ground, panting heavily. 
Terron charged forward, preparing to swing his club at the Axew like 
a baseball bat. 


The Axew saw Terron and swiftly blew a stream of blue fire at him. 
Terron was about to get out of the way, but a different idea came to 
mind instead. He was about to disagree with it, but as the energy 
closed in, Terron stuck with the plan. He grabbed his weapon with 
hands and held it in front of him. The fire scorched him as he got the 
full force of the attack, but the Cubone withstood the pain and held 
his ground. 


After only getting burned by the dragon energy for a couple seconds, 
it abruptly stopped when Impetus unleashed the energy in her paw 
upon the Axew. The little dragon skid across the ground until it put 
down its paw and brought itself to a halt. 


But before it could attack, Terron threw his flaming bone at the Axew. 
Thanks to the bone being covered in dragon fires, the Axew was 
severely injured once the weapon smacked into its head. It let out a 
loud cry of pain as Terron's weapon came back to his hand. The 
bone was charred a deep black, but none of that mattered to Terron. 
Not even the pain of his burnt skin mattered. All he cared about were 
the bones he would soon be getting. 


"It's time we try out one of those team attacks Syn was mentioning," 
Terron said as he looked at his companion. "Impetus, | want you to 
throw me at that Axew." 


The Mienfoo gave him an odd stare. 
"You know what I'm talking about," Terron said more firmly. "Hurry!" 


Impetus sensed to urgency in his voice and reluctantly went up to 
him. Despite not liking the idea, she picked up the Cubone and 
tossed him with all her might. Terron flew through the air as he 
adjusted his weapon so that the sharp side was facing away from 
him. As he closed in on the Axew, he saw it was getting ready to 
unleash another wave of dragon fire upon him. 


It never had the chance to use Its attack. 


Terron slammed into the dragon and with his increased momentum, 
rammed the bone into its heart. Had he tried to do that by himself, he 
never would have pierced the thick hide of a dragon. But with 
Impetus's strength and the dragon-charred bone, he had managed 
to penetrate the hide and impaled the heart. 


The Cubone got to his feet and looked at the corpse before him. His 
bone was stuck in its chest, and blood was oozing out of the wound. 
The eyes were still open, frozen in shock. Terron put his foot onto the 
dragon's stomach as he ripped the bone out. Even more blood shot 
out of the wound that got all over Terron, but he found he wasn't 
disgusted by it. In fact, he wasn't alarmed by the fact that he had just 
killed a Pokémon. 


It's so much easier than expected. Terron thought. /t's just... so 
simple. Why was | so scared? | mean, I'm glad | didn't kill Impetus, 
but still. Wait, why am | thinking like this? I'm not like Zekra where | 
can handle gore like it's nothing. What's changed so that | don't feel 
so terrified and disgusted right now? 


Terron shook his head. It wasn't important. What was important, 
however, was that he got what he needed from this corpse. 


"Alright Impetus, thanks for your help," Terron said. "I couldn't have 
done it without you. Now, come here so you can get what | promised 
you." 


Impetus came over to Terron and together, the two tore apart the 
Axew. As Impetus enjoyed a nice meal, Terron brought the bag back 
over to them and started making some bone weapons. He made a 
few more bone thorns to add to his collection as well as getting not 
one, but two clubs to replace his old club. He figured carrying two 
bones would be a lot more beneficial in battle, even if it was 
uncommon to see Cubone and Marowak carrying dual bones. He 
packed any other decent club bones inside of the bag for future use, 
as well all the other bones in case he could find a purpose for them 
later. Surely he could think of a way to tamper with them and make 
interesting weapons. 


By the time the two were done with the Axew, it was nothing but a 
hollow shell. 


"Alright, let's go find Zekra and Syn," Terron said. "I'm pretty sure 
they're done now." 


Impetus nodded. Terron noticed the blood on both of their bodies. 


"Yeah... we'll probably need to wash off before we go inside 
Lavender Town," Terron stated. "No one wants to see us like this." 


Impetus stared at her bloody paws and started licking them clean. 
Terron chuckled at the sight. 


FWOOOSH! 


Terron and Impetus became silent. The sounds of something burning 
filled the air. Yet, neither smoke nor flames were seen or smelt. 
Terron looked at Impetus and noticed that she was looking toward 
the Light Ball. Her eyes were wide open. 


SKREEE! 


Terron and Impetus's hearts started to race. They had never heard 
such a sound before, but they didn't need to know what that was in 
order to Know that peril was coming upon them. Terron gripped the 
weapons in his hands. Impetus fled from the sight and disappeared 
to wherever the other wild Pokémon went. 


And then... strange creatures filled the tunnel the team was once in. 
They poured into the room and surrounded the entrance. 


They gazed at him with their flaming eyes. Etched upon each of their 
faces was a sinister grin. Their bodies gaze streamed with wisps as 
if they were all demented ghosts. 


But... they weren't ghosts. There were Ghastly and Haunter, but 
there was more than that. There were Onyx and Golbat amongst 
them... and so much more. 


As Terron looked upon an Eevee within the swarm, his eyes frozen 


in fear and heart beating fast, he realized what these things were. No 
one had to tell him. 


These were the creatures that slaughtered everyone Zekra knew. 


The Voices 


Chapter 20 


The Voices 


"Plagued Ones," Terron whispered. 


That's what these creatures were named by the Fellowship. That 
was the name given to such demonic creatures like these. Terron 
had never tried to imagine what the Plagued Ones looked like, but 
now as he was forced to look at them, he grew certain that he could 
have never imagined their horrific appearance accurately. 


The Cubone didn't know what to do. He couldn't fight them since 
there were far too many. There had to be at least a hundred staring 
at him right now and even more in the other parts of the cave. He 
couldn't outrun them either. They had him completely surrounded 
like a thick, impenetrable fog. 


He could only look into their flaming eyes. In them, he saw no soul. It 
was just a gateway into an abyss of bright color. 


Yet, Terron tried to keep a calm composure. Panicking wouldn't solve 
anything. He needed to think of a way out of this. Zekra escaped out 
of this once, so surely he could too. 


"Wait, Zekra," Terron said abruptly. "Zekra! And Impetus and Syn!" 


Terron stopped trying to act composed and realized that his friends 
were probably dead by now. Zekra may have been lucky enough to 
escape the Plagued Ones once, but that was no guarantee that she 
was still alive now. Not to mention, she had Syn with her. Protecting 
herself and someone else decreased her chances of escaping. Then 
there was Impetus, who was alone and without knowledge of what 
these creatures were... 


"No... they can't..." Terron muttered. 


The Cubone started to hyperventilate. He gripped his skull as his 
vision blurred. 


"No... | don't want to die here..." 

Terron squeezed his eyes shut. 

"| want my friends to live... | want to live..." 
He shook his head as his body trembled. 


"But... how do we fight the Plagued Ones? There's too many. 
They're everywhere, and we're scattered. We can't win when there's 
so many of these monsters..." 


Terron... 

The Cubone's eyes snapped open at the sound of the voice. 
"No, not this again!" Terron cried. "Not at a time like this!" 
Terron. 


"Go away!" Terron shouted as he put his hands over his ears from 
within the skull. "Leave me alone! | don't want you here!" 


Why? 


"Because | don't want to die where you are..." Terron whimpered. 
"Whenever you come, | always go somewhere else. I'm going to get 
killed anyway, but just let me die in this place rather than your place. 
That way, | can maybe see my friends before | go..." 


Why are you going to die? 


"Because there's a bunch of Plagued Ones about to kill me!" Terron 
said in exasperation. "It's obvious, isn't it? If you're me, you should 


be able to see that they're right in front of me. They're closing in on 
me..." 


You will not die. 
"Of course | am!" Terron cried. "Look at th-" 


Terron suddenly stopped talking. His entire being froze. His eyes 
couldn't blink. He wanted to scream, but he was too terrified to make 
a sound. 


A Plagued One in the form of a Haunter was a couple inches away 

from his face. The others lingered in the background. They were all 

staring at him. Terron hesitantly glanced to the side to see that even 
more Plagued Ones had gathered around him. 


Terron slowly brought his attention back to the Haunter. It continued 
to gaze at him with its bright eyes. 


None of the Plagued Ones moved. None of them attacked. Terron 
couldn't understand why. Why were they so close, yet choosing not 
to finish him off? What was keeping them at bay? 


After what felt like an eternity had passed, the Haunter flew behind 
Terron and grabbed his shoulders. But, its touch did not bring a 
chilling sensation as Terron expected. It felt... so inviting and 
comfortable. Terron's fear no longer seemed to matter. All his worries 
seemed to melt away. He was no longer troubled by the voice in his 
mind, or the inescapable fact that he'd die here. Everything he cared 
for no longer seemed to have meaning. 


That is, except one thing. 


"My friends..." Terron said slowly, as if under a trance. "Where are 
my friends...?" 


" What friends?" 


Though its mouth didn't move, Terron knew that the voice was 
coming from the Haunter. Despite its startling appearance, it had 
such a soothing voice. 


"My friends... they were here with me..." Terron said. 


" You have no friends. Those that were with you earlier are not your 
friends. They simply want to use you for their own needs. Like that 
Zorua, who doesn't even see you as who you are. But, don't feel 
bad. We are your true friends." 


Terron's memories of the Pokémon he was traveling with quickly 
faded from his memory. Then, followed by that one, all of his 
memories of the Fellowship drifted away. They were replaced by a 
void of peace. 


"You... are my friends?" Terron asked. 
" Yes. We are. We care about you, Terron." 


A Chespin and Charmander Plagued Ones approached Terron's 
sides and embraced him. Terron's eyes slowly dulled as he looked at 
the Haunter. 


"Friends..." he muttered. "You're... my friends..." 


" Yes, we're all friends. Now, come with us. Come with us to your 
new home." 


Terron looked around at all the Plagued Ones and saw that they 
were coming closer. Yet, he did not feel afraid. Their presence made 
him feel at peace. He wanted to be with these nice Pokémon. He 
wanted to be with his friends. 


NO! YOU DO NOT WANT THAT! 
Terron blinked. Why didn't he want to be with these Pokemon? 


Come back to your senses, Terron! 


Terron felt a strange fear growing inside of him. Why was he feeling 
so scared? 


Terron! 


That fear amplified as Terron started to remember something was 
very wrong with his situation. 


TERRON! 


The hazy look in Terron's eyes suddenly disappeared as he finally 
Snapped out of his trance. Everything he had forgotten in those few 
minutes came rushing back. He gasped heavily as he fought against 
the Plagued Ones holding him. He bashed his bones into the 
creatures and watched as they dissipated into thin air. Terron 
grabbed his bag from off the floor and flung it over his shoulder. 


A surge of unknown power and determination filled Terron's being, 
completely eradicating his terror. He didn't know what was making 
him this way, but Terron had no time to ponder. 


"| will NEVER go with you monsters!" Terron declared with a bravado 
that was not his own. "I know what all of you really have in mind! You 
want to kill me just like you have with all your other victims! You want 
me as part of you collection!" 


"But why would you want to stay here?” an Eevee Plagued One 
asked. "What we told you wasn't untrue. Zekra doesn't care for you. 
You're nothing more than a puppet to project her other Terron's 
image onto. She's only with you because she can imagine you're her 
other Terron. If you come with us, we will like you for who you are, 
not for who you represent." 


Terron had enough with their attempted convincing and threw one of 
his weapons at the Eevee. It burst into a swarm of streams before 
fading away into nothingness. As the bone returned to Terron, it 
destroyed a couple other Plagued Ones along the way. 


And then, fueled by this newfound strength within him, Terron ran 
forward. The Plagued Ones didn't try to attack him, but Terron didn't 
question it. He needed to get to his friends and get out of this cave. 
He plowed through the cloud of creatures, swiping his weapons 
forward as he purged his path of the demons. 


"Don't do this, Terron." 


" Terron, you deserve better than a broken victim, an outcast feral, 
and an incompetent child." 


"Come with us... to your new home." 


" Don't stay here with these Pokémon. Our home Is a much better 
place." 


" Why do you resist the hospitality we offer you? We only want to 
help you." 


" SHUT UP!" Terron cried. 


Terron reached into his bag and exchanged his bone clubs for a 
dozen bone thorns. He threw them all in different directions, 
watching them pierce through entire lines of Plagued Ones. He 
quickly got back one of his bone clubs from the bag as he ran out of 
the room. 


VIP! 


Terron looked back to find that Impetus was with him and mostly 
unharmed, though she was clearly terrified by what was surrounding 
them. As soon as she appeared, the Plagued Ones lunged at her 
with mouths wide open. 


"Impetus! Fire your Swift at those enemies!" Terron ordered. "And 
don't stop until it's safe!" 


Impetus didn't hesitate. She spat out a barrage of star-shaped 
energies from her maw at the oncoming creatures. She fired them in 


every direction she could as the duo retrieved the Light Ball that was 
still waiting in the main tunnel. Once Terron had grabbed it, they 
charged into the room they last saw Zekra and Syn in. 


Upon coming inside, they found Syn by himself, backed up against a 
wall. Tears were streaming down his face as he lashed out at the 
Plagued Ones surrounding him with his vines. With every smack of 
his vines, a single Plagued One disappeared, but another was quick 
to replace it. 


Terron threw himself into the swarm encasing Syn, carving outa 
small opening with his club. Even as he brushed up against the 
untouched Plagued Ones, not a single one tried to attack him. They 
would attempt to grab him, but Terron easily got out of their grasps 
with a quick swing of his trusty bone. 


"Terron!" Syn cried once he saw the Cubone. "What are these 
things?! Make them go away!" 


"They're things called Plagued Ones!" Terron answered before 
realizing something. "Where's Zekra? She was with you, wasn't 
she?" 


"| don't know!" Syn said fearfully. "She just started going crazy when 
these things started showing up and ran away!" 


Terron frowned as he grabbed Impetus and made her stand against 
the wall next to Syn. He then stood directly in front of them and 
served as a barrier between them and the Plagued Ones. The 
creatures, upon seeing this, stopped attacking and stared at the 
Cubone. Impetus and Syn also ceased their attacks. 


"Why aren't they attacking?" Syn asked. "Why'd they stop?" 


"| don't know," Terron replied. "But, | do know it has to do with me 
somehow. They don't want to hurt me for some reason. | don't know 
why, but | think their unwillingness is only thing that's Keeping us 
alive..." 


Syn gulped as he backed up further onto the wall. Impetus also 
seemed to grow uneasy at this thought. 


"Syn, where did you see Zekra run off to?" Terron asked seriously. 
"Umm, she went that way!" 


Syn pointed down another tunnel that connected to their current 
room. Terron glanced over at the tunnel before looking back at the 
Plagued Ones. His eyes slightly narrowed as he backed into his 
companions. 


"Alright, we're going to go get Zekra," Terron said. " If you want to 
live, listen to me very carefully ." 


Syn and Impetus gave their full attention to the Cubone. 


"I'm going to act as a shield to you two since the Plagued Ones won't 
attack me," Terron explained. "Together, we're going to scoot along 
this wall and down the tunnel wall with me right here. That way, the 
Plagued Ones can't attack you two since I'm blocking all access to 
you. So, stay with me. Understand?" 


"Yeah, | do," Syn replied. "But... can these things phase through 
walls? Because if they can... then your plan isn't going to work..." 


"| can only hope they can't," Terron simply said. "But, | don't think 
they can. They're not ghosts." 


Syn nodded in understanding. Terron took in a deep breath as he 
grabbed both of his companion's hands. He felt their paws grip 
around his. 


The team slowly slid across the wall, managing to stay together as 
they made their way into the tunnel. The Plagued Ones steadily 
followed the group, keeping their eyes specifically on Terron. Yet, 
Terron kept a calm composure as he went along to find Zekra. If they 
could just find her, then they could leave the cave and hopefully, the 


Plagued Ones would stop attacking them. Terron wasn't really sure if 
leaving the cave would make the creatures go away, but it was the 
only escape idea he could come up with. 


After travelling along the tunnel's side for a few agonizing minutes, 
Terron saw a hole in the ground near the wall. He could hear 
whimpering coming from within the hole. 


“Everyone's going to die..." a voice said from within the hole. "I 
can't... stop them..." 


The team crept up to the hole and Terron peered down inside. It 
went down about two feet before going into a downward slope based 
on what the Light Ball could show. 


"Plagued Ones..." the voice continued to mutter. "They're here... 
with everyone here..." 


"Zekra?" Terron asked, recognizing the voice. 
"Terron?" the voice replied. 


A Drilbur slowly stuck its head out of the slanted part of the tunnel 
and looked up at him. She seemed rather calm despite how scared 
she sounded. 


"Zekra, we need to get out of here," he instructed. "Climb out of the 
hole and get behind me. Quickly!" 


Zekra was just about to climb out of her hole, but then she saw the 
Plagued Ones near her. 


For a moment, she became frozen in place, staring at them with 
wide eyes. 


And then, Zekra lost It. 


"IT'S THEM!" Zekra screamed at the top of her lungs. "THEY'RE 
GOING TO TAKE ME! 1 DON'T WANT TO DIE! NO! NO! NO! 


NOOOOOOOOOOOO!" 


Zekra changed back to her true form and abruptly got out of her 
hole. She bolted down the tunnel where the creatures did not gather. 
The Plagued Ones swiftly chased after her, no longer caring about 
Terron and his group. 


"Everyone!" Terron cried. "Abandon the plan of staying on the wall! 
Just follow me and attack every Plagued One you see! And stick 
together, no matter what!" 


The Cubone ran after the Zorua, his friends staying right behind him. 
He reached into his bag and threw a few thorns at the cloud of 
monsters, slowly making a path to Zekra within the mass. Syn and 
Impetus continued to use their long-range attacks, helping in the 
process of eliminating the numbers of Plagued Ones. 


A large tear formed in the swarm, allowing Terron to see Zekra. The 
creatures were closing in on her. There was no chance of escape. 


Without even thinking, Terron burst through the hole in the swarm 
and leapt at Zekra. They tumbled along the floor as he grabbed onto 
her. 


"LET GO OF ME!" Zekra shouted. "/ HAVE TO GET OUT OF 
HERE! LET ME GO!" 


"Impetus! Syn!" Terron yelled. "Get against the wall! I'll get there ina 
second! Stay there and hold off the Plagued Ones!" 


While he didn't see whether or not they followed his orders, Terron 
wasn't concerned with that. He had to get Zekra back to her senses. 
Though he had managed to stop the Plagued Ones from attacking 
her, she was desperately trying to get out of his grip. 


"Calm down, Zekra!" Terron pleaded. "I'm trying to help you! Get 
ahold of yourself!" 


Zekra refused to listen and bit down on his arm. Terron cried out in 
pain, but he refused to let go of her. He felt his blood leaking out of 
the bite marks. 


"Zekra! We're going to die unless you cooperate!" Terron said. "Stop 
fighting!" 


The Zorua didn't respond. Her mind was no longer functioning on 
logic. The only thing she wanted to do was to get away from 
everything. As soon as Terron saw the sheer terror in her eyes, he 
finally understood that. There was no way to reason with her. She 
was in full-out panic mode. Nothing could make her snap her out of 
it. 


So, Terron did the only thing he could do to keep her safe. 


Terron's club slammed into the back of Zekra's head, effectively 
knocking her out. She fell lifelessly into the Cubone's arms, twitching 
slightly. Terron removed her fangs from his arm and ran over to his 
other companions, who were firing stars and whipping vines at the 
Plagued Ones. Terron felt such bitter remorse for having to hurt his 
closest friend, but he knew it had to be done. There was no other 
option. 


He tossed Zekra's unconscious body to Impetus, who clumsily 
caught the Zorua as she and Syn stopped attacking. Terron got in 
front of the three and held out his arms to act as a shield. The 
Plagued Ones ceased moving and gave the Cubone their ominous 
stares. 


"Now that everyone's here," Terron started to say, "we need to get 
out of the cave. We'll scoot along the wall just like what we did 
earlier." 


"But, will that really make these things go away?" Syn asked 
nervously. "I mean... won't they just follow us out?" 


"| don't know," Terron said simply. 


"Then how do we know that going outside will help us?!" Syn cried. 
"We're going to die, aren't we?" 


"No one's going to die!" Terron snapped, making Syn flinch. "Just do 
as | say! We'll make it through this!" 


" No you're not," an Onyx Plagued One said. "Exiting this cave won't 
stop us. We'll follow you out of here and haunt you until you come 
with us. That Snivy speaks the truth. You can't escape us, Terron... 
false Cubone...” 


"Shut up!" Terron snarled. "| don't care what you have to say! I'm sick 
of your blabbing!" 


"Terron, who are you talking to?" Syn asked reluctantly. 
“The Plagued Ones," Terron said bluntly. "Who else?" 
"But Terron... they're not talking." 


Terron's heart stopped beating. He gave the Snivy a disturbed look, 
his eyes frozen open. 


"You don't hear them?" the Cubone asked seriously. 


"No..." Syn answered with a shake of his head. "They haven't said 
anything. They were just staring at you... and you started yelling at 
them." 


Terron didn't know what to say. This... this had to be some kind of 
joke. He could hear the Plagued Ones so clearly. Of course Syn 
could hear them talking. He was just saying he couldn't to mess with 
Terron. Yet, the Cubone could see the truthfulness in the Snivy's 
eyes. There was no reason for this child to lie... 


"Impetus, can you hear those things talking?" Terron asked 
cautiously. 


The Mienfoo slowly shook her head. Terron mouth opened as if to 
say something, but no words came out. He didn't Know what to say. 
What was he supposed to say? 


Why... why can't they hear the Plagued Ones? Terron thought as he 
became overcome with dread. This isn't right. Why? Why can't they 
hear them? Why is it only me? 


" Terron, don't keep us waiting here for you," the Onyx said. "There's 
nothing to worry about. You're safe with us. Why won't you listen to 
our words? Is it because of what your Fellowship told you about us?" 


"Why am | the only one who can hear you?!" Terron suddenly 
shouted at the creatures. "You won't attack me... you keep trying to 
get me to come to you on my own will... WHY?! What makes me 
different than my friends?! WHAT MAKES ME SO SPECIAL?!" 


" You don't know why?" a Pancham asked skeptically. 


"Why would | know?!" Terron retorted. "Answer the questions! You're 
just like that voice in my head who won't answer my questions!" 


" So... you really don't know," the Pancham stated blankly. "How 
unusual. Never thought it was possible to forget... even if you've 
been plagued with amnesia. So that's why you're so unwilling to 
come with us... human." 


Suddenly, all of the Plagued Ones' eyes glowed brightly. They slowly 
glanced toward the tunnel that would exit the cave, their eyes 
gradually dimming back to normal. 


" Time... to return..." all the Plagued Ones said simultaneously in a 
monotone. 


And then, without another word, they all flew toward that direction 
and left the cave. The team watched anxiously as the creatures 
swept past them. That is... except Terron. He ran after the 
disappearing Plagued Ones, screaming frantically. 


"GIVE ME MY ANSWER!" Terron cried. "WHY DO YOU THINGS 
WANT ME SO MUCH?! WHAT DO YOU KNOW ABOUT ME?!" 


The Plagued Ones didn't answer. Terron continued to cry out to them 
and chased them. Yet, it was all in vain. For as soon as the Plagued 
Ones left the cave, they went into the sky and disappeared into the 
distance. Terron, realizing he couldn't do anything, collapsed onto 
the ground, panting heavily as his teammates caught up to him. 


They were quick to join him in collapsing. The entire group lay there, 
all suffering from physical and emotional fatigue, no one able to 
move a muscle. All they could do was stare up at the sky where they 
last saw the Plagued Ones. 


After remaining on the ground for an hour, the team finally gained the 
strength to get up. Tiredly, the three Pokémon sat up and glanced at 
one another. After seeing that they were all okay, they brought their 
attention to Zekra, who was still out of it. 


"When do you think she'll wake up?" Syn asked. 
"| don't know," Terron answered. "I really don't." 


Syn let out a melancholy sigh as he closed his eyes. He looked 
toward the sun and took in its warm rays. 


"Can you tell me what those things were inside the cave?" Syn 
asked. "You said they were Plagued Ones, but I've never heard that 
name before. What are they?" 


Terron stuck his bone club into the ground and used it as a support 
to rest his arms and head on. He began to explain everything he 
knew about the Plagued Ones, such as how they swept the land of 
Shiron at any given time to unleash death upon all those who come. 
He went on to say that no one knew what the Plagued Ones were or 
why they were killing everybody. The most important details about 
these creatures were known by no one. 


"A leader of mine once told me that he thinks the Plagued Ones 
create Mystery Dungeons by fusing with the environment," Terron 
continued. "It's just a theory, but | think it might be true. It would 
explain why everything in there is trying to kill you; they mimic the 
actions of the Plagued Ones. Of course, it doesn't explain why they 
were in that cave when Dreaded Cavern isn't a Mystery Dungeon. 
Unless they were getting ready to turn that place into a Mystery 
Dungeon..." 


Terron grimaced at the thought. 


"How come you and your leaders know so much about these 
Plagued Ones, yet no one else does?" Syn then asked. "I'm sure if 
those things were going around killing everybody, then more 
Pokémon would know." 


"Because the Fellowship's true purpose is to eliminate those things," 
Terron answered. "As for why no one else knows about the Plagued 
Ones, it's because the Fellowship hides those things’ existence from 
the public. If everyone knew about them... there'd be mass hysteria. 
Sometimes, lying is the only option you have if you want to protect 
others." 


Syn gave Terron a long stare. No words were exchanged between 
them. 


"... then why are you telling me about those things?" the Snivy asked 
after some time. "If you're supposed to keep them a secret, then why 
are you going against your organization's orders?" 


"Because you saw the Plagued Ones with your own eyes," Terron 
answered grimly. "I'm not going to lie to you when you clearly saw 
them. You deserve to know the truth. However, I'm going to ask that 
you don't tell anyone else about what you saw. It's a Fellowship rule 
you have to follow. Do you understand?" 


Syn reluctantly nodded. Terron sighed as he glanced at the ground 
and tapped his paws against his club. Many thoughts were going 


through his mind at the moment, but he wasn't sure which ones to 
focus on. All of them seemed vitally important. 


"What were the Plagued Ones saying to you?" Syn suddenly asked. 


"They were trying to get me to come with them," Terron said blandly. 
"And, | almost did go with them. Something about them was so 
inviting. | still don't understand what it was, but their words were just 
so tempting... but thankfully, | was able to snap out of it. After that, 
they started saying things that they really shouldn't know about me. 
It's like they Knew who | was." 


"What were the things they knew?" Syn asked. 


"| can't tell you that," Terron said with a shake of his head. "That's a 
personal secret. Sorry." 


The Snivy frowned in disapproval, but he didn't question Terron. 
Terron closed his eyes and imagined the fiery land he was called to 
not long ago. He envisioned himself standing upon the small piece of 
land among the lava pool. 


You were calling out to me... other me, if that's who you truly are. 
Terron mentally said to the unknown being, despite not knowing 
where it was. You prevented me from getting taken by the Plagued 
Ones. But, why? Why did you help me? 


There was no answer. The Cubone waited in his fantasy world, 
wanting to see if anyone would appear. Yet, after minutes of waiting, 
no one came. No voices filled his thoughts. 


Of course | don't get answers... 
Terron opened his eyes and came back to reality. He glanced over at 


Zekra, who showed no signs of waking up soon. Upon seeing this, 
the Cubone got up and looked toward the path to Lavender Town. 


"We should get going,” Terron said. "We can't wait for her to get up. 
We're wasting time. Besides, | don't want those Plagued Ones 
coming back. There's a good chance they might." 


Terron picked up Zekra and handed her over to Impetus. Once Zekra 
was in good hands, Terron pointed toward the trail with his club. 


"We only need to walk two more hours," the Cubone announced. 
"Let's tough out these last hours. And then, Syn, you can finally relax 
when we get there." 


Syn didn't reply. 


The three then headed down the trail, all remaining in silence as they 
walked. Their journey was finally coming to an end. 


After two hours passed, the team finally saw a city in sight. It was still 
quite a ways from where they stood, but its distinct outline was still 
seeable. Terron, for the first time in a while, felt relief upon seeing 
civilization. His heart lightened up as the team picked up the pace 
and hurried toward the town. 


"We're finally here," Terron said pleasantly. "Finally... after all we 
went through." 


And then... he noticed something was very wrong. 


Terron picked up his speed, feeling panic settle into his heart. He 
rushed into the city and abruptly stopped once he got past the 
entrance. His friends were quick to follow after him. They were about 
to ask what was wrong, but they soon saw it for themselves. 


There were no Pokémon wandering through the streets. The entire 
city was vacant. There were still buildings throughout the town, not 
damaged at all, but not a single Pokemon seemed to be in them. 
Everything was completely silent... 


"Where is everyone?" Terron asked as he looked around. "This... 
this is Lavender Town, right? It has to be! | mean, the map said it's 
right here..." 


"And the sign right there says 'Welcome to Lavender Town' too,” Syn 
pointed out. "So yeah, this is the place." 


"But where did everyone go?" Terron asked no one in particular. 
"How long has it been like this? Why would-" 


Suddenly, a door to a house creaked open. Someone was coming 
out of their house. Terron was about to call over to them, but he 
stopped when he saw who was really leaving the home. 


It was a Plagued One in the form of a Bulbasaur. 


Another door opened, and out came another Plagued One. Then 
another Plagued Ones came out of a home. And another. And 
another... 


Soon, there were at least thirty of the creatures standing outside of 
buildings. They didn't seem to notice the group of children standing 
at the entrance of town, yet the mere sight of seeing them again was 
unnerving. Terron and Syn became frozen in place while Impetus 
abandoned Zekra and took off from the town. Terron didn't blame her 
for such an action. 


The various Plagued Ones remained where they were, glancing 
around at one another. And then, all at once, they took off into the 
skies. 


Even after every last one of them went away, the Cubone and Snivy 
found they still couldn't move. They had been so certain that they 
were going to be attacked once more. The fear would only leave 
their hearts at such a painfully slow rate. 


"Tell me again why you guys were supposed to bring me to this awful 
place," Syn whimpered. 


Terron's eyes slowly looked toward the Snivy. 


"Your parents said you wanted to visit some friends here," the 
Cubone answered. "But... it looks like your friends are all dead now. 
This town has been overrun by Plagued Ones... that's why no one's 
here." 


“But | don't have any friends in this town," Syn said. 


Immediately, Terron's mind put the pieces together and started to 
understand what was going on about Syn's parents. It all made 
sense now. And yet, he needed one last question to confirm his 
suspicions. 


"Syn... your parents never told you where you were going, did they?" 
Terron asked. 


"No... they just said | was going to a special place with you guys," 
Syn said. "They didn't want to tell me because they said it was a 
surprise. | guess that place was Lavender Town. But... why here? 
No one's here anymore. Terron, why are we here?" 


The Cubone didn't say anything. 


"Terron! Answer me!" Syn cried. "Why did my parents want me to 
come here?!" 


"... we need to get back to Pecha City," Terron said. 
"Why?!" Syn demanded. 


Terron still wouldn't answer the question. He walked over to Zekra 
and carefully picked her up. Just as he did, she started to squirm. 
Terron set her back down and watched as she slowly opened her 
eyes. 


"Terron?" she asked in a quiet voice. "Terron... where am |?" 


"Lavender Town," the Cubone answered blandly. "But now, we're 
going to the nearest city so we can fly back to Pecha City." 


"Did we drop off Syn already?" Zekra asked. "I don't remember us 
doing that. In fact, | don't remember ever walking there..." 


"Terron! Why won't you answer me?!" Syn yelled. "Why did we come 
here?" 


"Terron, what's going on?" Zekra asked. "What happened to me?" 


The Cubone started to walk away, heading for a city he could see 
from here. It looked like it would take another three hours just to get 
to that one, but Terron didn't care. He just wanted to get to a Drifblim 
Transportation since they were in practically every city. Syn and 
Zekra ran after him, demanding answers from him, but never once 
did he respond. Even after Impetus reunited with them, he didn't 
acknowledge her presence with anything more than a wave. 


Pecha City 


After arriving at the city that had been called Sol City, the team found 
that the place was still occupied by Pokemon. It hadn't been 
attacked by Plagued Ones. With that acknowledged, they eventually 
found the Drifblim Transportation and flew out of the town. Thankfully 
for them, they had brought some money to pay for Syn's flight. It only 
cost about fifty Poke, but Terron still wished they didn't have to pay 
for the fee. After all, the team didn't have that much money. 


By the time the four made it to Pecha City, the sun was very low in 
the sky. Night would upon them soon, and they still had to take a 
flight back to Aurora Town. They wouldn't get back to the Fellowship 
for quite a while. Yet, none of that mattered at the moment. 


The group treaded through the streets until they arrived at Syn's 
home. Once they made it there, Terron went up to the door and 
banged his bone club into the door repeatedly. 


“Open the door!" Terron yelled, his voice seething with bitterness. "I 
know you're both here! Open up!" 


There was no answer. Terron growled under his breath. He took out 
his other bone club from within the bag and began bashing the door 
down. Syn and Zekra tried to pull Terron away from the house, but 
he wouldn't move. He continued to ram his bones into the door. 


"Terron! Stop!" Zekra cried. "Why are you trying to break into their 
house?! They're not home!" 


"I'm breaking in because | have a question to ask them," Terron said 
gravely as he gave her a dark expression. "And that question is..." 


He rammed a bone into the door one last time, causing it to slam 
wide open. 


"... why they're abandoning Syn," he finished. 


Zekra and Syn lost their grip on the Cubone as they stood there in 
disbelief. Terron hastily entered the house and tried to find Syn's 
parents. But, as he looked around, he realized that no one really was 
home. Syn's parents had left, and by the looks of how many of their 
possessions were missing, it seemed they weren't coming back. 


The rest of the Pokémon reluctantly entered the house and were 
able to see exactly what Terron saw. 


"Since | didn't answer your questions earlier, I'll answer them now 
that | know for sure, Syn," Terron said. 


The Cubone glanced at the Snivy with a grimace. 


"Your parents abandoned you,” Terron explained. "For some reason, 
they didn't want you anymore and they decided to get rid of you. So, 
they hired the Fellowship to take you on a fake escort mission, 
where they'd drop you off with us and give us a fake assignment 
while not telling you anything at all. You were never going to be 


going anywhere; you were going to be stuck with the team that came 
to get you. Lavender Town was just a place they chose so they had 
time to get out of Pecha City. | don't think they knew the place was 
empty, but even if there hadn't of been, it all would have been the 
same. We would have figured out that you had no purpose coming to 
Lavender Town and would have brought you back home... only to 
find your parents gone." 


Syn slowly shook his head in disbelief. Tears formed in his eyes as 
he mouthed out the word "No". 


"| should have noticed the signs," Terron said regretfully. "It was 
when your mom rushed us out of the house that | should have seen 
the problem. She was far too hasty to let you go..." 


"No!" 


Terron cringed at the sudden yelling. The team looked at the Snivy to 
find that he was trembling. Tears streamed down his face. 


"No! You're lying!" Syn cried. "It's... it's all a lie!" 

"Syn..." Zekra said quietly. 

She slowly approached the child. The Snivy backed away from her. 
"MOMMY AND DADDY WOULD NEVER LEAVE ME!" Synergy 
wailed. "YOU'RE WRONG! I'M GOING TO FIND THEM! YOU'LL 
SEE THAT YOU'RE WRONG!" 

Syn covered his eyes with his hands as he ran out the door, his shrill 
cries filling the air. Terron and Zekra were about to chase after him, 
but Impetus stepped in front of the door. She shook her head. 


"Stay," Impetus said. "Leave Syn alone.” 


Terron and Zekra's jaws dropped at the sound of Impetus talking. 
Her voice sounded a bit unnatural due to her not speaking before, 


but it still showed such gentleness and maturity. They stared at her 
in disbelief. 


"Impetus... you can talk now?" Terron asked. 
"Yes. No," Impetus said. 


"| see; you can only talk a little bit," Terron said thoughtfully. "That's 
fine. At least you're learning. But, | don't really think leaving Syn 
alone is a good idea. He's still just a kid, and he might hurt himself." 


"Leave alone," Impetus said yet again. "Wait." 
Terron let out a sigh. 
"You're not going to move even if we say no, are you?" Terron asked. 


Impetus shook her head. Terron glanced over at Zekra. She nodded 
reluctantly, seeing that leaving Syn be was the best option for now. 
With nothing else they could do, the two sat down and waited for 
Syn's return... if he ever chose to come back at all. 


Several minutes of silence went by. Impetus was still standing at the 
door, making sure the other team members didn't go after Syn. 
Terron and Zekra hadn't moved at all. 


"Terron, will you tell me what happened to me?" Zekra asked after so 
long. "You know, at the cave. All | remember is fighting that Geodude 
with Syn and then everything goes blank. Do you know what 
happened?" 


The Cubone glanced at the ground for a moment before he closed 
his eyes. The words the Plagued Ones spoke about Zekra rang in 
his mind. He didn't want to believe they were right, but all of their 
other words about him had been true. So surely, their information 
about Zekra was no doubt true. 


Terron could no longer look at his friend the same way now that he 
knew. 


"Terron?” Zekra asked again. 


"| found you in a hole in the ground," Terron said blandly as he 
opened his eyes. "You were probably trying to hide when the 
Plagued Ones were coming to get us. After | found you and you saw 
the Plagued Ones, you started going crazy and ran away from me. | 
tried to calm you down, but you wouldn't listen. So, | had to knock 
you out to get you out of the cave. And then after that, we went to 
Lavender Town and saw it was overrun by Plagued Ones. And then 
just as we were leaving, you woke up.” 


"There... there were Plagued Ones?" Zekra asked fearfully. "We... 
survived? How?" 


"| don't know," Terron said lowly. "| don't Know." 


Zekra was ata loss for words. There was silence between them as 
Zekra contemplated the revelation. 


"You and |... we're friends, right?" Terron suddenly asked. 


"Y-Yeah," Zekra replied, surprised by the strange question. "Of 
course. Why wouldn't we be?" 


"I'm different than your other friends, right?" Terron asked rather than 
answered. 


"Yeah, you are,” Zekra said oddly. "You're a human. | don't think I've 
had any other friends that are like that. So you're special. Why do 
you ask?" 


"... Just wondering if I'm still different than other Pokémon," Terron 
answered. "I can't really tell if I'm becoming more like a Pokémon." 


"Well | think you are," Zekra said with a small smile. "So don't worry 
about it." 


Terron nodded slowly, but didn't say anything. He felt a nagging 
sensation, telling him to directly ask Zekra whether or not she 


actually saw him as a replica of her other friend, but he didn't have 
the nerve to. Silence once again resumed. 


After about half an hour passed, Impetus finally moved out of the 
doorway. Terron and Zekra stood up at the same time as a certain 
Snivy came inside. His eyes were red from crying so much, but at 
least all of his tears were gone. His tail dragged along the ground as 
he came up to the two. He stopped in front of them, refusing to make 
eye contact. Yet, they could see that his eyes were dull with 
depression. 


"I'm back," Syn said, no emotion behind his voice. "I... | didn't find 
them. Bult, it's okay. | won't cry anymore. | feel better." 


"You sure?" Zekra asked gently. 

"Yeah," Syn said blandly. 

"If you say so," Zekra said with a melancholy frown. 

"So what are you going to do with me now?" Syn asked. 

"Well, I'm sure the Fellowship could find you a new home," Terron 
replied. "They have a lot of connections. I'm sure they'd manage. 


We'd just have to explain what happened." 


"Will my new family just be some random family I've never met 
before?" Syn then asked. 


"... Yeah, they will," Terron said. "I'm afraid that's how it's going to 
be. Unless you have other relatives; then they might send you to 
them." 


"| don't Know any of my other family members," Syn answered dully. 
"No one told me about them. | don't know where they are." 


Terron sighed, feeling more depressed than he had been already 
thanks to the day's events. 


"Then | guess you'll be going to someone completely different," 
Terron stated. 


Syn didn't say anything. He closed his eyes and seemed to hold 
back more tears. The Cubone wanted to say something comforting, 
but nothing helpful came to mind. There was nothing that could 
cheer up this child. 


"Let's just get going, Syn," Terron said uneasily. "We have a long 
flight back to Aurora Town." 


Syn still didn't reply, yet slowly started to walk out of the door. Terron 
and the rest of the team followed, misery filling all of their hearts, 
except for Impetus, for she didn't understand why everyone was 
depressed. 


Aurora Town 


Hours later, the team and Syn stood in front of the Fellowship, 
seeing all of the cauldrons' fires light up the night. Several dimmer 
lights from inside could be seen where they stood. While the sight 
might have been fascinating to Syn, the Snivy didn't seem to even 
notice it now. He was absenitly staring at nothing. 


"Well, this is the place," Terron said glumly. "Hopefully one of the 
leaders is still awake." 


The team sluggishly headed for the entrance. All anyone wanted to 
do was get a good night's rest, but they knew they had a more 
important task to do first. Syn was their responsibility, and they 
needed to take care of his needs before theirs. 


"Wait," Syn abruptly said. 


The team stopped and turned back around to face him. He still 
hadn't moved from his spot. 


"What is it?" Zekra asked. 


Syn slowly approached the three before stopping right in front of 
them. He looked up at them, his eyes no longer filled with sadness. 
There was a glimmer of hope in his eyes now. 


"Can you let me be part of your team?" he asked. 
"What?!" Terron and Zekra gasped. 
The two took a moment to compose themselves. 


"| don't know if that's a good idea," Terron said. "| mean, what we do 
is dangerous." 


"Besides, it's hard work," Zekra added. "There's times where we feel 
the load's too much, and we're older than you." 


"| don't want to be in a family full of Pokémon | don't know," Syn 
explained. "| want to be with Pokémon who were nice to me and 
helped me and protected me when | was in danger. Even if they 
have risky jobs, | still want to be with those friends. | want to stay 
with those friends... and have them be my new family. A family full of 
friend... is the best kind of family I'd ever want." 


Syn smiled, showing remnants of his old cheery self. The team 
members and the Snivy stared at one another wordlessly. A couple 
of minutes passed before Zekra finally broke the silence. 


"Well, you've shown potential," she said. "And, hanging around you 
was nice. In fact, traveling with you felt so natural, like you were 
already a team member . Sure, you're a kid, but | think you'd be 
helpful to us. You've proven yourself to us. What do you think, 
Terron?" 


Terron didn't need to think long about his answer. 


"You know, it's funny; we just got Impetus as our third member not 
long ago," he said. "When we made her a member, we stood near 


this very spot. And now... we're doing the exact same thing with 
you." 


"You're going to let me join you?" Syn asked eagerly. 


"Yes, | am," Terron said with a small smile. "Welcome to Team 
Vendetta, Synergy.” 


A New Task 


Chapter 21 


A New Task 


Shortly after making Syn a member of Team Vendetta, he was 
brought to Emdox to be registered and explained what happened 
with Syn. When Emdox figured out Syn wanted to be a member, the 
Xatu was rather hesitant to the idea. He tried to convince Syn to 
reconsider his options, but Syn remained firm in the idea of being 
part of the Fellowship. So, knowing he couldn't change the Snivy's 
mind, Emdox registered Syn and made him an official member of 
Team Vendetta. The Snivy was baffled at how the marking process 
worked and was a little scared, but he didn't resist getting the mark 
unlike Impetus. He was mostly cooperative despite thinking the 
process would hurt, and even had his mark become multi-colored to 
make it unique. 


After doing that, the team told their experience about the Plagued 
Ones to the Xatu and how Lavender Town had been taken over by 
such creatures. While the report of the encounter was indeed 
troubling to the old bird, the shock came when he learned that the 
Plagued Ones could speak. He said that he had once encountered 
them and never did he hear any sort of thoughts coming from them. 
He had always figured they were mindless beings. 


What the team didn't reveal, however, was that Terron was the only 
one who could hear the Plagued Ones talking. Terron had made it 
sound like everyone on the team could hear them talking. Every time 
Syn tried to disagree with that statement, Terron would quickly cut 
him off and get his mind on something else. The Cubone knew it was 
probably a good idea not to let Emdox know about his "talent". 
Thankfully for Terron, Emdox never figured out his secret. 


Shortly after that, the team was informed that they had failed their 
mission since they technically never escorted Syn and left him there. 
The team asked if they could get an exception due to the 
circumstances with Syn's parents, yet Emdox said that there wasn't 
a way to change it. Afterwards, he dismissed the team and let them 
get their rest. 


Continuing their duties as Fellowship members was tough after their 
traumatizing day, but they learned to endure. They continued to 
complete other missions, mostly ones at the "C" hazard level to 
prepare for another "B" level assignment. 


Yet, even as they kept moving forward with their lives, and had 
success with their various missions, none of Team Vendetta's 
members felt the happiness they once knew. None of them saw the 
world as they used to again. 


Three weeks later, it was still the same for the team. Everyone had 
managed to find a way to put up a facade of happiness, but none of 
them were truly feeling the same way on the inside. 


Terron now stood in the gym's ground-type chamber, tensely 
watching as a spinning Tunra prepared to bulldoze the Cubone. He 
held a dragon bone in each hand, trying to decide what would be the 
best way to stop this attack. He had so many options available, but 
he couldn't figure out which one of those ideas was best. 


Just as the Donphan was about to flatten him, Terron quickly held up 
both his clubs and blocked the oncoming attack. Just like last time, 
Tunra remained spinning in place, only being held back by Terron's 
bones. The Cubone dug his feet into the ground as he felt Tunra's 
power increase. He was slowly being driven backwards. 


"You'd better think of something before | roll over you," Tunra 
warned. "You can't keep me like this forever, as I'm sure you've 
learned from your other experiences.” 


Terron cringed at the memories of being run over. No matter how 
much it happened, it was always just as painful as the first time. 
Fueled by the desire not to be crushed, Terron worked to accomplish 
what he had been trying to do for a long time. 


The Cubone clutched his weapons tighter as he pushed the 
Donphan to the side with all his might. He anticipated getting run 
over anyway, as he failed at his goal many times, but Terron still tried 
to fling his teacher into the wall. 


Terron saw his teacher get flung a couple feet away, but it wasn't 
good enough. The Donphan was coming right back for him. Terron 
was about to block the attack, but he came up with a different idea. 
He didn't know if it would actually work, but it was better than trying 
the same thing over and over again. 


The Cubone put one of his bones in his mouth as he gripped onto 
the other bone with both hands. As the Donphan closed in on him, 
the Cubone swung his bone forward. Dragon bone met rolling 
Donphan, and for just a moment, neither went anywhere. The two 
remained in place as dust kicked up all around them. 


But then, Tunra was suddenly sent flying backwards through the air. 
CRASH! 


The Donphan slammed into the wall on the other side of the room. 
He fell to the ground ungracefully, groaning at the sudden impact. 
Terron remained where he was, keeping his stance in case his 
teacher should try to attack again. 


“Congratulations, Terron," Tunra said with a weak smile. "You've 
finally managed to meet my expectations. You've proven your 
strength. Now, | can teach you how to use my ground techniques." 


"Really?" Terron asked with wide eyes. 


"Yes," Tunra said as he got back to his feet. "| believe you're ready. 
Now, let's begin your new training." 


The Donphan approached Terron before stopping a few feet away 
from in. He looked upon the Cubone, wearing a proud expression. 


"| believe I'll start by teaching you a favorite ability of all ground- 
types,” Tunra said. "It's quite destructive in power if you have the 
proper amount of strength, which you have plenty of. Allow me to 
teach you the technique commonly known as Earthquake." 


The Donphan proceed to jump up a foot into the air. When landed a 
second later, the entire room shook violently. Terron attempted to 
remain standing, but the tremors were quick to topple him over. His 
head hurt as the quake continued for several more seconds, filling 
his ears with the loud rumbling sound. 


When the shaking stopped, Terron weakly got to his feet, still feeling 
shook-up by the earthquake. He held his head in his hands as he 
tried to see straight again. 


"Ugh, it gives me such a headache," Terron moaned. 


"Yes, that is their intended purpose," Tunra stated. "And also, to 
knock down opponents. It's a very useful technique, but it has its 
drawbacks of course. For one, you might actually hurt yourself if you 
don't learn to properly use it. If you were to use it in a cave full of 
stalactites, the stalactites might fall and impale you, should you 
stand directly below one. And then finally, you'll hurt everyone 
around you if you use this power. Your enemies and your allies will 
all be hurt. That is, unless they can fly or levitate." 


Terron rubbed his head as his headache went away. Once the pain 
was gone, he looked at Tunra curiously. 


"There's no way | can prevent my friends from getting hurt?" Terron 
asked. "Besides learning to fly?" 


"Afraid so," the Donphan said with a sigh. "It's the cost of such a 
powerful technique. Every powerful technique has a drawback, 
whether it be the need to rest after using it, or becoming injured by 
using it. There are a couple of exceptions, but they are rare." 


"| see," Terron said. "Well, | would like to learn how to make 
earthquakes since | may need to use them, so please teach me how 
to make them." 


"Very well then," Tunra said with a smile. 


An hour later, Terron exited the chamber with the ability to make 
tremors in his possession. The Cubone had learned it in the span of 
about ten minutes, which apparently was the average time it took for 
a ground Pokémon to learn the move. What took up the other fifty 
minutes, however, was Tunra attempting to teach Terron another 
power. This power apparently made fissures form in the ground and 
shoot up strange energy from the cracks. Much unlike learning 
Earthquake, Terron wasn't able to succeed in mastering this ability. 
In fact, he wasn't able to use any part of the ability. 


He couldn't make the fissures appear in the ground, let alone 
summon the strange energy from the dirt. After having no success 
with managing this, Tunra suggested Terron stop for today and come 
back the next day to try again. While Terron was reluctant to stop, he 
saw it was the best thing to do. 


Terron wandered into Novus's chamber, where he found the Quilava 
staring up at his Reshiram statue. Impetus was sitting next to him, 
also gazing up at the statue with curiosity. 


"Reshiram," Impetus said. 


"Yes, that's his name," Novus replied. "You're doing well to memorize 
the names of all the great beings. Every being | have in this room is 
important to Pokémon. They are the ones who offer Pokémon hope 
and gave them salvation in the ancient past. Though none see the 


gods or legendaries except for the rare few, Pokémon continue to 
believe in their existence. They worship these deities and aspire to 
be just like them." 


"You say... NO one believes Reshiram," Impetus said, talking slowly 
to find the right words. "Why not him?" 


Novus frowned hard. 


"That is because no one seems to remember his importance," Novus 
said bitterly. "He and another dragon, Zekrom, used to watch over 
the land. They guarded it and protected it from harm. They cared for 
the creatures of the land. But one day, the two disappeared and 
were never to be seen again. Everyone slowly forgot of their 
existence, and very soon, the deeds the dragons had done were 
thought to have been accomplished by the other great beings. Their 
guardian status were given to the three Ho-Oh created. The 
knowledge of their immense power were given to the three birds that 
Lugia watches over. Every deed they accomplished... was no longer 
done by them according to Pokémon now. There are some Pokemon 
who can still remember the truth, such as myself, but the rest of the 
world forgets. They forget Reshiram... and they forget Zekrom..." 


Novus cast his eyes down as he let out a sigh to calm down. It 
looked like he wanted to say more, but he was stopping himself from 
doing so. 


"| believe," Impetus said. 


"Yes, believe in them," Novus muttered. "That's all that can really be 
done for now." 


The two continued to sit there, staying before the large statue. Terron 
went up to the two, where they were quick to notice him. 


"Welcome back, Terron," Novus said. "How did your training go?" 


"Fine, fine," Terron said nonchalantly. "Learned how to make 
earthquakes. I'm trying to learn how to use this odd technique called 
Earth Power, but it's not going too well. Hopefully I'll learn it soon. 
But anyway, thanks for keeping Impetus here while | was training. I'd 
just take her with me to training, but I'm still worried about the feral 
prejudice." 


"Watching Impetus isn't a problem for me," Novus replied. "Even 
when | train with others, she waits patiently for the other Pokémon to 
leave. And now that she can speak her thoughts more clearly, she 
and | can have conversations. | can tell she's still part feral, but she 
still makes better company than some non-feral Pokémon | know. 
Though, I'm afraid | might not be able to keep watching her soon." 


"Why's that?" Terron asked. 


"The ones who run this gymnasium are considering the option of 
replacing me with someone else," Novus said sadly. "They say 
they've found a better mentor to the fire-types of this city. | have yet 
to meet the one who may replace me, but I've been told it will be a 
Charizard, a rather popular figure among fire-types. Which, when 
thinking about it, gives a reason for why they'd want a Charizard 
instead of a Quilava. They're considered more powerful than 
Quilava, but | still believe it's partially because everyone loves 
Charizard. More members will flock here if there's such a Pokémon." 


Impetus and Terron became glum at the news. 


"That's too bad," Terron said. "What are you going to do if you get 
replaced?" 


"I'm not sure," Novus admitted. "| know | have many places | could 
go to, but I'm not sure which | would go to. Besides, | don't want to 
worry over it now. There's no guarantee I'll be leaving, and when 
there's no guarantee, | shouldn't have my thoughts be consumed 
about a departure.” 


"| guess," Terron shrugged. "If you say so." 


The Cubone then looked over at Impetus. 


"So | heard you were learning about legendary Pokémon," he said. 
"How was that going?" 


"Good," Impetus replied. "I like all of them. | want to see the great 
beings." 


"Maybe that'll happen one day," Terron said hopefully. 


Having Impetus talk made Terron feel a sense of pride from within 
him. He felt he had accomplished a great task in having Impetus go 
from a feral to what she was now. She was truly growing. In fact, she 
no longer had to wear the Reunion Cape thanks to how much she 
came to understand the world. 


Yet, despite all of the growth, there were things about Impetus that 
weren't changing. For one, she never seemed happy. Terron thought 
it was because she didn't know what emotions were, but that theory 
was eliminated quickly. Throughout the adventures the team had, 
Impetus would show many different emotions such as amusement 
when something funny seemed to happen or pity whenever her 
friends were hurt. Yet, she never showed any signs of being 
genuinely content in life. 


Another thing that bothered Terron was that she didn't follow 
society's rules. Even after trying to teach the rules to her, she still 
wouldn't follow them. There were several times where the team 
would go to the market, and rather than pay for the items, Impetus 
would try to walk out the door with the items. Whether it was 
because she truly didn't understand the rules or just didn't want to 
follow the rules, Terron didn't know. He'd ask her why, but she'd 
always give him vague answers. 


He hoped that one day, she'd outgrow these problems, so that she 
could fit into the civilian world. Until then, he'd stay with her and 
make sure she was safe from the negative impressions of her kind. 


"Well, let's go get Syn and Zekra then," Terron said. "And afterwards, 
we can go get tomorrow's mission." 


"Okay," Impetus said as she got to her feet. 


"You two are Fellowship members?" Novus then asked, suddenly 
sounding interested. 


"Yeah, all of us are," Terron explained. "We have the marks to prove 
it 


Terron and Impetus then showed their paws to the Quilava. He 
looked upon them curiously before nodding to himself. 


"So you are," Novus stated. "That's interesting. | Suppose it makes 
sense for why such young Pokémon would want to train here. Yes, 
interesting..." 


"Well we're not that young," Terron said. "But yes, we work there. 
You know the Fellowship?" 


"Yes, | do," Novus replied. "I've never been a member, but | know 
what their purpose is. As in, their true purpose they try to hide from 
the public; Plagued One elimination." 


Novus became very grim upon mentioning the creatures. Yet, before 
Terron could say anything, the expression disappeared. Novus 
smiled. 


"Do not fret; the Fellowship's secret is safe with me," the Quilava 
assured. "| understand the importance of why it must be kept away 
from most Pokémon." 


"Kay," Terron said awkwardly. "Well, guess I'll see you later then. 
Thanks for watching Impetus." 


Novus gave a small wave as the two left his chamber. 


The two then entered the grass chamber. This chamber was, as to 
be expected, covered in plants. Every part of the ground had blades 
of grass growing in it. Small trees and flowers were planted 
throughout the place, and sunlight shined down from an open hole in 
the ceiling. A shrub stood towards the front of the room, being in the 
shape of Celebi in mid-flight. 


Syn was standing in the middle of the room, facing his mentor, a 
large Venusaur. 


"Hey, | have a question," Syn said. 
"What is your question?" the Venusaur asked. 


"You know how every grass Pokemon has a plant inside their 
bodies?" Syn began to say. "Well, does that plant really have a mind 
of its own, or is it just us controlling it without knowing it? | thought 
the plant could do whatever it wanted for a while, but I'm really 
starting to wonder if that's true." 


"The plant within you is a separate being, and yet it is not," the 
Venusaur answered. 


"What?" Syn asked oddly. 


The Venusaur slowly took out his vines and showed them to the 
Snivy. 


"You and | both share the ability to summon a fraction of the plant 
within us and bring it into the outside world," the master explained. 
"Not every grass-type can. Yet, they still have the plant within them 
that serves them in different ways. To them, the plant is simply a 
different part of their body. For you and |, the plant can interact with 
the world in a more physical manner. So when we think of the plant, 
it is separate from us due to doing things without us commanding it 
to. The true answer, however, is that it is a combination of both 
answers. The plant lives inside your body. It is connected to every 
part of you. Your nerves give it orders, and in return for helping you, 


you provide nourishment for the plant. You and the plant depend on 
one another to survive. So based off this knowledge, you'd think that 
whenever the plant doesn't follow your orders, it's simply because 
you can't send the proper messages to it." 


"Yeah... | guess," Syn said unsurely. 


"But, this is wrong,” the Venusaur continued. "In actuality, the plant is 
a separate entity. Though you two are connected, that doesn't 
automatically mean you'll always want the same thing. Sometimes, 
the plant doesn't want to follow your orders because it believes there 
is a better way. This happens to every grass-type, but it's only those 
like you and | who notice it the most. So, despite it being connected 
to you, it won't always listen to the commands you give it. In order to 
fix that problem, you have to understand the plant. Figure out what it 
wants and help it understand why you need its help. Listen to its 
unspoken words and it will listen to you." 


"Listen to my plant talking?" Syn repeated. "Well, I've never heard it 
actually talk, but | think | get what you're saying." 


Terron and Impetus stopped besides the two. Syn smiled when he 
saw his teammates. 


"Hello," he said pleasantly. "| learned some cool stuff from Master 
Sage. Like how to use this thing called Leaf Blade." 


"Huh, | didn't think Venusaur could learn that ability," Terron 
commented as he looked at Sage. "How'd you teach Syn that, if 
that's the case?" 


"| have seen such an ability used many times," the Venusaur said. 
"I've seen it So many times, in fact, that the very process of how to 
use it has been etched into my mind. And so, | pass it on to all 
students who are capable of learning it, even if | cannot." 


"Oh, okay," Terron said in understanding. 


"Yep," Syn said. "So, since | guess Master Sage and | are done, then 
| guess we can get going." 


The Snivy then turned to the Venusaur and gave a short bow. 
“Thank you," Syn said. "I'll see you next time | come." 


The three then left the chamber. As they walked, Terron glanced at 
the sigil etched into Syn's leaf hand. While its color scheme looked 
awesome to Syn, Terron thought it looked ridiculous. 


Yet right now, the way the mark looked wasn't something Terron was 
focusing on. Instead, he was thinking about how Syn was a member 
now. When Syn first joined the team, he had been very dedicated to 
helping out. He gave his all in everything, whether it was in battle or 
helping with the shopping. He was very accepting of all the 
Fellowship's and team's ways, and didn't mind that Impetus was a 
feral once he was told the truth. He did all of that with a smile and 
was very useful to the team. 


But, after a few days, his cheery complexion died down. He still tried 
to look happy, but Terron could see through the fagade and saw the 
child's heavy heart. Whenever the team had to take care of a 
mission involving parents, Syn seemed to become depressed for the 
rest of the day. Other strange reactions occurred whenever anything 
reminded him of his past. One time, the team decided to visit a 
candy store. They had enough money, and they had a long day, so 
they figured they'd reward themselves. As soon as the group started 
picking out treats, Syn began to ramble about how his parents used 
to take him to candy stores once a week and how he always got the 
same treat every time. AS soon as he mentioned this, Syn gave the 
team this stare that Terron could never forget: the stare a happy child 
gave to their loving parents. 


Even now, after weeks had passed, Syn still gave Terron and Zekra 
that same look sometimes. His depression became less noticeable, 
but Terron could still see it at times. Terron even heard the child 


talking his sleep, muttering things about his old parents. Sometimes, 
the Snivy would be crying. 


And so, after seeing all of this happen to their newest member, 
Terron wondered if letting Syn on the team was such a good idea. 
The kid was talented at his work, but that meant nothing if he was in 
so much pain. There were so many things that reminded the Snivy of 
his past when working at the Fellowship, and the stress this job 
made one deal with wasn't helping either. 


But, Terron had made his decision, and trying to get rid of Syn would 
only do more harm than good at this point. The Cubone would have 
to live with this choice. 


With Syn now in their company, the team went to go get the final 
member of their party. They entered the dark-type chamber and 
made their way into the room. Dim torches circled the room, offering 
an insufficient level of light. Nothing in this room was distinguishable 
to Terron. Even the statue of a Pokémon in the background couldn't 
be identified due to being cloaked in darkness. He had heard the 
room was shadowy so that dark-types could practice their ability to 
see in the dark, but he still found it bothersome. 


Yet, despite the lack of sight, Terron could still hear two Pokémon 
scurrying around the room as they fought. 


"Oh hey, Terron!" Zekra's voice called. "You're here! I'll be there ina 
second! Just let me finish up this battle!" 


The sounds of clashing filled the air. Terron occasionally saw a quick 
blur of a figure dash by one of the lights, but he was never able to 
see who it was. In fact, he didn't even know what the teacher looked 
like. Despite all the weeks of Zekra training here, never once did 
Terron see the teacher. Of course, this was probably because Terron 
hardly went inside the room since he felt so vulnerable with the lack 
of light. 


Just then, Terron saw Zekra land in front of the nearest torch to him. 
She looked over at the Cubone and the rest of the team. 


"Hello," she said with a smile. "How's it going? Been a while since 
you guys came here. I'm usually waiting for you guys instead of the 
other way around." 


"Yes, usually you are," Terron said. 
"How'd your training go?" Syn then asked. 


"Fine, fine," Zekra replied. "Master Cres was helping me with my 
illusion stuff. We're working on turning into Pokémon that aren't in 
front of me, yet I've seen before. | think it's going pretty well." 


"Where is your teacher anyway?" Syn asked curiously. 


Before Zekra could answer, another Pokémon came into the light 
where the Zorua was; an Absol. She glanced in the team's direction. 


"I'm her teacher," Cres spoke. "You must be Terron, Impetus, and 
Syn. I've seen all of you a couple of times, but you haven't seen me. 
But | can't blame you; the shadows that fill this room cloud the vision 
of all except dark-types." 


"Oh, | see," Syn said unsurely before thinking about something. 
"Hey, how are you teaching Zekra how to use her illusions when 
you're not a Zoroark or anything?" 


"The ability to use illusions, despite being a power only known to the 
Zorua and Zoroark kind," Cres explained, "is in actuality, a power 
very similar to dark energy normally used by regular dark-types. 
Though the power is used in a different way, the ability still has the 
same principles behind it as any other dark power. That's why | can 
teach her how to improve her illusion abilities. But, | will admit, it 
would be preferable for a Zoroark to teach the ways of illusions. 
There are some things | cannot teach about the ability, such as how 
to manipulate the environment with the illusions. But, since | don't 


know of any Zoroark, my teaching methods will have to do for now if 
Zekra wishes to improve her abilities." 


Syn nodded slowly. As he did, Zekra smiled at her mentor. 


"Well thanks for helping me today," Zekra said. "I'll come back next 
time | can." 


"Very well then," Cres replied. 


Zekra then made her way over to the group and all of them exited 
out of the gym. With the four members now reunited, they went to go 
eat dinner. Once they managed to get ahold of their meals, they all 
sat down at a table and talked amongst each other. 


"So, what kind of mission did you guys want to do tomorrow?" Zekra 
asked. 


"| think it's better if we talk about that when we see the actual 
assignments," Terron stated. 


"Well, what hazard level do you wanna do?" Zekra then asked. 


"... Probably 'C' level as usual," Terron replied. "Think we need to 
wait just a little longer for another 'B' level mission." 


"| think we're ready for a ''B' level mission, though," Zekra said. "1 
mean, we've had weeks to train since our last attempt at that. We've 
all gotten more powerful and learned more techniques." 


"| guess," Terron shrugged. "We'll just see whatever's there. Let's 
just not talk about missions right now." 


"Okay," Zekra said oddly. "Well... how'd all of your training times go? 
| don't think | got to ask you guys that." 


"Mine was fine," Syn replied. "| learned how to use Leaf Blade. It's 
pretty cool, but | can tell why my kind have a hard time using it 
compared to Treecko and their evolutions. It's really hard to hit 


somebody with it if you don't move around the right way. But, | think 
I've figure out a way to be accurate with the attack. And now I'm 
trying to think of a way to make this attack part of a team attack." 


"That's good to hear. Tell me when you come up with that idea," 
Zekra said pleasantly. "What about you, Impetus?" 


"Talked with Novus," she replied. "He taught me the names of the 
great beings. They're all interesting, but | often wonder why some 
are considered great beings when they don't do anything very 
important. Like Latios and Latias. They don't do anything except fly 
around the world. But, great beings like Reshiram and Zekrom, who 
had an important role, are forgotten and become myths. | don't 
understand why this happens." 


"I'm pretty sure Novus would know," Zekra said. "He seems pretty 
knowledgeable, so | bet he knows why. Soooo, Terron. How did 
things go for you?" 


"They went fine," Terron said simply. "Learned a new move. That's 
it." 


"Oh, | see," Zekra said awkwardly, not sure how to react to sucha 
short answer. "Well that's... good." 


"Yeah," Terron added quietly. 


Terron had been like this to Zekra ever since the incident with the 
Plagued Ones. While he still talked with her, as he was doing now, 
he never wanted to talk for very long. Learning that Zekra might not 
even be his real friend broke something inside Terron. He didn't 
know for sure if this was true, but he found he couldn't talk to Zekra 
about it. He was scared to know the truth. If he knew for sure that 
Zekra really wasn't his friend... 


Terron wasn't sure what would happen to him. 


Zekra was about to ask something, but just then, she noticed a 
group of Pokémon coming into the cafeteria from the outside. No 
one seemed to notice them, but the rest of Team Vendetta brought 
their attention to the new Pokémon. 


There were three Pokémon: a Flygon, a Rampardos, and a Grovyle. 
All of them seemed rather tired, but they managed to look happy 
despite this. This was especially true with the Flygon, whose grin 
seemed to be a permanent part of its face. The team watched as the 
new Pokemon got their meals from the Wigglytuff server and 
wandered around to find a seat. The Flygon flew high above the 
other two, zipping through the air despite its apparent weariness. 


“Come on, you two!" the Flygon called. "| really want to find a spot to 
sit quickly! You guys are going even slower than usual!" 


"That's because we just got back from a two month errand," the 
Rampardos moaned. "Of course we're going slow! We're 
exhausted!" 


"Besides, you can fly," the Grovyle stated coolly. "Flying 
automatically makes you ten times faster than us." 


"Whatever!" the Flygon said carelessly. "I'll just pick out a spot for us 
and wait for you guys then!" 


As the dragon flew over various tables, he noticed Team Vendetta's 
table and how it still had quite a bit of room for others to sit in. 
Though, what he seemed to notice most was Terron. He stared at 
the Cubone curiously for a second before swooping down onto the 
table. He landed next to the open seats and looked upon the team. 


"Don't think I've seen you four around here before," the Flygon said 
oddly. "You four new?" 


"Yeah, we're Team Vendetta," Zekra said with a smile. "We joined 
last month." 


"Ah, you joined while | was gone with Jade and Ragnor," the Flygon 
said thoughtfully. "Well then, that explains why | don't recognize you 
four. Well, if you don't mind, I'd like to sit here with my friends. What 
do you say?" 


"Uh, sure," Zekra said awkwardly. 


The Flygon's smile widened as he sat down and set his tray at the 
table. The four gave him odd looks as he ate, not quite sure what to 
think of the newcomer. His appearance was so random. As they tried 
to figure out what to think of the dragon, his other two companions 
came up to the table. 


"Vantis, are you bothering our members again?" the Rampardos 
scowled. "You know not everyone can put up with your overly 
energized attitude." 


"No, | asked them if we could eat here before | made myself home," 
the one named Vantis assured. "I didn't barge in. Geez, you make it 
sound like | have no manners or something." 


"Because sometimes you really don't..." the Rampardos grumbled. 


"Wait, you said your name is Vantis." Terron said to the Flygon 
before looking at the Grovyle and Rampardos. "And... you two are 
Jade and Ragnor according to Vantis. Wait... are you guys part of 
Team Valor?" 


"Why yes, we are," the Grovyle said pleasantly. "I'm guessing Len 
told you about us while we were gone. Sorry we weren't here when 
you became a part of the Fellowship. We had to go visit all the 
Fellowships and see how they're doing compared to us. Vantis 
probably could have gone by himself, but no one's really allowed to 
go on missions alone here in Aurora Town's Fellowship. So, Ragnor 
and | went with him since we're decent at traveling a long ways. But 
anyway, it's nice to meet you now." 


Jade and Ragnor sat down at the table next to Vantis. Having a few 
of the leaders sitting at their table heavily reminded Terron and Zekra 
of the time Bane and Rayne visited them. 


"So what are your names?" the Rampardos asked. "I'm Ragnor, and 
the Grovyle is Jade. And then you've obviously met Vantis already." 


"Well, I'm Zekra," Zekra said before pointing to her teammates. 
"That's Syn, that's Impetus, and that's Terron, our leader." 


"Ah, nice to meet you all," Ragnor smiled. 
"Yeah, you're all so adorable!" Vantis added. 


The Flygon then ruffled Zekra and Syn's heads playfully. Every 
member of Team Vendetta except Impetus found the comment and 
gesture to be awkward while the members of Team Valor found it 
humorous. Impetus, on the other hand, had a much different 
reaction. AS soon as Vantis brought his hand close to her head and 
Terron's, she scowled. 


"Don't touch me," she growled. 


Vantis immediately withdrew his claw, startled by her hostility. He 
didn't even bother to mess with Terron due to by how distracted he 
was. Impetus got to her feet and went to go retrieve some more 
food. The three leaders stared at Impetus oddly. 


"Sorry," Zekra said. "Impetus is a feral. She's getting better, but she 
still kinda acts like a feral at times. Like, she hates it when Pokémon 
besides us try to touch her. She still thinks they're trying to attack 
her." 


"| thought there was something different about her compared to the 
rest of you," Jade replied. "But | see. | understand where she's 
coming from. | too, was once a feral. | acted just like that, but was a 
lot worse. | wouldn't even let my teammates look at me in the eye 


without giving them nasty looks. | always thought they were going to 
attack me whenever they made eye contact." 


"Oh yeah, Emdox was mentioning you," Terron then said. "He was 
mentioning that you were a feral once, when we first got Impetus. 
How long did it take you to become a civilian, out of curiosity?" 


"Hmm," Jade pondered. "Two months. Though, I've heard that 
sometimes, it can take up to six months. It all depends on the 
Pokémon and how you train them. | mean, | probably got out of my 
feral state so quickly because | had King and his... unique way of 
understanding me." 


"Yeah, by basically forcing you to see your ways were wrong," Vantis 
said with a snicker. "He beat the daylights out of you to make you 
see that civilian tactics triumph feral tactics and that you'd die if you 
didn't change." 


"| can still remember that day," Jade said. "I really thought | was 
going to die." 


She shuddered at the thought. 


"Anyway," Jade continued after the memory passed. "If you want to 
speed up the process, | Suppose you can have her talk to me. I'm 
not exactly talented at convincing Pokémon, but since she and | are 
the same in a way, maybe she'll see some truth in my words. And if | 
can't do anything, well you can always ask King." 


"We'll just stick with you," Terron said quickly. "But, not right away. 
You guys just got back, so | guess you can use a break for a while. 
I'll let you Know when | can use your help." 

Jade nodded pleasantly before she suddenly became very solemn. 


"You're aware of how others view feral Pokémon, right?" she asked 
seriously. 


"Yeah, we know Pokemon outside the Fellowship aren't exactly nice 
to feral Pokémon," Terron said sadly. "Impetus and | found out the 
hard way." 


“There are some in the Fellowship who have a negative view of 
ferals, so don't trust everyone here with that information," Jade said. 
"But good. You know. That's important." 


"Don't worry; we'll keep her safe," Syn assured. "We're good at 
hiding stuff." 


After eating their dinner with the leaders and having various 
conversations, the team bid the adults farewell. The four now stood 
in front of the Bulletin Board, staring at all of the missions curiously. 
However, it was only Zekra and Syn that were reading the 
assignments. Impetus and Terron still couldn't understand footprint 
runes. 


"You see any 'B' level missions?" Zekra asked curiously. 


"Nope," Syn said. "Just a lot of 'A' and star stuff. And a few 'D' level 
ones." 


"Hmmm keep trying," Zekra replied. "We've gotta try a 'B' level 
mission. We've been doing 'C' level for too long. We have to 
improve." 


The two became silent and focused all their attention into finding the 
right mission. Terron and Impetus simply waited around, starting to 
feel tired. Just as their eyes started to close, Syn suddenly took out 
his vines and reached for a posting far above his reach. He ripped it 
off the board before bringing it down to the ground for everyone to 
see. 


"Here's a weird mission that's 'B' level," the Snivy said. "It says we 
have to go get a bunch of evolution stones from this place. We just 


have to go there, pick them up, and bring them back here. And we 
get a reward of one thousand Poké! Awesome!" 


"Wow, that really does sound like a cool mission," Zekra grinned. 
"What a lucky find." 


"Yeah! Though, it says we're supposed to tell the leaders we got this 
assignment before we leave," Syn added. "They're supposed to give 
us some kind of special transportation since it's pretty far away. 
Weird." 


"And where exactly are we supposed to get these stones from?" 
Terron asked. "The Drifblim Transportation is pretty fast, so where 
could it possibly be so that we have to go there another way?" 


Syn scanned through the mission paper again before putting a vine 
on the word he was looking for. 


"The Dusk Mines Fellowship," Syn replied. 


Immediately, Terron's mind stopped working. The horrifying images 
of that place consumed his thoughts. In his mind, he could hear 
King's voice describing the place once more. Terron kept a straight 
face as dread filled him, but his reply expressed his thoughts very 
clearly. 


"No, we're not going there," Terron said hastily. 


"Aww, why not?" Syn whined. "It sounds like a cool place. Plus, it'd 
be nice to know what the other Fellowships look like." 


"| just don't wanna go," Terron said. 


Zekra stared at Terron for a moment before a sly grin appeared on 
her face. 


"You're scared of that place, aren't you?" Zekra asked smugly. 


"No!" Terron cried. "Of course not! Why would | be scared of another 
Fellowship?" 


"| don't know," Zekra said, honest as can be. "But it's true, isn't it?" 


Terron didn't say anything. He knew that Zekra didn't really 
understand his fear, since she had been occupied when King 
explained the Dusk Mines Fellowship. Yet, that didn't change the fact 
that Terron didn't want to go there. Zekra went up to the Cubone and 
stared at him. 


"Don't be so scared," Zekra said softly. "It's just another Fellowship. 
Besides, you've got us in case anything goes wrong." 


"Yeah!" Syn added. 


"It's only somewhere different," Impetus said. "All Fellowships have 
the same purpose. They're not much different than us. They'd be 
exactly the same if it weren't for them being in different places with 
different creatures. Fear is unnecessary." 


Terron let a sigh. There was no point in fighting his teammates. They 
all had points, and their peer pressure was proving too great to 
resist. It looked like Terron would have to deal with his dread. 

"Fine, we'll go," Terron said quietly. 


"Yes!" Zekra cried happily. "Well let's call it a night then, and we can 
tell Len about the mission in the morning." 


She and Syn took off up the stairs, leaving behind Terron and 
Impetus. They showed no signs of waiting for the two of them. Terron 
let out another sigh as he slowly made his ways up the stairs. 

"Why are you really scared of that place?" Impetus asked. 


Terron turned his head to find the Mienfoo hadn't moved. She was 
staring up at the Cubone, her eyes reflecting the gravity behind her 


question. There was no pity or curiosity; there was only solemnness. 
Terron stopped walking. 


"Because according to King, that place is terrifying," Terron 
answered. "The leader, the members, the location, their practices... 
just their name is ominous enough! | don't want to go there and see 
all of that." 


"Why didn't you say that to the others?" Impetus asked just as 
seriously. 


"Because... | just can't," Terron said as he hung his head. "It's too 
hard. Explaining my secrets has become really difficult for some 
reason. | could do it before... but not anymore." 


"So you can't tell your companions what bothers you, despite 
working with them all the time," Impetus verified, more to herself than 
Terron. "Though you're in pain... and telling them the truth would get 
rid of the pain... you don't tell them. You don't let the others see your 
pain... except me." 


"You're different, Impetus," Terron reasoned. "Talking to you is like 
talking to myself. It's been like that since Zekra and | found you." 


Impetus stepped onto the staircase and passed by Terron. She 
continued walking until she was a few yards away from the Cubone. 
Once she was, she stopped walking and stared at whatever was in 
front of her. She was quiet for a moment. 


"... You civil ones don't make sense sometimes," Impetus said. "All 
of you are in pain... but you don't do anything to get rid of the pain. If 
you hurt, get rid of the pain. Why do all of you not understand such a 
simple concept?" 


"Because this pain isn't like a physical pain, Impetus," Terron replied. 
"It's not that simple." 


"Maybe you just make it too complicated," Impetus returned. "Many 
things about you civil ones are made too complicated. | still don't 
know why you do so many strange things when there's such a 
simple answer. It confuses me. But, not as much as a different 
question I've asked since the day | came here. | still haven't found 
the answer." 


"What was the question?" Terron asked curiously. 


"Why does everyone work together when no one gets along?" 
Impetus explained. "You all do everything together such as battling, 
eating, and walking, but all of you fight with each other. And yet, all 
of you stay together. At my old home, there was never anything like 
that. We work separately. When we fight, it is our enemy that we 
fight. Yet here... it's so different... everyone is working together, yet 
not getting along..." 


"Because we're happy when we're together and it helps for battles," 
Terron said. "At least, we're supposed to be happy. | don't know 
about lately." 


"Exactly why happiness isn't the right answer," Impetus said simply. 


The Mienfoo went forward, climbing up the stairs without Terron. 
Terron stayed there for a while, thinking over everything Impetus had 
just said. 


Pokémon show their true personality to others. Terron thought. And if 
they can do that, then they probably share their problems too. So 
why can't | share what's going through my head? | could do it before 
as a Pokémon. | kept no secrets from my team. And now... I'm 
keeping so many things hidden from everyone. | can't tell Zekra 
about what the Plagued Ones told me, | can't tell Syn I'm human, | 
can't tell anyone except Syn and Impetus that | can talk to the 
Plagued Ones, | can't tell anyone about that voice in my head, and | 
can't even talk about how | feel to my own friends unless Impetus 
talks to me... 


He slowly trekked up the stairs and went to his room as he felt the 
pangs of his heart. 


Why can't | talk about what bothers me anymore? What's happening 
to me? 


Yimtri 


Chapter 22 


Yimtri 


At dawn the next morning, after getting a decent breakfast, the team 
made their way to Len's office with their supplies. All of them were 
wide awake and feeling the rush of excitement. Today they were 
going to go on a Special mission: they were on a retrieval request to 
the Dusk Mines Fellowship. While Terron was still reluctant to go, 
Zekra and Syn were quite eager. They rambled on about what the 
place looked like as they walked, coming up with things such as it 
having ghosts transport you around or that the entire mine was 
decorated in precious gems. Their guesses never seemed to cease. 


When the team got to the office, they found Eclair in the room rather 
than Len. The four gave her odd looks. Terron and Zekra hadn't seen 
her for quite some time, and Syn and Impetus had never really met 
her before. In fact, the only leaders those two met were Len, Emdox, 
Jade, Vantis, Ragnor, and Garter. 


"Who are you?" Syn asked. 


"I'm Eclair," the Ninetales replied. "I'm a member of Team Valor, one 
of your superiors. I'm the one who's taking Len's usual responsibility 
due to the fact that he has an errand to run. He should be back ina 
couple hours, however, if you wish to see him." 


"We don't need to see Len specifically. Just one of you leaders," Syn 
said. “But, | get who you are now. I've just never seen you before. 
Nice to meet you, Eclair. " 


"Thank you," Eclair smiled before she looked at Terron and Zekra. "I 
see you two have gained more members last time | checked on you 


two. I'm glad to see your numbers are increasing. Your team is 
surely growing stronger. Might | Know the names of your new 
members? | haven't bothered to check your records and see for 
myself." 


"Well, I'm Syn," the Snivy said with a smile. 
"| see," the Ninetales said. "And what about you, Mienfoo?" 


"I'm called Impetus," the Mienfoo answered simply. "At least, that's 
what I've been called since | came here. Before, | had no name. | 
was me. No one called me anything." 


Eclair wasn't sure what to say. She blinked, thinking of a proper 
reaction. 


"Impetus is a feral," Terron explained. "She sees things differently 
than other Pokémon, which is why she says odd things." 


"| thought her speech reminded me of Jade before she became 
civil," Eclair remarked. "I see. Well then, | understand. I'm pleased to 
meet you, Impetus. | apologize for not understanding your 
explanation." 


Impetus slowly nodded. 


"Anyway, we came here because we're taking the Dusk Mines 
mission where we go pick up the evolution stones," Zekra said, 
trying to get everyone off Impetus's subject. "You guys are supposed 
to give uS some special transportation, right?" 


"Yes, we are," Eclair replied. "Give me a moment to retrieve your 
flight escort. Please wait here." 


The Ninetales went out the room and went off wandering 
somewhere. The four waited patiently, not saying a word. Impetus 
and Syn looked around at the new room in their curiosity, but they 
remained rooted to their original spot as they did so. 


After some time passed, Eclair finally came back with another 
Pokémon that the team was quick to recognize. 


"Vantis?" Terron asked. " You're going to take us to Dusk Mines? 
Didn't you just get back from a trip?" 


The Flygon flew toward Terron and stopped right in front of him. He 
hovered a foot off the ground despite not flapping his wings. It was at 
this moment that Terron saw the Flygon was wearing a red scarf 
around his neck. It matched the shade of his eye lens. The Cubone 
wasn't sure if Vantis had been wearing that last night, but he was 
noticing it now due to how close the Flygon was to him. 


"Well, | don't need that much time to recover! I'm in top-shape!" 
Vantis said eagerly. "Also, Dusk Mines is about roughly two thousand 
miles away! You need to a quick flyer when it's that far away! I'm the 
fastest flyer in this entire Fellowship! Well, ours anyway. | know 
there's some other Fellowship that have Salamence, and they're 
pretty fast." 


“Let us not forget the Oracion Village Fellowship, which has quite a 
few Dragonite," Eclair added. "They're the fastest of all Pokémon." 


"That's a lie!" Vantis cried. "I'm much faster than those dragons! I've 
beaten them at races so many times!" 


"Well, perhaps | should rephrase my statement," Eclair said with a 
huff. "Dragonite are the quickest of all Pokémon when it comes to 
endurance . Sure, you can outfly them if you fly a short distance, but 
the Dragonite can still travel farther than you could in a single day. 
While they could reach Oracion Village in a matter of sixteen hours, 
it would take you two days due to all the rest stops you must take 
along the journey. A Dragonite does not need much rest when it flies. 
It's why they're so valuable." 


"Yeah, yeah, whatever," Vantis said carelessly. "Overrate the 
Dragonite just like everyone else. Tch, never hear the end of them 
whenever Pokémon talk about dragons.” 


Vantis looked back at the group. 


"Alright, well if you kiddies are ready, let's get going," the Flygon said 
enthusiastically. "We should be able to make it there a little before 
evening if we leave now. We'll have to spend the night there, but hey, 
that's okay. They don't mind us." 


Terron's eyes grew. 


"We have to stay with them for an entire night?" Terron asked, dread 
filling his being. 


"Well yeah," Vantis replied. "| mean, I've gotta rest after all that flying. 
And it's not safe to fly at night since | can't see where I'm going. So 
yeah, we've gotta stay there. But, they won't mind. | mean, | was just 
there a month ago. The place is pretty cool in my opinion. Sure, the 
place is... odd, but it's still a hospitable place. Why so worried?" 


"Terron's scared of the place," Zekra blurted. "Don't know why, 
though." 


The Cubone gave Zekra a sharp glare, but she wasn't bothered. 


"Oh Terron," Vantis chuckled. "It's not so bad. There's no need to be 
scared." 


The Flygon pat Terron on the head with a clawed hand. Terron's 
brain became rattled upon having somebody tap on his helmet. He 
swatted away Vantis's hand. 


"Well, I'll be waiting outside," Vantis said. "Don't keep me waiting too 
long!" 


The Flygon instantly flew out the door, leaving the four with Eclair. 
"| recommend you meet up with him right away," Eclair said. "He's 


right about needing to fly there now to make it before the sun 
completely sets. Then also, he can be rather impatient. When he 


wants you to meet up with him, he wants you to do it within five 
minutes. Otherwise, he'll come looking for you and harass you." 


"Okay, we'll get going then," Zekra said with a nod. "See you 
around!" 


The team left the room and made their way down the long stairs. As 
they walked, they made sure they had all the supplies they needed. 
The team didn't really think they'd need supplies since they weren't 
going into a dungeon, but they figured to bring items just in case 
something went wrong and brought food to eat as they flew. 


When the four stepped outside, they found Vantis standing by the 
exit. AS soon as he saw them, he got on all fours so that the team 
could climb onto his back. He smiled at the group as he got his 
wings out of the way. 


"You guys ever flown on a dragon before?" Vantis asked. 


"No, not really," Zekra replied. "We've used Drifblim, but not Flygon. 
You sure you can carry all of us?" 


"Why yes | can!" Vantis said. "And if not, well | can always hold one 
of you in my arms. I've had to do that a couple of times, so it's nota 
big deal." 


"Well alright then," Zekra said with a nod. "Let's get going!" 


She got onto the Flygon's back and wrapped her paws around his 

neck. Syn quickly followed behind her and found a comfortable spot 
near the base of Vantis's tail. He wrapped his vines around the base 
of the dragon's wings, looking content and quite excited about flying. 


"We aren't going to fly off?" Impetus asked. 


"No, you're not,” Vantis assured. "Just as long as you hold on tight, 
you'll be fine. And if you fall, well | can catch you. It's not that hard." 


"| don't want to fly, but because the others will, | suppose | have no 
choice," Impetus stated with a frown. "What is the safest place to sit 
on?" 


"Anywhere," Vantis answered. "No matter where you sit, you'll 
always be safe and have a fun time!" 


Impetus didn't look very thrilled when she heard this, but 
nonetheless, she climbed onto the Flygon's back and sat between 
Zekra and Syn. Now, all that was left was for Terron to get on. But 
the Cubone remained where he was. He wasn't moving at all. 


Terron was terrified of getting on that Flygon. He had flown several 
times by Drifblim, but the Cubone knew flying on Vantis would be an 
entirely different experience. He had seen how quickly Vantis flew 
around. He'd no doubt fly off the dragon, despite how much Vantis 
would try to deny that. Plus, he had a suspicion that he'd be flying up 
much higher than the Drifblim ever did. He wouldn't be surprised if 
they even flew higher than the clouds. 


Besides, he still didn't want to go to Dusk Mines. He didn't want to 
know what that place had in store for him. He didn't want to see their 
leader... 


Vantis noticed Terron's reluctance and was very quick to pinpoint the 
reason. 


"Come on, Terron," Vantis urged. "Flying isn't so bad with me. | know 
being a ground-type makes you all acrophobic, but trust me; there's 
nothing to worry about. | mean, look at me! I'm a ground-type and | 
fly all the time!" 


"But you're part dragon!" Terron stated. "Of course you don't feel 
scared!" 


"Well true, but | still hated to fly when | first got the power to fly," 
Vantis said solemnly. "It took me a while to get comfortable with 
flying when | was so used to staying on land. | used to always walk 


around rather than fly since | dreaded doing it. But hey, you get out 
of it once you start flying around and feel that awesome feeling of 
soaring through the air!" 


Terron didn't say anything. He remained standing, overwhelmed by 
fear. Vantis let out a sigh as he slowly rose into the air, despite not 
flapping his wings. Zekra and Syn grinned eagerly at the anticipation 
of flying while Impetus kept her calm composure. The Flygon stared 
at Terron for a while, as if waiting for the Cubone to change his mind 
and come along with the team. Yet, Terron found he couldn't do so. 


"You know... | really hate doing this..." Vantis started to say. 


Without warning, Vantis landed back on the ground and grabbed 
Terron from behind with his claws. Terron screamed and squirmed 
around in the Flygon's grasp, realizing what was about to happen. 


"... but we really need to get going,” Vantis said. "Take off time, 
kiddies!" 


Before Terron could say anything, the Flygon pushed off against the 
dirt and sped into the air. Terron watched in horror as Aurora Town 
faded before his eyes, quickly becoming nothing but a blur of colors. 
He felt his stomach become twisted into a knot as a sickly feeling 
came over him. He could hear his teammates screaming in joy at the 
intense speed, but Terron sure didn't feel the same way. He could 
feel tears streaming out of his eyes before they disappeared into the 
wind. 


Terron shut his eyes as Vantis continued to gain altitude. While 
Vantis had a rather tight grip around the Cubone, Terron still felt he 
would get blown out of the Flygon's arms. He wanted to hold onto 
the Flygon somehow, but there wasn't much he could in his situation. 
All Terron could do was pray that the Flygon would keep him safe. 
He held the bones in his hands tightly as he waited for the flight to 
end. 


After what felt like forever, Terron stopped feeling the heavy winds 
that threatened to send him spiraling to his doom. There was no 

longer a vacuum pulling him back toward the land. And yet, Terron 
didn't feel anything beneath his feet. He was still in Vantis's grasp. 


Reluctantly, Terron opened his eyes to figure out what was going on. 
What he saw was the view of an entire canyon. He could see the 
large crevices within the barren land, where a river flowed far below. 
Confused, he looked around and was quick to find that Vantis was 
standing right at the edge of a cliff. He was taking in the view, smiling 
peacefully. 


When the dragon noticed Terron with his eyes open, his smile 
seemed to widen. 


"It's a nice view, isn't it?" Vantis then asked. 


Terron scowled. He really wanted to smack the Flygon with a bone 
right now, but he held back the urge. Instead, he expressed his 
thoughts vocally. 


"Why did you have to do that?!" Terron cried. "Flying was terrifying! 
Especially since you did it so suddenly!" 


"Well you weren't going to come by choice," Vantis shrugged. "What 
can | say?" 


Terron let out a groan of frustration. Zekra, Syn, and Impetus peered 
over Vantis's side to look at Terron. They all were much less of a 
wreck than Terron. 


"You look awful," Impetus said simply. "| recommend you relax. We 
still have many hours of flight left. If you want to make the 
experience as painless as possible, you need to get over your fear." 


"| thought you hated flying," Terron said in disbelief. "Why do you 
sound so satisfied with being in the air now? You hated it whenever 
you went with the Drifblim!" 


"Because | don't like the way they carry me," Impetus explained. "I 
don't like their arms. Here, it's my choice of how | wish to be carried. 
Flying on the back is more comfortable." 


Terron rolled his eyes at her comment. He looked back at Vantis, 
who was still staring at the Cubone. 


"Why are we stopping anyway?" Terron asked. "And how long have 
we been flying?" 


"Oh, about an hour," Vantis replied. "I just needed to reach a certain 
altitude is all, and then | flew a little bit north. We should have 
covered a decent amount of miles. Now we're just taking a little 
break since | need to do these every so often. We're on some place 
called Desolate Canyon." 


Terron took in a deep breath as he tried to calm his racing heart. He 
was on land now. There was no need for him to panic anymore. 


As Terron eased his fears, he once again noticed Vantis's scarf. It 
was anice scarf, clearly in good condition, but he hadn't seen this 
kind of scarf before. Staring at it only got him more curious about 
what it was. 


"What kind of scarf is that?" Terron asked. 


"Oh, it's a detect band," Vantis answered. "Helps make sure | can 
dodge moves better. Very useful for battle." 


"| see," Terron said with a nod. "Just wondering since | haven't seen 
those before." 


"I've heard they're hard to find sometimes, so that's understandable," 
Vantis shrugged. 


The five remained on the top of the mountain for a while, breathing in 
the calming air. Terron attempted to get back on the ground, but 
Vantis wouldn't let him. The Cubone figured it was because Vantis 


thought he'd try to escape, but Terron saw no point in that since he 
was miles away from home. In fact, he didn't think he could get 
home from where he was. None of the landmarks looked remotely 
familiar. 


After resting for thirty minutes, Terron felt Vantis lift off the ground. 
He started to feel tense once more, but then he noticed something 
about the Flygon; Vantis wasn't flapping his wings. They remained 
stationary and spread out the way they normally were. Yet, the 
dragon slowly rose higher into the air, completely defying gravity. 
This got Terron's mind off his terrors. 


"How are you flying when you aren't using your wings?" Terron 
asked. 


Vantis chuckled at the comment as he started gaining speed. His 
ascension speed began to increase as he flew toward the clouds, 
but Terron paid no attention to that. 


"Well that's simple to answer," the Flygon replied. "You see, | don't 
really need to flap my wings to fly. No dragon really has to. It's a 
magical part of being a dragon; you don't need the wings to fly. We 
just use some kind of weird power inside of us. The wings are just 
used for steering, or if you're me, they're also good for kicking up 
sandstorms. You wouldn't want my wings to flap if you were flying 
with me anyway. They beat about as fast as Scyther wings whenever 
those bugs fly. You might get cut up if you got caught in them!" 


He laughed some more, though none of the other Pokémon laughed. 
They found the comment to be either odd or really disturbing. 


"So that's why Rayquaza can fly even though he has no wings,” 
Impetus said, more curious than anything else. "I've seen pictures of 
him, and | always thought he was depicted in the wrong way. 
Because he didn't have wings." 


"Precisely," Vantis replied. "Now, you kids ready to fly again? Well, 
high-speed flying anyway." 


"Yeah!" Syn and Zekra cried eagerly. 
"No!" Terron cried instead. 
"Meh, fly," was Impetus's reaction. 


"Alright, I've got two yes answers, one whatever answer, and a 
single no," Vantis reported. "Yes wins this question! Sorry Terron; 
you'll just have to go along with this. Just try to chill and everything 
will be fine. And keep your eyes open; closing them makes things a 
lot worse." 


Terron frowned, but he knew he couldn't argue. Besides, where 
would they go if they didn't fly away from here? Terron didn't see any 
cities from the mountain top. 


Vantis flew forward, Zipping by the scenery. They flew a bit lower in 
the air than Terron expected, but it was still quite high compared to 
what the Drifblim did. They were flying through the clouds, where 
occasionally, the Cubone could see pieces of Shiron wherever there 
was a gap in the endless blanket of white. The land was so very far 
away... 


Terron fought hard against his instincts, which insisted on keeping 
his eyes downward. He used all his willpower to keep them looking 
forward into the never-ending sight of blue sky. As the vacuum of 
wind pinned him into Vantis's chest, Terron attempted to relax. He 
had to learn to enjoy this flight as Impetus said. Otherwise, the next 
few hours were going to be agonizing. 


The Cubone took in a couple of deep breaths, taking in the cold air. 
"HI TERROW!" a loud voice called from behind. 
Terron turned his head the best he could so he could see who was 


calling him. The wind made doing this a bit difficult, but he managed 
to do it with some effort. Behind him, latched onto the end of Vantis's 


tail with his vines and arms, was Syn. Despite how horrified Terron 
was, the Snivy appeared to be smiling as he clung to the tail. 


"SYN! HOW DID YOU GET BACK THERE?!" Terron cried. 


"OH, | JUST FELL!" Syn answered, sounding as happy as ever. "IT'S 
PRETTY FUN! YOU SHOULD TRY IT! IT GETS YOUR MIND OFF 
EVERYTHING WHEN YOU'RE BACK HERE!" 


Terron didn't Know what to say. He could only stare at the Snivy in 
disbelief. How was it possible to enjoy flying like that? Didn't Syn 
realize he could fall off at any time? 


"YEAH TERRON, YOU'LL LIKE IT!" Vantis then said. "IT'S THE 
PERFECT WAY TO GET YOU OVER YOUR FEAR!" 


Terron's eyes grew in horror. Before he could do anything, Vantis 
tossed the Cubone into the air. With careful timing, Vantis made the 
Cubone land in the middle of his tail. Terron quickly hugged the tail 
for dear life as the wind became even stronger. He could feel it 
pushing him off his ride, but Terron did everything he could to resist. 


"| HATE YOU, VANTIS!" Terron cried. 


Terron felt himself sliding backwards into Syn. He tried to tighten his 
grip, but fighting against the wind proved to be futile. He and Syn 
were slowly pushed back and were very close to slipping off the tail. 


And then they did fall off. Syn still had his vines attached to the tail, 
so he thankfully didn't plummet to his death. Terron on the other 
hand, had no such extra support. He was forced to grab onto Syn's 
hand to prevent himself from plummeting down below. 


"VANTIS!" Terron cried desperately. 
"FINE! BOTH OF YOU LET GO!" Vantis replied. 


"WHAT?! ARE YOU TRYING TO KILL US?!" Terron screamed. 


"NO! JUST TRUST ME!" Vantis said in agitation. 
"| DON'T TRUST YOU!" Terron quickly shouted. 


"WELL I'M GOING TO LET GO ANYWAY SINCE / TRUST HIM!" 
Syn stated. "WE'LL BE FINE!" 


"SYN, IF YOU LET GO, I'M GOING TO-" 


It was too late. The Snivy had already released his hold and the two 
rapidly descended from the sky. Terron quickly put a hand over his 
helmet to keep it from flying off his head. He kept his grip on Syn 
with his other hand, despite knowing this wasn't going to solve 
anything. 


This felt so much like falling off Diamond Dust Mountain's cliff. Terron 
could only watch as Shiron became closer and closer, 
hyperventilating in the process. 


THUMP! 


Suddenly, Terron and Syn were sitting on Vantis's back. The Flygon 
had swooped down right after they dropped from his tail and 
maneuvered himself to make them land along his back. Though Syn 
was quick to recover from the experience, Terron still looked like he 
was about to faint. His body was shaking and he took quick, raspy 
breaths every time he breathed. 


Vantis once again went back on the proper trail, laughing. 
"ENJOY 'FLYING'?" Vantis asked Terron. 


"NO!" Terron shouted, on the verge of tears. "NEVER DO THAT 
AGAIN OR I'M GOING TO HAVE A HEART ATTACK!" 


"HEH, YEAH YEAH, OKAY," Vantis laughed. "I'LL STOP MESSING 
WITH YOU FOR THE REST OF THE FLIGHT!" 


"YOU BETTER!" Terron said fiercely. 


After many hours of tolerating the long flight and stopping at a few 
locations along the way, the group finally arrived at their destination. 
Vantis gently landed upon the soil and bent down so that his 
passengers could get off with ease. Terron was the very first to jump 
off the dragon's back. He landed onto the dry dirt, feeling such an 
intense emotion from being reunited with the land. No matter how 
many times the group made rest stops, Terron was always so happy 
to be back on the ground. He relished in the feeling as his other 
teammates landed behind him, stretching out their muscles. 


Terron was so occupied with enjoying the feel of dirt under his feet, 
that he didn't notice anything around him. It seemed he was in his 
own little world. 


"Ohhhhh... visitors," a new, eerie voice suddenly said. "And from the 
west Fellowship..." 


Terron immediately came back to reality and finally noticed a Duskull 
floating a few inches away from his face. It stared at him, its one 
glowing eye switching back and forth between its eye sockets. 
Terron fell backwards at the sudden appearance, and for a split 
second, he thought he was seeing the Plagued One that had been 
staring at him this very same way. 


It was at this moment that Terron finally noticed what was behind the 
Duskull: Dusk Mines. This was the Dusk Mines Fellowship. He was 
at the place he least wanted to visit. 


Dusk Mines was built into the side of a large mountain. Such a 
mountain reached high into the sky, casting its shadow over Terron. 
Even in the light of the disappearing sun, the mine and mountain still 
had an ominous vibe to it. 


It didn't help that the very entrance to the mine was not a simple hole 
or a tunnel supported by planks of wood . Instead, the entry into this 
Fellowship was what looked like a gaping mouth filled with sharp 
teeth. There were no "teeth" at the bottom of the entrance, but 


Terron wasn't sure if that made things any better. Floating high 
above the entrance were two Shuppet, acting as a watchers to make 
sure no one snuck into the Fellowship. They eyed Terron with 
mischievous grins on their faces. 


"Oh, hi Rip," Vantis said to the Duskull. "It's been a while since I've 
seen you." 


Rip brought its attention to the Flygon before wandering over to him. 
It smiled before circling around his head continuously. 


"Ah, it's Vantis," Rip said pleasantly. "Welcome back to our 
Fellowship. What are you doing here once more? Not many 
creatures want to visit here very often..." 


"Well, | was escorting these kids here since they need to get some 
evolution stones from you guys," Vantis explained, trying to keep an 
eye on the Duskull as he moved. "Our Fellowship is kinda running 
out of those things, and we really need them for bribing material." 


"Ah, running out already," Rip chuckled. "It's only been a month since 
we gave you ten of our precious stones. Well, it's a good thing for 
you that we have such an amount of them. Come then. Let me take 
you to my liege." 


The Duskull drifted toward the entrance and disappeared inside. 
Vantis followed behind him, quickly followed by Team Vendetta. 
Terron was very reluctant to go inside the place, but he didn't want to 
be left out here alone with those Shuppet. At least he could be with 
his friends if he went inside. That alone was good enough ofa 
motivation to enter Dusk Mines. 


Upon entering the mine, Terron found himself wandering through a 
dark tunnel. He could barely see anything. There were no torches or 
candles, much unlike Aurora Town's Fellowship. The only sources of 
light were various jewels plastered into the walls, all shining dimly 
somehow. They were very much like stars in the night sky. 


Though Terron's eyes eventually adjusted to the poor lighting, he still 
kept his sights on the glowing Duskull eye. As long as he kept an 
eye on that occasionally, he'd end up in the right place. 


As the group wandered down the tunnel, they saw many other 
Pokémon wandering through the other passageways, despite it 
being near evening. There were many types of Pokémon here, 
proving to Terron that this Fellowship wasn't selective with their 
members. Though, there were quite a few more ghost and dark- 
types here than he had ever seen at the other Fellowship. There 
seemed to be at least three dark and ghost-type to every non-dark 
and non-ghost type. 


Yet, despite the members being just like any other Fellowship 
member, the ones here seemed to have a different look to them. All 
of them, even the ones whose species were perceived as cheerful, 
had these strange looks on their faces. They were the looks Zekra 
sometimes wore whenever she was about to kill a living creature. It 
wasn't necessarily pure bloodlust, but some kind of eerie excitement. 
Terron thought it was bad enough seeing it on Zekra occasionally, 
but seeing it on everybody around him was unnerving. 


Terron looked at the others to see how they were reacting. Vantis 
was making small talk with Rip. Zekra was looking around with bright 
eyes, apparently fascinated by the design of the Fellowship. Syn 
glanced at his surroundings at well, though he was a lot less thrilled 
about the place. Clearly the place didn't suit his likes. Then Impetus 
was simply looking ahead, not paying attention to the details of the 
place. 


As they walked, Terron continued to feel the eerie vibes he felt when 
he first saw Dusk Mines. While it seemed to lessen the more he 
walked through this Fellowship, it was still very noticeable. It followed 
him no matter where he went, keeping his heart filled with dread at 
all times. Sometimes, it would even make him hear things that 
weren't really there. 


After traversing through a series of tunnels that all seemed to be 
exactly the same, the team and Vantis finally arrived at a metal door. 
Standing guard in front of the door were three Houndoom. Upon 
seeing the group, the three turned their heads to Rip. 


"Who are they?" one of the Houndoom growled. "I recognize the 
Flygon, but what of the children?" 


"They're members of the Aurora Town Fellowship," Rip said. 
"Interesting, isn't it?" 


"Yes, it is," the same Houndoom replied. "Children... haven't seen 
children in such a long time. What business do they have here?" 


“They want to get more of our evolving stones," Rip answered. "They 
need to see our liege for that." 


The Houndoom looked at the children and glared at them 
suspiciously. 


"Show us your Fellowship marks, then we shall let you through," a 
different Houndoom ordered. 


The four held out their paws to show the marks. The guards studied 
them for a moment before stepping away from the door. Rip smiled 
as he grabbed onto Terron and flew straight for the still closed door. 


"Hey, wait! What are you doing?!" Terron cried as they neared the 
door. "We're going to crash!" 


"Oh no, you won't," Rip assured. "You're with me now. You can go 
through anything when you're with me." 


Before the Cubone could ask what he meant, the two made contact 
with the metal. But, rather than bang his head, the two went directly 
into the door. Terron's head throbbed as a chill overcame him. He 
couldn't breathe as everything disappeared and literally nothing 
manifested before his eyes. The only thing he knew was that Rip 


was still holding him, and the cold was overwhelming his senses. He 
couldn't think or move. 


Just as Terron thought he was going to scream, he was suddenly 
dropped to the ground. His weapons tumbled out of his hands thanks 
to how stiff they were. Terron coughed as he slowly got his bones 
back and stood up. He shivered uncontrollably, still feeling the cold 
throughout his being. 


As Terron attempted to recover, he heard someone land behind him. 
He looked back to find that Zekra was now there, though not nearly 
as effected as Terron. Not long after she appeared, Rip came 
through the door once more and dropped off Syn, followed by 
Impetus and Vantis, where it simply dragged them through the door. 


It was then that Terron realized they were now in the room on the 
other side of the door. He had just fazed through a solid object. 
Somehow, touching a ghost made him temporarily intangible. 


After Terron pondered in this for a moment, he brought his focus to 
the new room. Unlike the hallways, this room was actually lit by 
candles scattered all throughout the room. Some hung from the 
ceiling by a chandelier, while others were mounted onto the walls by 
candle holders. There were still gems in the cave walls, but the 
flames offered much more sufficient light and made everything more 
visible. 


An endless supply of books sat neatly in shelves lined against the 
wall, where stone carvings of strange creatures served as book 
stoppers. Terron didn't recognize any of the creatures, as none of 
them appeared to be Pokémon he knew. In the very back of a room 
were piles of precious gems such as rubies and sapphires. Every 
jewel in existence sat there, seemingly without reason. 


Sitting at a large desk in the middle of the room was a Sableye, 
staring at the five with an amused grin. All of his jagged teeth were 
very visible in that smile. Terron's breath started to shorten upon 
seeing this Sableye. There was such a terrifying aura around him 


that filled up the entire room. Every time Terron blinked, he could 
have sworn that he saw a dark energy spreading out of the Sableye. 


"My liege, | have brought you members of the Aurora Town 
Fellowship and one of the leaders of such," Rip said humbly. "They 
wish to speak to you regarding certain business. | hope we aren't 
bothering you.” 


"No no, I'm not doing anything important," the Sableye assured. 
"Thank you, Rip. You may go, if you please.” 


"Thank you, my liege,” the Duskull said. 


Rip gave a small bow before disappearing through the door once 
more. Now, the group was stuck with this Sableye by themselves. 
Terron quietly backed up against the door and tried to see if there 
was a way to get out. Unfortunately, the door didn't open or close. 
There was no lock or doorknob. It was just an immovable block of 
metal. There was no way Terron could get out of here without that 
Sableye's help since he was half-ghost, or if another ghost came. 
Terron doubted another ghost would come, however, and he really 
didn't want the Sableye coming near him. Just looking at his jeweled, 
glowing eyes was disturbing enough. 


The Sableye got out of his seat and came over to the group. He 
wasn't very tall despite what Terron thought, and stood at about the 
Cubone's height. Tied around his neck was a tattered black cape, 
which only barely stayed off the ground. Terron wasn't really sure 
why a Sableye would have a cape of all things, but he was too 
scared to ask. 


The Sableye bowed to the five. 


"Welcome to the Dusk Mines Fellowship," the Sableye greeted. "| am 
Yimtri, leader of this Fellowship. What are your names?" 


"I'm Zekra," Zekra said cheerfully. "And these are my friends: Syn, 
Impetus, and Terron." 


"And you know me already," Vantis said with a smile. "I was just here 
last month." 


"Yes, you're one of the west Fellowship's leaders," Yimtri said with a 
nod. "I thought you looked familiar. Good to see you again." 


The Sableye glanced over at Team Vendetta before making his way 
toward them. He stopped before them with that creepy smile still on 
his face. 


"What brings you here, thousands of miles away from your 
Fellowship?" Yimtri asked. "What have you come to ask me? | know 
you haven't come just to visit me." 


He chuckled at the comment. Zekra also laughed at the remark 
before giving her answer. 


"Well, our Fellowship needs your evolution stones," Zekra explained. 
"| guess we're running out, and for some reason, you guys have a 
lot. Soooo we're here to pick them up and take them back to our 
place." 


"Asking for our stones as usual," Yimtri said simply. "| should have 
suspected as much. That seems to be the only reason your 
members visit us... and to bring us the criminals who lie to you." 


"If | may ask, how do you guys have so many evolution stones?" 
Zekra asked curiously. "| mean, aren't there a shortage of them?" 


"So you know. Very good," Yimtri cooed. "You're very informed. Well, 
let me tell you then, since you're so curious. You see, shortly after 
my members and | built this very Fellowship, we discovered a 
Mystery Dungeon filled with the precious evolving stones. The very 
place seemed to produce the stones, never ceasing in their creation. 
We don't know how such a place formed, but we don't question it. 
We simply go there and take the stones we need, and make sure no 
one else except the Fellowships discover its existence. It's a simple 
process." 


The Sableye's smile started to widen. 


"In fact, tomorrow morning, you're going to go there to find what you 
seek," he stated. "You will a// collect the stones you need." 


Terron's jaw dropped. 


" What?!" Terron asked in disbelief. "| thought we were just picking 
them up from you!" 


Yimtri turned his head toward the Cubone. He approached Terron, 
laughing under his breath. 


"Oh, | didn't notice you," Yimtri chuckled. "You were so quiet and far 
away from the others. If you were a ghost-type, you'd be excellent at 
spying on others for me." 


He stopped in front of Terron. Terron backed up into the door, feeling 
his heart race. The horrifying aura was starting to suffocate him. He 
wanted to get out here, but there was no way out. 


"Didn't you wonder why the mission was given a hazard level?" 
Yimtri asked deviously. "Did you really think that receiving evolving 
stones from me was the entire mission? Why such a high rating for 
such a simple task? You never asked yourself such questions?" 


Terron reluctantly shook his head. The Sableye laughed at his 
reaction. After the Sableye calmed down a minute later, Yimtri 
stepped away from Terron to give him his space. 


"Your team will go to the dungeon of evolving stones, but I'll be sure 
to send a few of my followers with you," Yimtri said to Terron. 


Terron didn't Know how to react. He only stood there, eyes wide. 


"Tomorrow, the four of you will go to the dungeon with members of 
my Fellowship," Yimtri stated. "Vantis, you can choose whether or 
not you want to come with them. | know you were simply the escort, 
so | will not force you to come with." 


"It's fine," Vantis shrugged. "| might as well go." 


"Fine, then the five of you shall go to the Erebus Woods in the 
morning," Yimtri said. "No exceptions." 


Something in Terron's mind clicked upon hearing this. 
"Erebus..." he repeated out loud. "Why's it called Erebus Woods?" 


"Because the dungeon had no name when we discovered it," Yimtri 
explained. "So, | gave it a name. | gave it the name of Erebus. Why 
such an odd question?" 


"Erebus... | don't like that name," Terron said quietly. "There's 
something... sinister about that name." 


Yimtri gave Terron a long stare. His smile had completely 
disappeared. The other members of Team Vendetta stared at Yimtri 
and Terron strangely, trying to figure out why the Sableye's mood 
had suddenly changed. 


"Terron, Erebus is just a made-up name," Vantis said unsurely. "Just 
like how my name and Yimtri's name is made up. It's not meant to be 
sinister; it's just a jumbled up mess of sounds." 


"Yes itis," Yimtri said. "Don't be disturbed by my naming techniques, 
Terron.” 


The Sableye seemed to ponder in something for a moment. 


"| just realized that all of my strongest members will be gone 
tomorrow," he stated. "I'm afraid they won't be able to escort you into 
Erebus Woods. So... it seems I'll have to go with you." 


Terron tried to say something, but nothing would come out of his 
mouth. He felt a chill up his spine. 


"Yes... I'll have to go," Yimtri said, seeing Terron's terror-stricken 
face. "Someone who has experience with the dungeon needs to 


come with your team. My best suited members will not be available, 
leaving only me as the next best suited. Don't be so frightened of 
me. | mean no harm." 


Yimtri grinned mischievously. 


The Cubone still didn't say anything. His voice was frozen, and he 
found he couldn't reject the idea. His thoughts remained sealed 
away in his head. 


"Alright, | guess that's fine," Zekra shrugged, speaking for Terron. 
"Plus, it might be kind of cool to go on a mission with a leader. | 
mean, it wasn't fun with one of our leaders, but it might be fun with 
you, Yimtri." 


"Yes, I'm sure it will," the Sableye chuckled. 


Yimtri looked toward the metal block that was the door. He walked 
toward it before stopping besides Terron. 


"Since you're going to stay with us tonight, allow me to show you 
your rooms," the Sableye said. 


Yimtri proceeded to grab Terron by the arm and drag him into the 
wall. Terron flinched. The second the Sableye touched him, Terron 
felt a bitter cold come over him. Such an intense amount of dark 
feelings filled Terron's being, momentarily overflowing the Cubone 
with a dread far beyond what he felt when he wandered through 
Dusk Mines. But, before Terron could scream in terror, Yimtri got out 
the other end of the door and left the Cubone next to his Houndoom 
guards. He then went to go retrieve everyone else. After everyone 
had been taken to the main tunnel system, the Sableye led the five 
to their temporary rooms. 


After trekking through the passages, the team finally came to the 
resting area of the base. Yimtri stopped in front of one of the doors 
before opening it up, since it actually had a doorknob unlike his 
office. The six Pokémon stepped inside and took a look around. 


Just like the rest of the base, the only light source here was the 
glowing gemstones. There were no candles to offer additional light. 
But, what it lacked in light, it made up for in comfort. There were 
numerous beds beside the walls. They weren't just piles of hay 
either: they were large cushions with blankets and pillows. 


Terron went up to one of the beds before sitting down on it. It felt so 
comfortable and reminded him of how the beds from his human days 
were. It might not have looked the same, but it sure felt just as 
comfy. It felt like he was sitting on Mareep fur. Terron let out a 
content sigh as he set his bones next to him. 


Terron turned his head to suddenly find the Sableye standing right 
next to him. He was wearing that creepy grin again. The Cubone, out 
of reaction, attempted to slam his fist into the Sableye's face. As to 
be expected, his hand went straight through Yimtri's face, leaving 
him completely unharmed. Terron's hand grew cold from having it 
inside the Sableye's head. He quickly withdrew his hand and 
caressed it. 


"Typical reaction," Yimtri chuckled. "I never tire of seeing ones 
backpedal at the sudden sight of me. Anyway, enjoy your stay here 
with us. Get some rest. You'll need it for tomorrow." 

"Yeah, if that's even possible here..." Terron muttered to himself. 
Yimtri and Terron watched as the others went to go claim their own 
beds. Once they had, they crawled in and got comfortable. They too, 
seemed very content with the beds. Yimtri started to walk away upon 
seeing everyone had settled in. 

"Yimtri," Terron called. 

The Sableye stopped and turned to face the Cubone. 


"What is it, Terron?"” Yimtri asked. 


Terron, though feeling very reluctant, slowly began to speak. He 
nervously played with the bones in his hands. 


"... You say Erebus Woods constantly makes evolution stones, 
right?" Terron asked. 


"Yes, that's right," Yimtri replied. "| believe | mentioned this before." 


"But, why do you guys keep it a secret?" Terron then asked. "| mean, 
if it's making so many stones, you could just let the public know and 
there wouldn't be a shortage anymore. Everyone can just go to the 
dungeon and get the stones they need. So... why? Why do you hide 
that?" 


Yimtri paused. He stared at Terron for a while, contemplating in 
silence. For once, there was a look of uncertainty in his eyes. It was 
so strange to see reluctance on him after seeing nothing but slightly 
psychotic expressions. And in just that moment, the horrible aura 
surrounding the Sableye went away. After he came to an answer, the 
Sableye approached the Cubone once more and stopped beside 
him. 


"Because Erebus Woods is no ordinary Mystery Dungeon," Yimtri 
said quietly, as if not wanting the others to hear. "It's crawling with 
your worst nightmares. There is no light. You will not see anything 
unless you have fire or an item that brings forth light. The denizens 
of the dungeon are merciless and are masters of shadows, no matter 
how weak they may appear. The very plants of the dungeon will kill 
you if you don't keep an eye out. Everything there is watching you at 
all times. You are never alone in that dungeon, even if you're 
stranded from your teammates. But, those aren't the reasons we 
keep the place a secret. There's a more disturbing reason." 


"What... what would that be?" Terron asked, already feeling terrified 
by the news. 


Yimtri gave Terron the reason. Terron was so horrified by the news, 
that he couldn't even say anything. The Sableye went away without 


another word, his usual atmosphere returning to him. He talked to 
the others for a while before bidding them all good night. As Yimtri 
left the room and shut the door behind him, Terron put the blankets 
over his head and curled into a ball. He desperately tried to fall 
asleep, but how could he after what he had heard? They were going 
to Erebus Woods tomorrow. They were going to that nightmarish 
place... 


As Terron lay there in the bed pathetically, shivering in terror, Yimtri's 
last words rang endlessly in his mind. 


"... When you die in Erebus Woods, you don't get revived and 
thrown out just as every normal dungeon does. If you die in Erebus 
Woods, your body never leaves. You stay there forever." 


The Grasp of Erebus 


Chapter 23 


The Grasp of Erebus 


It was near midnight, and Terron was still awake. His body was still 
trembling. He wasn't feeling the least bit tired. While his other 
teammates slept peacefully, he continued to lay there in bed, eyes 
frozen open in terror. Every time he tried to shut his eyes, he would 
see nightmarish images of Erebus Woods. He'd see the corpses of 
fallen explorers attached to the trees, slowly getting their lives 
sucked out of them and leaving their bodies as brittle shells. 


Terron couldn't go to that dungeon. Even if it was part of his mission, 
Terron refused the idea of exploring that twisted forest. He wasn't 
going to let himself get killed. 


Why did we have to come here? Terron wondered. This place reeks 
of bad vibes. Why aren't the others so bothered? | understand 
Zekra... but not Impetus, Syn, and Vantis. They clearly must feel the 
atmosphere here. They have to know that something about this 
place is very wrong... 


Terron pulled the blankets off his head and got out of his bed. He 
slowly wandered over to the other side of the room where Impetus 
slept. For once, she was sleeping in a bed rather than against the 
wall. Terron quietly went up to her and gently shook her awake. 


Impetus's eyes snapped open as she looked toward Terron. There 
was not a single sign of tiredness in her eyes, as though she had 
never been asleep. 


"You're awake," she said simply. 


"Yeah, | am," Terron said in a hushed tone. "Can | talk to you for a 
moment?" 


"Is it about here?" Impetus asked. 


Terron nodded. The Mienfoo slid out of her bed and the two 
wandered off toward the door so they could speak as far away from 
the others as possible. Once they were a few feet away from the 
door, they stopped and turned to one another. 


"You know you shouldn't be talking to only me," Impetus stated ina 
disappointed tone. "The others would want to hear your concerns." 


"| already told you that | can't talk to them," Terron said gloomily. "At 
least, not now. Besides, they already know I'm scared of this place." 


"Then why can't you explain that further to them?" Impetus 
challenged. "It's so simple... but you won't do it. They know you fear 
here, but they don't understand why. Explain to them. Explain why 
here scares you." 


"Just listen to what | have to say, okay?" Terron hastily said. "We can 
talk about my problems later. I-I just need to get something out of my 
head and | need someone to listen to me. So just let me talk for a 
moment." 


"Fine," Impetus replied. "Talk to me. I'll listen and wait." 


Terron gave a wry smile as he let out a deep breath. He sat down on 
the floor. He expected Impetus to do the same, but she remained 
standing. 


"Well, | guess there's two things | want to talk about," Terron began 
to say. "First off, as I've said countless times, this place terrifies me. 
Something about here just isn't right. The ominous atmosphere is 
about as noticeable as a thick fog. You can feel it when you see the 
entrance... when you wander around the inside... when you look at 
Yimtri and his members... even as you try to fall asleep. It bothers 


me, to put it lightly. But, no one else seems to be affected. No one's 
having the same reaction as | am. | mean, you can feel it, can't you?" 


"Yes, | feel it," Impetus said. "It's a powerful, overwhelming energy. It 
follows you." 


"Then how come you aren't bothered by it?" Terron then asked. 


"| am bothered by the energy," Impetus replied. "It follows me and 
wishes to suffocate me. It makes strange images appear in my mind. 
But, | know we won't stay here long. When we leave, it will no longer 
stalk me. Knowing that gives me the strength to pretend it doesn't 
exist. If we were to stay here for a few days, then I'd say something. 
But one day is a time | can tolerate." 


"| guess you have a point," Terron said quietly. "| Know | can't tolerate 
things as well as you, but | guess knowing that helps a little." 


Terron looked toward the door for a moment, thinking he heard 
somebody walk by. But as it turned out, it was just his imagination. 
This was the fifth time he thought he heard someone since he came 
to Dusk Mines. Paranoia started to overcome the Cubone, but he 
fought it off the best he could. 


"Anyway, second thing," Terron said. "You know that Erebus Woods 
place? Well, | found out that there's something really, really wrong 
with that place. More than here, in fact. If that's even possible." 


"What's wrong with that place?" Impetus asked curiously. "Besides it 
being a Mystery Dungeon." 


"Well, a lot of things actually," Terron said timidly. "It's not like the 
other dungeons. It's... it's a death trap. Yimtri said... that... that if we 
die there... we actually die. And we're going there tomorrow. We're 
going to this monster forest with everything there trying to kill us!" 


Terron's hands trembled. 


"What... What are we going to do?!" he whimpered. "I don't want to 
go there! Especially not with Yimtri! | don't want to be with that 
creepy guy in that creepy forest!" 


Impetus stared at Terron, her expression unreadable. Terron panted 
as he attempted to calm down, trying to get the images of Erebus 
Woods out of his head. He clutched the sides of his skull as he 
looked at Impetus, waiting for her answer. There was a look of 
desperation in his eyes. He just wanted some kind of reaction out of 
her. He wanted her words of wisdom to help him through this. 


"We could ask to not do the mission," Impetus suggested. "If you feel 
so strongly to stay away from Erebus Woods, why not tell Yimtri 
that?" 


Terron glanced at the ground. The idea sounded appealing to him, 
but he already saw a problem with it. 


"| guess we could..." Terron said reluctantly. "I just don't want to get 
our leaders mad at us. This is kind of an important mission for the 
Fellowship since we're getting their main source of bribery material. | 
mean, I'm sure someone else can do the mission if we decline, but 
still... | feel a little bad about neglecting our duties because I'm being 
such a coward." 


"If your fear overwhelms your ability to perform properly, then it's 
best to abort the mission," Impetus said. "The leaders will 
understand. And hopefully, so will Yimtri." 


Terron let out a sigh as he thought about Impetus's words. She was 
right. Having himself in this terrified condition wasn't exactly a good 
idea. There'd be more of an opportunity to mess up on the mission if 
he was so paralyzed in fear. The leaders of his Fellowship would 
understand his reasoning. 


"Yeah... | Suppose you're right," Terron said. "Tomorrow... I'll... I'll tell 
Yimtri | don't wanna do this mission." 


"And the others," Impetus added. 
Terron grit his teeth. 


"You have to, or else they won't want to abandon the mission," 
Impetus said seriously. "You need to tell them why we're leaving. Get 
their Support." 


"... fine," Terron said quietly. "I'll tell them in the morning." 


Yimtri's Office 


The Sableye sat in his chair in the dead of the night, staring absently 
ahead of him. He was not asleep, for something was troubling his 
mind. His mind was normally clouded with so many strange 
thoughts, but right now, something more troubling than usual was 
lingering in his mind. 


Yimtri put a claw on his head as he tapped his other claw against the 
surface of his desk. 


"Erebus..." Yimtri said to himself. "Why did he have such a strange 
reaction to that name?" 


The Sableye continued to tap his claw against the desk, thinking to 
himself. Just then, he saw someone coming through the door. It 
turned out to be a Lampent, carrying a Turtwig in its arms. The 
Lampent seemed tired and on the verge of passing out, but it 
managed to somehow stay awake. It gently set the more animated 
Turtwig on the floor before bringing its attention to Yimtri. 


"She wished to see you," the Lampent said. "She wouldn't say why, 
but she wanted to come here. Sorry if we woke you up, my liege." 


"No, | wasn't sleeping," Yimtri assured. "It's fine. Thank you for your 
concerns." 


The Lampent nodded before drifting out the door to give the two their 
privacy. Yimtri glanced at his member, who was staring at him 
uneasily. 


"How come you're still awake, Chloe?" Yimtri asked curiously. "I 
believe everyone's retired for the night already." 


"Well, you're still awake," Chloe stated blandly. 


"True," Yimtri said thoughtfully. "But, that's beside the point. What 
brings you here?" 


The Turtwig glanced at the ground and pawed at it, frowning 
unpleasantly. Yimtri slid out of his chair and approached her. He 
knew she only acted this way whenever something was worrying her. 
In fact... all of his members tended to act this way whenever they 
were troubled. And each time, whenever they spoke with him, he'd 
always react the same way; he'd wait for them to speak on their own. 


Several minutes passed before the Turtwig finally said a word. 


"... [heard you were going to Erebus Woods tomorrow with those 
Aurora Fellowship members," Chloe mumbled. 


"Ah, so you know," Yimtri stated, not sounding very surprised. "Not 
that | mind of course. May | ask who told you? I'm quite curious as to 
how that information spread so quickly." 


"One of the ghost members heard you talking to those Pokémon, 
and | guess he told everyone about it," Chloe said carelessly. 


She glanced up at the Sableye. Her eyes were filled with a strange 
mix of melancholy and wonder. 


"How come you're going instead of one of us?" Chloe asked. "You 
never go there. The last time you went there was five years ago. And 
when you went there, you... yeah." 


Yimtri suddenly felt an aching in his mind. It wasn't a physical pain, 
but it felt just as uncomfortable as one. It was as though some 
intangible force was crawling inside his brain. He groaned as he 
rubbed the hurting spot, feeling the strange thoughts in his mind 
beginning to intensify. When Chloe saw this, she grimaced. 


"Are you going to be alright?" she asked. "| mean, | can leave if it's 
going to get bad..." 


"No, it's fine," Yimtri assured hastily. "I'll be fine. Give it a moment to 
go away." 


Chloe nodded reluctantly. The two kept quiet as the headache slowly 
subsided, leaving Yimtri's mind at peace once more. His mind was 
still filled with the abnormality that was always there, but at least 
now, it wasn't being amplified. He let out an exhausted sigh when it 
was all over. 


"Apologies for that," Yimtri said. "Now, back to the matter that 
concerns you." 


The Turtwig nodded as she gave her leader her full attention. 


"What this unnamed member told everyone is true," Yimtri began to 
say. "I'm accompanying the five to Erebus Woods. To be honest, | 
was considering the thought of sending one of you with them. | can 
think of many of you who would do well in that place. Certainly, 
they'd be better suited there than me for a number of reasons... But 
all of that changed when one of those Aurora Town members said 
something very unusual. He mentioned something that caught my 
attention, and due to that, | want to gain as much insight as possible 
from that one member. He'll be leaving after this mission ends 
however, and | doubt he'll come back here again. The child is 
terrified of this place, and | can honestly say | don't blame him. So, 
the only way to get the information | want from him is to be around 
him. The only way | knew | could do that was to come on the mission 
with him. After all, once the mission ends, he and his team will leave. 
They won't want to stay here for much longer. That's why | must go 


on this mission rather than one of you: to Know more about that 
child.” 


"What's so important that you have to go?" Chloe asked curiously. 


"I'm afraid | can't tell you that," Yimtri said uncomfortably. "As much 
as it pains me to keep information hidden from all of you, this is 
something | can't let any of you know. It's unfortunate... but you need 
to trust me when | say there's a good reason behind it." 


The Turtwig frowned glumly, but nodded in understanding. 


"Will you be okay going there?’ Chloe asked. "| mean, you know 
what happened last time you went there. | wasn't there to see it, but 
some of the others told me about it. Just hearing about it sounded so 
terrifying..." 


She trembled at the thought. When Yimtri saw this, he put a claw on 
her head to put her at ease. 


"Don't worry," Yimtri said quietly. "Somehow... everything will be 
fine." 


The next morning, Terron felt someone poking his side. He tried to 
swat them away, but the poking persisted. Terron shut his eyes 
tighter as he curled into a ball. He didn't want to wake up. He only 
got five hours of sleep, and he only managed to fall asleep due to 
how exhausted he was. He wanted more rest. 


“Come on, Terron!" Syn's voice whined. "Wake up! It's breakfast 
time!" 


Terron, realizing he couldn't stay asleep, slowly opened his 
bloodshot eyes. He took the blankets off his head and tiredly sat up. 
He found Syn standing next to him, who seemed rather worn out. 
However, Terron knew it wasn't because the Snivy didn't get sleep: it 


was because he hadn't been in the sun for so long. His sagging tail 
was proof of that. 


Terron looked around the room to find that the others were already 
up and eating their meals in bed. 


"When did everybody get breakfast?" Terron asked as he rubbed his 
eyes. 


"Oh, the ghosts bring it to us," Syn answered. "They're bringing our 
food here since we're visitors. If you wanna get something to eat, 
just wait for one of them to come here and they'll get you something. 
They've got some really good food here." 


Terron wasn't very thrilled at the thought of ghosts going in and out 
of the room at any given time, but there wasn't anything he could do 
about it. Plus, he felt rather hungry from staying up so late without 
any food. He could use something to satisfy his hunger. 


Terron nodded in understanding. Syn sat next to Terron as he 
waited, silently playing with his hands. 


Only a few minutes passed before a Yamask drifted through a wall 
and came over to Terron. 


"Did you want some breakfast?" the Yamask asked. "! don't believe 
we've served you yet." 


"Yeah, | guess I'll have something to eat," Terron shrugged. "I'll take 
whatever you guys have. | don't really have anything in particular 
that | want." 


The Yamask nodded before disappearing through the solid rock 
once more. 


"They'd better not get me something really weird," Terron said witha 
frown. "This place is already creepy enough.” 


"They had some good stuff," Syn commented. "Had a lot of things 
I've never heard of though. Like... there was something here that 
they gave me called watermelon. It was really big and it was really 
watery. It still tasted good though." 


"| suppose,” Terron shrugged. "So, how are you liking this place? It's 
pretty different than Aurora Town, isn't it?" 


"Yeah... it is," Syn said nervously. "It's different alright." 


The Snivy shifted uncomfortably in his seat. As soon as Terron saw 
this, he remembered what he and Impetus had been talking about 
the night before. Terron, though feeling awkward, decided to bring up 
the subject with Syn. Perhaps starting with him would be a good 
start. Then, if all went well, maybe he'd get the motivation to talk to 
Zekra about abandoning the mission. 


"What's your opinion about going to that Erebus Woods dungeon?" 
Terron asked. "| mean, that's our mission. How do you think we'll 
do?" 


"| think we'll be okay," Syn answered. "We've gone through so many 
dungeons before. This one shouldn't be any different. We've even 
gone on collecting missions. It's not hard." 


"Yeah, we have," Terron said. "And, you were always the one to find 
the items so quickly. No one could spot them faster than you could." 


"Yeah, it's a talent of mine," Syn remarked. "My parents and | played 
a lot of hide-and-go-seek, and | could find them so easily, even when 
they were trying their best to stay hidden. Finding stuff isn't that 
different from finding Pokémon." 


The Snivy smiled wistfully, his eyes dulling as he began reminiscing 
in the past. Terron felt his heart sink. 


"I'm glad you kept that talent," Terron said quietly. "But... we don't 
have to do this mission you know." 


Syn blinked and stared at the Cubone oddly. 


"If we want, we can forfeit the mission and go back home," Terron 
said. "I... | was actually considering doing that and | wanted to know 
what you thought." 


"Why...?" Syn said slowly. "Why would you want to leave the 
mission? Why don't you want to go searching for evolution stones?" 


Terron squeezed his eyes shut as he swallowed hard. He had to talk 
about what was going through his head. He had to... or else they 
were going to Erebus Woods. 


"Syn..." Terron started to say, refusing to open his eyes. "Erebus 
Woods isn't a normal place." 


"Well of course not," Syn replied. "It's a Mystery Dungeon. Those 
places are pretty different." 


"No, that's not what | mean," Terron said. "Erebus... It's... It's... it's a 
place... a place... that..." 


Just then, the Yamask returned with Terron's meal. It swooped down 
to him before giving him a plate full of various, sliced fruits. Terron 
gently took the plate from the ghost and watched it leave the room 
once more. After it was gone, he started to eat his meal in an 
attempt to calm down. 


"What were you saying, Terron?" Syn asked curiously. 


The Cubone looked at the Snivy, his mouth too full of food to say 
anything. He stared at Syn for a moment, suddenly losing the nerve 
of convincing Syn to abort the mission. Would telling Syn about 
Erebus Woods really make him want to leave the mission? The kid 
had gone through so much already. Surely, he wouldn't be so 
convinced by the fact that he could die. His very introduction to the 
Fellowship was having a close encounter with their sworn enemy... 


But he should still know. Terron reasoned with himself. He should 
know the truth. Just because the kid's been through more trauma 
than me doesn't mean he won't mind the dungeon. He needs to 
know the risks... the risks that Yimtri didn't tell anyone. 


A horrifying realization came to Terron's mind. 


Why didn't Yimtri tell anyone else besides me about Erebus Woods? 
Is it because he thought we might abandon the mission if he told us? 
Why would he care about that? He knows some other team will just 
come here in a few days and do the mission instead. Why... why 
didn't he tell anyone? Is he hiding something from us? 


Maybe... 
Maybe we really do need to get out of this mission. 


"Terron?" Syn asked as he waved a hand in front of the Cubone's 
face. "You're zoning out and I'm trying to ask you something." 


Terron swallowed down his food and cleared his throat. 


"Listen, we... we Can't go on the mission," Terron said uneasily. "We 
can't go." 


"Why not?" Syn asked. "You keep saying that, but you never say 
why." 


"Because if we go into that dungeon, there's a good chance we're 
going to die!" Terron blurted out. 


Terron's eyes grew at his sudden outburst. He hadn't said it very 
loudly thankfully, so the others didn't hear his words. But, he was still 
surprised that he had said the truth so bluntly. It felt so odd talking 
about what was exactly on his mind after keeping his thoughts 
locked away for so long. 


Syn gave Terron a confused stare. 


"Well of course we might die," Syn said. "There's always a chance 
that'll happen in dungeons. But, we always get revived right before 
we go to the spirit world, remember? We've had that happen to us a 
few times. It's nothing to worry about. Why so worried about it now?" 


Terron shook his head. He was about to explain what he meant, but 
before he could, he saw the door open. Yimtri walked in and stopped 
in the middle of the room. He carried a grey satchel, which Terron 
assumed was filled with items for the trip. 


"It seems all of you are awake," Yimtri said in a pleased tone. "I'm 
glad to Know that. It means | won't have to wake any of you up." 


He gave his devious smile as the five got out of their beds and 
stopped next to him. Terron stayed the farthest away from the 
Sableye, hoping that he wouldn't get spotted. He knew he needed to 
talk to Yimtri, but the very second he looked at the Sableye, the 
thought disappeared and nervousness took over. 


"Are all of you ready to go to Erebus Woods?" Yimtri asked. 


"Yep! We sure are!" Zekra said cheerfully as she showed him the 
bag that was strapped around her. "Ready when you are!" 


"I'm glad to hear that," Yimtri said. "Well, before we get going, | have 
a little present to give to you, Zekra." 


The Sableye reached into his satchel and pulled out a strange, violet 
gem attached to a leathery string. Yimtri took the object and tied it 
around Zekra' neck, making sure it was secure and stayed 
comfortably in place at the front of Zekra's chest. He took a step 
back to marvel the necklace. 


"What is this?" Zekra asked curiously as she touched the jewel. 
"It's a Deception Amulet," Yimtri said with a grin. "It's a rare treasure 


that amplifies the illusion abilities your kind have. | haven't had a use 
for it in such a long time. There was a Zoroark who once wore it 


when he worked here for a time, but he's gone now, and the amulet 
remained without a user. But now, you're here." 


"Thanks!" Zekra smiled. "I'll test it out right now!" 


Zekra's body became covered in the pink light. The second she 
started to transform, the amulet gave off its own purple aura that 
quickly fused into her aura. The pink light shifted to the dark color as 
Zekra's form changed rapidly. When the light went away, Zekra was 
now a Duskull, a Pokémon she hadn't seen in hours. She was a 
perfect replica of such a Pokémon, absolutely no flaws in her 
appearance. When Zekra saw this, she laughed triumphantly. 


"I... [can turn into Pokémon that aren't in front of me!" Zekra cried. "I 
can see them so clearly in my head now! I'm not having problems!" 


"You couldn't do that already?" Yimtri asked curiously. "| always 
thought all Zorua could do that at your age." 


"Well, not me," Zekra shrugged. "I guess | was a bit behind on that 
stuff. But now that | have this amulet, that's not a problem! | bet | 
could use their abilities too if | really wanted!" 


Zekra immediately changed back into her normal form. 


"Thanks again!" Zekra said happily. "But what's it for? Seems kinda 
random to just give to me." 


"Oh, it's for nothing special," Yimtri said dismissively. "Think of it as 
a... thank you for visiting us. Besides, the amulet needs someone 
who can actually use it. | tried to give it to the other Zoroark, but he 
wouldn't take it. He said it made him too powerful, and he didn't want 
that." 


"Wonder why he wouldn't want that," Zekra wondered. 


"| may never know," Yimtri shrugged before turning around. "Now, 
since all of you are prepared, | believe it's time to depart from here. 


It's time to go to Erebus Woods." 


The Sableye led the way as the others followed. As they walked, 
Terron couldn't help but stare at Zekra's new item. Why had she truly 
received it? There was no way Yimtri would simply give her an item 
of such value for no apparent reason. There had to be a motive. 


Yet, no matter how much Terron wondered, he couldn't find an 
answer. 


As the group made their way through the mine, Terron noticed 
another trio of Pokemon coming up behind them. It consisted of a 
Zangoose, Combusken, and a Turtwig. They ran past Terron and the 
others before stopping in front of the Sableye. They all panted 
heavily as Yimtri stopped and stared at all of them oddly. Team 
Vendetta and Vantis did the same and observed the scene in 
silence. 


"Is something the matter?" Yimtri asked. 


"No, nothing's wrong," the Zangoose said after it caught its breath. 
"We just wanted to see you before you go." 


"And it looks like we got to see you just in time," the Combusken 
said. 


"Wanted to see me before | go...?" Yimtri repeated strangely. 
"Yeah," the Zangoose said. "Chloe saw you leaving and thought it 
would be nice to see you. So she called us up and made us come 
see you before you left." 


"And to wish you good luck on the mission," the Turtwig named 
Chloe added. "I thought you might like it." 


Yimtri chuckled for a moment. He looked upon his members and 
gave them his usual unnerving smile. 


"| appreciate your words, my fellow followers," Yimtri replied. "Thank 
you. I'll see all of you later today." 


The three nodded as their happy smiles quickly changed into the 
eerie expressions Terron saw upon entering the Fellowship. They all 
looked like such different Pokemon now. Terron never would have 
believed these Pokémon had said such kind words to their leader if 
he hadn't seen how normal they looked just seconds ago. They had 
changed so quickly... 


The trio ran off to go about their day as the group continued their 
way out of the Fellowship. As they walked, Terron saw many 
members giving their goodbyes to Yimtri. Just about everyone they 
passed by seemed to say at least one kind word to their leader with 
such a cheerful face before immediately reverting back into their 
creepy ways. Terron wasn't really sure whether he should have been 
more concerned with the rapid mood changing or the fact that 
everyone insisted on saying something to their leader. 


Eventually, the six made it outside. The sun shined upon them, 
nearly blinding Terron. He had become so used to the dark, that it 
came as areal shock to see light again. He squinted his eyes as he 
slowly let his eyes adjust. The others also seemed to be recovering 
from the sudden light, except Yimtri. He simply stood there, staring 
off into the distance as his cape gently swayed in the wind. He 
wasn't affected by the light at all. 


As Terron gained his eyesight back, he noticed the surroundings of 
Dusk Mines for the first time. Just as King described long ago, the 
place truly was isolated from the rest of the world. There were no 
cities in sight, for as far as the land stretched. All that was around 
were endless fields with mountains lining their sides and the 
occasional group of trees growing somewhere along the way. Each 
section of the field seemed to grow something different, such as 
wheat or sunflowers. There were no roads going through any of 
these fields. It was only what nature intended. 


Yet, despite the peace expected from such a scene, Terron couldn't 
feel that peace. He could only feel the ever-present ominous 
atmosphere coming from the Fellowship. It completely corrupted any 
feelings of serenity he might have had. 


Terron looked back at Yimtri to find he was already wandering away 
with the group. They were heading somewhere west of the 
mountain, away from the open fields Terron was viewing. Hastily, 
Terron went after the five, not wanting to get left behind. 


"You kids excited about the mission?" Vantis asked Team Vendetta 
with a smile. "We get to go collect the Fellowship's favorite bribery 
material! And, with the very leader of Dusk Mines! How cool is that?" 


"Yeah, I'm pretty excited!" Zekra replied. "I can't wait to try out the 
amulet! It'll be so awesome! I'll get to slaughter everyone who gets in 
my way with my new illusion powers!" 


She let out a laugh and smiled at the thought of bloodshed. 


"The mission seems interesting,” Impetus stated. "It's a task we've 
never done before. Though | feel reluctant about going to this 
dungeon, I'll do my best." 


"| agree with Impetus," Syn added. "I'm a little nervous, but | bet we'll 
be fine. Plus, we have you and Yimtri to protect us if anything goes 
wrong. You guys must be really strong if you're leaders!" 


"Heh yeah, we are," Vantis chuckled. "At least, | think I'm pretty 
tough. Don't know about Yimtri though since I've never seen him 
battle." 


"I'm quite powerful," Yimtri said carelessly, not giving much of his 
attention to the ones behind him. "You'll see the truth of my words 
once we enter the dungeon." 


Vantis shrugged at the remark as he and Team Vendetta brought 
their eyes to Terron. 


"How are you feeling, Terron?" Vantis asked. "You ready for this 
awesome adventure?" 


Terron snapped out of his thoughts and glanced at the four. 
"Oh, yeah I'm ready," Terron said, faking a smile. "I'm ready." 


"That's good to hear," Vantis smiled. "Looks like everyone's good for 
the mission. This will be quite an adventure with the six of us! And 
the four of you can tell me all about yourselves while we're in the 
dungeon! | really want to know all about our newest members!" 


As Vantis and Team Vendetta chatted among one another, Terron 
kept looking at Yimtri from the very back of the group. The Sableye 
wasn't saying a word and kept his eyes ahead of him at all times. It 
seemed he was in no mood to talk. Terron knew he needed to talk to 
the Sableye right now if he wanted to get out of his mission, but he 
found he still couldn't bring up the topic. The fear plagued his 
thoughts and urged him to talk, but his tongue remained bound. 
Every time he opened his mouth to say something, he'd lose all of 
his courage in an instant and would have to remain silent. 


After the group managed to get five minutes west of the Fellowship, 
Yimtri paused for a moment. The rest of the group did the same and 
looked at him curiously. He wandered off a ways before stopping 
nearby a strange sight the team hadn't noticed until now. 


"We've arrived," Yimtri said, presenting the destination to the team 
with an outstretched claw. "Behold, Erebus Woods." 


Erebus Woods looked nothing like a forest; its entrance looked more 
like a cave than anything else. The slender trees curled inward and 
their branches intertwined with one another, forming a tunnel of 
darkness. One could not see anything within the forest, no matter 
how close they were to the entrance. The tree roots crept like 
tentacles across the ground, each covered in sickly moss. They 
seemed to reach out to the group, as if waiting to grab them at the 
first given chance. 


The appearance of the forest, however, was not nearly as menacing 
as the aura of darkness which flowed from it. It was an aura he had 
felt since the day he arrived at the Dusk Mines Fellowship, but 
standing at the doorstep to this terrible forest made him wonder if he 
had found the source. Terron could actually fee/ the forest draining 
out any remaining trace of his livelihood, as though it were a living 
Spirit that fed upon the hope and happiness of any creature who 
would draw near. He turned to his teammates to find that they, too, 
showed clear signs of feeling this dreadful aura. 


That is, except Yimtri. In fact, he seemed to grow even more 
disturbing just by standing near the entrance. Nothing about the 
Sableye had changed, but for some reason, Terron felt even more 
terrified of the Sableye. The very air around him was becoming much 
more unnerving and seemed to join with the dungeon's atmosphere. 


"This place is a lot closer to Dusk Mines than | expected," Vantis 
remarked. 


"Yes, yes it is," Yimtri replied. 
Yimtri gazed into the dark tunnel of trees. 


"Whenever you five are ready, we shall depart," he said. "Whatever 
you do, do not get separated. Erebus Woods is an enormous 
dungeon. If you get lost... we're never going to find you. Don't make 
me report to your leaders that | lost one of their members." 


"Isn't that kind of true for all dungeons?" Syn then asked. "I mean, if 
you get separated, you get trapped in the dungeon and then we 
have to get you. So, why are you warning us about this?" 


"Just a precaution | wish to warn you of in case you didn't know," 
Yimtri said indifferently. 


The Sableye continued to stand there, waiting for the group to join 
him. Slowly, the Pokemon went up to the entrance and waited for 
Yimtri's cue to enter inside. However, he never gave his command, 


for Terron was still standing far away from the dungeon. He was 
frozen in place. 


"Terron, it's time to go," Yimtri said. "Come here so | can bring you 
inside the woods of Erebus." 


Terron shook his head, too scared to say anything. Yimtri frowned as 
he went up to the Cubone. 


"You came here to complete a mission, did you not?" Yimtri asked. 
"Y-Yeah..." Terron said quietly. 


"Then why won't you come with your team?" Yimtri asked. "They 
wish to complete the mission." 


The Sableye's eyes glinted for a brief second. 


"It's because of what | told you about the woods, isn't it?" he asked, 
lowering his voice. 


Terron nodded. The Sableye stared at him with a blank expression 
before starting to laugh. He attempted to hold back his laughter, but 
Terron could still hear the muffled sounds of amusement. 


"You know | wasn't telling the truth, don't you?" Yimtri chuckled. "It 
was a lie | fabricated to frighten you. It's something | do to visitors 
every so often. That's how Sableye are; we scare others for 
amusement. Don't believe my silly ghost stories. No Mystery 
Dungeon can truly kill anybody." 


Terron didn't know what to say. Part of him was relieved that all of 
that disturbing information was a lie. He had been worried over 
absolutely nothing, and letting go of that absurd knowledge took a 
great load off him. He wanted to smile, but there was another part of 
him that was still suspicious. When Yimtri had told Terron about 
Erebus Woods, he wasn't smiling like he was now. He had been so 
serious, something he normally didn't look like. He always appeared 


to be disturbing, yet at that moment he told Terron about Erebus 
Woods... none of that was there. 


Terron continued to stand there, trying to figure out what to believe. 
"Come on, Terron!" Zekra called over. "We've got a mission to do!" 
"Yes, come Terron," Yimtri said. "We can't stay here all day." 
Terron refused to move. 


"Terron!" Yimtri suddenly shouted, his smile disappearing as urgency 
seeped into his voice. "It's time to go!" 


The Sableye abruptly grabbed Terron's wrist and started to drag him 
off to the dungeon. Terron tried to squirm out of his grip and tried to 
beat him with his bone, but nothing worked. Yimtri's cold grasp on 
Terron wasn't relenting. 


" [-l don't wanna go!" Terron cried desperately. "! don't wanna die! 
! don't want this mission anymore! Let me go! | don't want to go 
in there!" 


"Terron, stop resisting!" Yimtri snapped, becoming increasingly 
uneasy. "You have to go inside! You don't have a choice anymore! 
We have to go now!" 


"What's going on with you two?" Zekra asked oddly. "Why are you 
guys acting so funny? What are you talking about?" 


" We're going to die if we go in the dungeon!" Terron yelled 
frantically. "Everything there Is trying to kill us and If we die, we 
die for real!" 


"Wh... What do you mean?!" Zekra asked, taken aback by the 
information. "That... that's a joke, right? It's just some sick joke, 
right?!" 


"Everyone! Get inside the dungeon!" Yimtri ordered. "Stop stalling!" 


"Yimtri, what's going on?" Zekra asked hesitantly. "Is what Terron 
said true? Why do you want us to go inside so badly?" 


Yimtri grit his teeth as he looked toward the dungeon. Suddenly, he 
saw a flash of light go off within the forest. It only lasted for a second, 
but in that one second, he saw something coming toward them. His 
grip on Terron tightened, nearly cutting off the Cubone's circulation. 


"No... it's too late! We stayed here too long!" Yimtri cried in despair. 
"It's coming!" 


"What's coming?" Zekra asked fearfully. 


Yimtri glanced back at the group of cowering Pokémon. His eyes 
shined dangerously. 


"Everyone! Grab onto somebody!" Yimtri said hastily. "And no matter 
what you do-" 


Before he could finish, a decaying vine grabbed Terron's leg. It 
quickly pulled him back, making him collapse onto the ground as it 
dragged him into the dungeon. Yimtri, who was still holding Terron, 
also started to get dragged into the dark abyss. But, he refused to go 
down without a fight. He dug his feet into the ground as he raised his 
free claw into the air. Dark energy encased his claw before he 
swiped at the vine, effectively severing it. It disappeared back inside 
the dungeon as Terron panted heavily, horrified by what had just 
happened. 


But, he wasn't allowed to rest for long. Not even a second later, five 
thorny branches shot out of the darkness. All of them reached for 
Yimtri and quickly wrapped around his body, somehow managing to 
prevent him from phasing out of them and binding his limbs from 
further movement. They proceeded to drag him into the dungeon, 
but he wasn't their only captive. Yimtri hadn't let go of Terron, and 
because of this, Terron also found himself getting sucked into the 
forest. He tried to get out of the Sableye's grip, but the leader 
refused to release him. 


"Let me go! Let me go!" Terron shrieked. 
The Sableye shook his head. 
"| can't do that," Yimtri said. "For your sake and mine." 


Terron continued to pull away anyway, but nothing could be done to 
loosen the Sableye's grip. 


"Terron!" Syn cried. 


The Snivy's vines shot out of his collar as he wrapped them around 
Terron. He attempted to pull the Cubone out of Yimtri's grasp, but 
was quick to find that his idea backfired. The plants were far too 
strong for the little Snivy and soon, the child was being dragged into 
Erebus Woods with Terron and Yimtri. He released one of his vines 
and aimed it at one of his teammates so they could pull him and 
Terron away from the Sableye. 


But before the vine could reach his friends, more branches came out 
of the forest. One of them slashed his vine with a thorn, cutting it toa 
severely short length. Syn screamed in horror at the sight of his 
maimed vine as he kicked around frantically. But, it was no use. He 
was taken away from the outside world with Terron and Yimtri. The 
last thing he saw as he was dragged away was his teammates 
grabbing each other as the living plants ensnared them. 


After that, everything went dark. 


An unknown amount of time passed before Terron found he could 
move again. When he opened his eyes, he found he couldn't see 
anything. There was nothing but darkness. He tried to move his 
hands in front of his face, but he couldn't tell they were there. He 
could feel a cool surface resting against his back, but he couldn't tell 
what it was. He could hear water running all around him, but he 
didn't know where it was coming from. Everything was black. 


"Ah, you're awake," a familiar voice said. "| was wondering how long 
it would take you to regain consciousness." 


Terron looked toward the source of the voice to find two glowing 
lights next to him. Upon seeing them, he scowled fiercely. Memories 
of his last moments in the outside world came rushing to mind. 


"Why did you drag me down here?!" he cried as he sat up. "I told you 
| didn't want to be here! Yet you went ahead and forced me to come 
anyway! Why?!" 


He heard Yimtri sigh and dig through his bag. After listening to the 
sounds of him shuffling through the items, a light appeared. In the 
Sableye's hand was a glass sphere of purple fire. It glowed brightly, 
giving off a wider radius of light than the Light Ball ever had. The 
flame burned endlessly within the object, somehow not needing 
oxygen or fuel to stay alive. Yimtri rolled the ball in his hands as he 
watched the fire flicker. His body was covered in scratches, but the 
Sableye seemed to pay no mind to that. 


"| didn't Know for sure if you wanted to abandon your mission," Yimtri 
explained. "| knew you were terrified of this place, but | didn't Know if 
that was going to stop you. But, you told me the truth too late, and 
Erebus didn't want to wait for us..." 


"It... didn't want to wait for us?" Terron repeated. "What does that 
mean?" 


Yimtri glanced at his surroundings, followed by Terron. It seemed 
they were inside of some kind of cave where the trees grew 
alongside the walls and hung down from the ceiling. Their bark was 
covered in thick moss and their roots spread into a small channel of 
water going through the area. Terron and Yimtri were sitting on one 
of the many rocks nearby the water. 


"Hey, wait," Terron started to say. "Why is this place so different from 
the outside? | mean, | Know Erebus Woods never looked like a 
normal forest to begin with, but it wasn't like this..." 


"Erebus Woods is a special kind of dungeon," Yimtri replied. "It's not 
restricted to just the forest. It also stretches into the mountain behind 
the exterior. Every ten sectors of this dungeon is a different 
environment. Based on what | can gather, we're somewhere in the 
second set of sectors. The first ten would have been a forest out in 
the open. | wonder how far the others were dragged down..." 


"What are you talking about?" Terron asked. "You keep saying weird 
stuff like that." 


Yimtri looked at Terron. Once again, he no longer seemed to be the 
Sableye Terron saw at Dusk Mines. He was different. There was no 
longer a disturbing tone in his voice. 


"Like | said last night, Erebus Woods is different from other Mystery 
Dungeons," Yimtri said. "It's not limited to the inside either. If you 
stand outside the dungeon for too long, the dungeon will drag you 
into its depths. It won't wait for you to enter whenever you please. 
That's why | was rushing you to go inside. If we were to go in 
willingly, then we all could have stayed together and started at the 
very beginning. But now... because we stalled... everyone's been 
separated into different areas of the dungeon. The only reason why 
the three of us are on the same sector is because | refused to let you 
get separated, and your friend performed such a similar action with 
his vines." 


At that moment, Terron remembered how Syn had grabbed onto him 
before they all disappeared into the dungeon. The Cubone looked 
around and found the Snivy passed out behind them. His vines lay 
on the ground besides him, completely lifeless. 


Terron rushed over to Syn and gently shook him awake. 


"It's odd that it's only us here," Yimtri stated. "| suspected we would 
have been attacked by now. Being dragged down here with the 
dungeon rendering you unconscious, and then attacked by the 
denizens of the dungeon... is a common way to die here. I'd say this 
a rather fortunate turn of events... a miracle I'd say. Just like how the 


three of us managed to stay together in the same spot rather than be 
spread out throughout the sector. How blessed we must be." 


Terron pretended he didn't hear the comment. He continued to wake 
up Syn and watched as the Snivy sluggishly came back to his 
senses. Syn opened his eyes as he tiredly looked around. 


"Where are we?" Syn asked. "What is... this place?" 


"You're in the second group of sectors of Erebus Woods," Yimtri said 
as he came over. "You were brought here by the dungeon after you 
tried to save Terron. You remember that, don't you?" 


"Yeah, | do," Syn said slowly. "And that branch... it cut up my vine." 


Syn withdrew his vines back inside him, but brought the injured one 
into his hands. He tried to make the vine grow, but its length only 
increased by a few inches. It had been severed far too much to be of 
any real use now. He carefully caressed the plant. 


"| didn't feel it when it got cut up," Syn said. "But... what am | going 
to do now? Will it ever grow back? This hasn't happened to me 
before." 


"It'll heal, but it needs time," Yimtri assured. "Give it a few days, and 
the vine should be in near perfect condition once more. | have a 
member who has had part of her inner plant damaged multiple times. 
It always grew back, no matter the damage." 


Syn nodded reluctantly as the vine disappeared inside him. He got to 
his feet and looked around the dungeon. 


"Where's everyone else?" he asked. "| saw them getting wrapped up 
in those branches you were wrapped up in, but they're not here..." 


"They're in another part of the dungeon," Yimtri replied. "I'm sure of 
it. Escaping the grasps of Erebus is a near impossible task. When it 


sees you outside its domain, it refuses to let you run free. You saw 
what happens when it grows impatient." 


Syn cringed and stared at the Sableye uncomfortably. 


"Terron was saying that we really do die if we die here," Syn said 
nervously. "Is that really true...? Are we really going to die?" 


The Sableye glanced at his fiery orb and frowned unpleasantly. 


"... yes, you'll die if you're not careful," Yimtri said bluntly. "That was 
no lie | told your friend." 


"Why didn't you tell anyone that?!" Syn cried. "You told Terron, but 
you didn't tell the rest of us! Why didn't you say anything?! Why did 
you hide that from us?! It would have been nice to know! Now we're 
all going to die here!" 


Syn trembled as he finished yelling. He closed his eyes and hugged 
Terron. He buried his head into the Cubone, and while he wasn't 
crying, he whimpered something inaudible. Terron looked over at 
Yimtri, also feeling the same despair Syn felt. Yet, he tried to be 
brave. He couldn't wimp out like he had earlier that day and the 
previous night. He needed to be strong for the Snivy. That was the 
only thing that was preventing Terron from having a breakdown right 
now. 


"Really, why didn't you tell anyone?" Terron asked. "Do your own 
members not know either? Are you the only one who knows?" 


Yimtri stepped away from Terron and went over to the water's edge. 
He glanced at his reflection in the murky water. 


"My members know of this place and its sinister ways," Yimtri started 
to say. "This place isn't a secret to my members. | would never lie to 
them about anything. They know everything | Know about here. We 
simply don't tell outsiders the true nature of Erebus Woods or else 
they'll panic and end up in situations like these." 


"Then why did you tell me?" Terron asked. "Why didn't you keep the 
secret from me? And why couldn't your members just get the stones 
for the other Fellowships? You don't have to send other Fellowship 
members into this place. | mean, if you don't want outsiders to panic, 
why not just send your members, who know so much about this 
place?" 

The Sableye glanced at the Cubone, his expression unreadable. 
"Zekra still has your bag, correct?" Yimtri asked, getting off subject. 
"Yeah... she does," Terron said oddly. 

"Did your team pack an Escape Orb?" Yimtri continued to ask. 

"No, we didn't," Terron answered. "We didn't think we'd need one." 


Yimtri looked down the stream of water, where the deeper parts of 
the dungeon lay. 


"We need to find the others," Yimtri said. "| have an Escape Orb, but 
it'll only work for us. If we want to rescue the others, then we must 
find them. They're probably further into the dungeon. Or at least, | 
can only hope. Staying still isn't an option." 


The Sableye began to walk forward. Terron eyed him as he stayed 
put. 


"You didn't answer my questions," Terron stated. 


"No, | didn't," Yimtri replied without looking at the Cubone. "I'm aware 
of that." 


Terron frowned. 
"You're not going to answer them?" Terron asked. 


"No, I'm not," Yimtri replied simply. 


The Sableye continued to wander away, not checking to see if the 
two were following him. 


"If you won't answer those questions, then how can Syn and | trust 
you?" Terron asked suspiciously. "How do we know if you're really 
trying to help us? How do we know you're not up to something?" 


Yimtri stopped walking. He remained still for a moment, his back 
turned to the two. After a time, he slowly glanced back at them. 


"Because if you don't learn to trust me, you're going to be trapped 
here forever," Yimtri said gravely. 


The air suddenly started to fill with the dreadful aura that Terron 
hadn't felt since he was outside the dungeon. The Sableye's eerie 
smile made its way onto his face. 


"If you want to become part of this dungeon's collection, then by all 
means, stay here," he said devilishly. "You'll soon see the terrors 
Erebus Woods holds. Go on, stay here. Watch your nightmares 
come to life. See how long your sanity will last you before your spirit 
is abruptly ripped from your bloody corpse." 


Terron and Syn stared at the Sableye, incredibly disturbed by the 
words coming out of his mouth. The Sableye stared at them for a 
moment, wearing that grin as he remained in place. The light 
flickering from the sphere made him look more eerie than usual in its 
glow. 


And then, the dark atmosphere went away, just like that. Yimtri 
abruptly stopped smiling and rubbed his head, groaning in pain and 
frustration. 


"Just come with me," Yimtri urged, his voice no longer horrifying. 
"Your friends would appreciate you two not being dead." 


Terron and Syn glanced at one another, confused by what had just 
happened. They couldn't understand why the Sableye was changing 


attitudes so abruptly. First he was so strange back at Dusk Mines, 
and then he seemed to act much less creepy when he came here. 
Then, he abruptly changed back to his creepy ways before going 
back to what he was now for some strange reason. They didn't 
understand what was going on. But, they did understand one thing; 
they couldn't stay where they were. They had to get out of the 
dungeon, and Yimtri was the best Pokémon to help with that. 


They looked at the Sableye and with a sigh, they both walked toward 
him. 


"Fine," Terron said. "But only because you know your way around 
here. Or at least, | hope so." 


"I've ventured through here many times,” Yimtri assured. "So yes, | 
can help you two navigate and search for your stones since we're 
here anyway." 


"| guess,” Syn said unenthusiastically. 


"What matters most though, is that we find the others," Terron 
pointed out. "If we see any evolution stones, then sure, we'll pick 
them up. But otherwise, we'll just focus on finding our friends." 


"Yes, our priorities are understood," Yimtri stated. 


The Sableye looked back in the direction they needed to head 
toward. 


"Come, let's go," he said. "Erebus will not treat you well, but that 
doesn't mean you can't escape. Follow me, and | will Keep you safe." 


The three then pressed forward, heading into the deeper regions of 
the dungeon. As they walked, Terron couldn't help but stare at the 
Sableye and wonder what was going through his head. Something 
was very wrong with Yimtri. 


Something was wrong with everything nearby Dusk Mines. 


And though Terron didn't know why things were this way, he knew 
he'd find out. Somehow, he'd figure it out. 


Out to Get You 


Chapter 24 


Out to Get You 


Erebus Woods S1X 
"So how big is this dungeon?" Terron asked. 


"From what my memory serves, it's about fifty sectors," Yimtri 
answered. "Not the largest Mystery Dungeon ever recorded, but still 
quite lengthy." 


"Where do you think the others are?" Terron continued to ask. 


"Anywhere honestly," Yimtri shrugged. "But, if | had to make a guess, 
| would say your friends are somewhere between the twentieth and 
fortieth sector. Typically whenever a group gets dragged down here, 
the last ones taken by Erebus are sent farthest into the dungeon. So 
once we reach those sectors, we'll search those areas more 
efficiently, since they're most likely to be there than here. Until then, 
let's only focus on finding the exits." 


Terron and Syn eyed each other uneasily. They didn't like the idea of 
having to traverse so deeply into this dungeon. Venturing in Erebus 
Woods for a few minutes was already bad enough. Though they 
hadn't seen any wild Pokémon so far, the two still felt that they were 
being watched at all times. Constant shivers were sent up their 
spines as they followed the Sableye, who somehow managed to 
remain so calm. The children wanted to think that their current 
situation was as bad as it was going to get, but they knew that was a 
lie. They knew that there were worse terrors lurking in the dungeon, 
waiting to strike the group at a moment's notice. 


Terron and Syn made sure that they didn't ponder about what those 
terrors could be. 


Yimtri led the two to a fork in the cave where the small river split and 
flowed into both directions, quietly seeping into the darkness. The 
Sableye came to a stop as he studied the crossroad. Terron and Syn 
did the same. 


"Yes... | remember this," Yimtri said. 
"What do you remember?" Terron asked. 


The Sableye continued to look forward. He seemed to not have 
heard Terron. 


"Yimtri!" Terron called. 

Still, Yimtri wouldn't answer. He remained standing, his eyes fixed 
ahead of him. Terron grumbled as he looked over at Syn. The Snivy 
was glancing around at the surroundings, frowning nervously. 


"You see something?" Terron asked. 


"No, just the usual stuff here," Syn reported. "I keep thinking | see 
something, but nothing's ever there when | check..." 


"What do you see?" Terron asked uneasily. 


"Shadows of something," Syn replied. "Shadows... of a lot of things. 
They're all different, but they're here. Even if | can never see them 
for more than a second, | Know they're there." 


"| really want to believe that it's just your imagination,” Terron 
grimaced, "but | know you're not actually seeing things." 


"Terron... are we really going to make it out of here?" Syn then 
asked, bringing his sight over to the Cubone. "We're... we're going to 
be okay, right? We're going to find the others... right?" 


"Yeah, of course we will," Terron replied, trying to sound as optimistic 
as he could. "| mean, we've gotten out of so many dangers before. It 
shouldn't be much different here." 


Syn stared at Terron, being able to see through the facade of such 
hope. Terron also realized this, but found he couldn't say anything. 
He didn't know how to make the situation sound less bleak. He 
wasn't even sure if he could make everything less bleak. The two 
continued to stare at one another, both feeling the despair and 
hopelessness consume them. Silence once again filled the air as 
neither of the three went anywhere. 


"Yes, that's right," Yimtri suddenly said. "Even though this is a 
Mystery Dungeon, taking the correct path matters here. One leads to 
the exit of the sector and the other leads to your demise, something 
that happens every so often in this dungeon." 


Terron and Syn snapped out of their depressing states and looked 
over at the Sableye. He was looking at them once more. 


"| apologize for not answering you," Yimtri said to Terron. "| was 
searching through my memories. It was crucial that | focused on 
them. | needed to know if taking either road mattered." 


"It's fine," Terron said. "So which path is the right one?" 


"The left path," Yimtri replied. "If you follow it for a while, you'll exit 
the sector. Take the path on the right and you'll be met with hordes of 
Erebus denizens attacking you." 


"You've taken both paths?" Terron asked. 


"Yes, on separate encounters with the dungeon," Yimtri said. "| was 
fortunate enough to escape from such a nightmare unscathed." 


The Sableye went up to the stream and leapt over it, landing on the 
other side without making a single sound. He turned back to the two, 
waiting for them to follow him. Terron and Syn cautiously approached 


the stream and tried to figure out how'd they cross without going into 
the water since they couldn't jump that far. The stream didn't look 
very powerful, but it was so murky, making it hard to tell how deep 
the water actually was. When Yimtri saw their dilemma, he pointed to 
a few rocks that were sticking up out of the torrent. The two, seeing 
no other choice, jumped onto a rock and hopped from one stone to 
another, taking their time so that they didn't slip. 


When the children were reunited with Yimtri, he gave a nod before 
leading them down the path once more. 


"So, tell me about yourselves,” Yimtri said casually after a time. 
"Talking will help calm your nerves, which you desperately need if 
you want to make it through Erebus Woods." 


Terron frowned at the remark. 


"| don't really want to tell you anything since you're not exactly 
trustworthy," Terron replied bitterly. 


"Even after | promised to lead you two out of here?" Yimtri asked 
dully. 


"Yeah, | still don't trust you," Terron said. 


The Sableye didn't say anything in return. Whether he was 
disheartened or dissatisfied, Terron wasn't sure since he couldn't see 
Yimtri's face from behind. 


"Well, what's that thing in your hand?" Syn asked, apparently 
deciding that chatting might be a good idea. "It looks really cool." 


"It's an item called a Dusk Sphere," Yimtri explained. "The fire you 
see is actually a ghostly energy manifested into a flame. It's the 
energy ghosts such as myself use to keep our beings alive. Think of 
it as our blood. Somehow, this sphere can take that energy, if | 
Supply it, and transform it into light. Which is very useful to me in 
such dark places like this." 


"But, can't you already see without any light?" Syn asked. "I heard 
Sableye can see in pitch black because you've got those rocks for 
eyes." 


"| wasn't referring to my eyesight when | mentioned the usefulness," 
Yimtri stated. 


Syn and Terron stared at the Sableye oddly. Just then, Yimtri 
stopped moving. He quickly turned around as he somehow glared 
tensely at something behind the children, despite having jewels for 
eyes. The sounds of something hissing filled the air all around the 
three. Terron and Syn uneasily psyched themselves for battle. 


"All the Pokémon here are skilled in the arts of stealth,” Yimtri 
warned. "Do not underestimate them. If it disappears for evena 
second, always assume it will attack you when your back is turned. 
Kill it or Knock it out when you get the chance. Never let it go." 


Yimtri shoved the Dusk Sphere into Syn's hands. The Snivy nearly 
dropped the ball from such an unexpected gesture, but he managed 
to hold onto the light source. He glanced at the Sableye nervously. 


"Wh-Why are you giving this to me?" Syn asked. 


"Because you're the only one in this group who won't be using their 
hands," Yimtri replied. "You can hold onto that for me, can't you?" 


"Y-Yeah," Syn said quickly. "I-| had to carry something similar 
whenever my team would go into caves sometimes.” 


"Good." 


A Seviper suddenly shot out of the darkness with its mouth wide 
open, its fangs gleaming maliciously with toxic energy. It aimed for 
Syn, seeing that he was the most susceptible to the poison the 
creature harbored. The Snivy darted out of the way, being just quick 
enough to avoid the wild Pokémon. When the Seviper saw it missed 
its prey, it hissed and turned back to chase after the Snivy. 


But before it could strike, Yimtri leapt at the Seviper and slashed at 
its head. Blood flew through the air as three deep gnashes formed 
across the snake's face. The Seviper screeched in agony before 
bringing its attention to the Sableye as he landed. It let out a cry as it 
slammed its tail at him, coating it in thick poison. Yimtri snarled, 
never taking his eyes off the Seviper as it closed in on him. 


As the bladed tail came near, Yimtri's shadow darkened, becoming a 
deep black. It stretched out in length, gaining a shape filled with 
curled tendrils that shifted on their own. And then, without warning, 
the tendrils shot out of the shadow and wrapped themselves around 
the Seviper's tail. They abruptly ceased the attack, holding the tail in 
place. Darkness streamed out of the strange shadows that were 
somehow three dimensional. 


The Seviper thrashed its tail, but the shadows held it firm. With its tail 
immobile, the snake lunged its head and snapped its fangs at the 
Sableye. 


What remained of Yimtri's shadow immediately stretched forward 
and burst out of the ground. It bashed into the snake's head, 
effectively knocking it back. In the brief moment it was dazed, the 
shadows released the creature before merging back into the ground, 
returning to their normal state. 


With one fluid motion, Yimtri leapt forward and slit the Seviper's 
throat with a clawed hand. 


The enemy let out a scream before collapsing, making a dull 
thudding sound as it hit the ground. Fresh blood oozed out of its fatal 
injury, making a pool beneath the corpse. 


Terron and Syn became frozen in place, staring at Yimtri, their eyes 
unable to close. The Sableye stood there, his paw dripping with fresh 
blood. He glanced at the two children, his jeweled eyes reflecting no 
emotion. 


"| would have appreciated it if you two had assisted me," Yimtri said. 


The children's voices were frozen. When Yimtri saw the looks on 
their faces, he understood what was going through their minds. He 
brought his gaze to his unmoving shadow. 


"| can see how it would scare you," Yimtri remarked quietly. "So 
many things about my life frighten you whether it be me, my friends, 
or my home... | should have known my abilities weren't an 
exception.” 


The Sableye approached the two and gently took the Dusk Sphere 
from Syn's stiff grasp. The blood coating his claws smeared onto the 
Snivy's hands. Syn shuddered as he and Terron slowly found the 
strength to speak once more. 


"How do you control your shadow like that?" Terron asked. "I've 
never seen someone do that before..." 


The Sableye grabbed the side of his cape and spread it out so that 
Terron could see it more clearly. 


"There are many Pokémon who can control their shadows," Yimtri 
answered. "It's an ability common to ghosts, but there have been 
those that have such a power and are not ghosts. Normally, the 
power allows the user to extend their shadow toward the target and 
strike them from behind. Quite a useful technique when it's simply 
that, but | was able to make a greater power out of the ability once | 
got ahold of this: a Spell Cape. As you saw, it gives me greater 
control over my ghostly abilities. While it can amplify my other 
techniques that involve using ghost energy, | mainly use the cape's 
power to increase control over my shadow." 


"You guys sure have a lot of treasures," Syn commented. "First 
you've got that weird necklace you gave to Zekra, and now you've 
got that cape. Where do you get all of them?" 


"We buy them from across the region," Yimtri answered as he 
released his cape. "My Fellowship is the richest of the five total 
Fellowships since we sell some of our evolving stones to the Black 


Market. Thanks to all the money we make from that, we can afford to 
buy so many rare and valuable items. In fact, every team in my 
Fellowship has at least one valuable item that enhances their 
abilities, provided by me. | like to think of them as gifts to my 
cherished followers." 


He grinned at such a thought. Terron and Syn weren't quite sure 
what to say. The Sableye brought his attention back to the path 
ahead. 


"| believe we've stayed here long enough,” Yimtri said. "Come, it's 
time to progress. And next time there are creatures trying to kill us, 
do try to assist me." 


Erebus Woods S1X 


"How long have you two been in your Fellowship?" Yimtri asked after 
the trio had traveled for a few moments in silence. 


"Asking more questions about us, huh?" Terron said as a statement 
rather than a question. 


"Yes, | am," Yimtri said simply. "Don't sound as though being curious 
is a crime." 


Terron shook his head in disapproval, but figured he'd go ahead and 
talk to the Sableye. He supposed talking about his experience with 
the Fellowship wouldn't be so bad. He didn't think that topic could 
cause harm. How could it possibly? 


"Well, I've been in the Fellowship for a few weeks," Terron said. "And 
Syn here is our newest member." 


"Yeah, but not by much," Syn added. "Only been in the Fellowship 
about a week less than Terron and Zekra." 


"| see," Yimtri said with a nod. "You're still new. Why join the 
Fellowship at such a young age, though? Surely you children have 
better things to do in life than to do such menial tasks throughout the 
day." 


"| don't really think the tasks are menial..." Terron replied quietly. 
"But anyway, we joined for... personal reasons. Don't try to get us to 
talk about them." 


"Putting up a wall even though | haven't said anything, | see," Yimtri 
remarked dully. "You truly don't want to open up. How unfortunate." 


Terron was about to say something, but he decided to keep his 
mouth shut. As this happened, Syn lessened the space between him 
and Terron. He tugged on the Cubone's arm. 


"What's the matter?" Terron asked as he looked at Syn. 
The Snivy's eyes became downcast as he averted his gaze. 


"Do you think Zekra and Impetus are okay?" Syn asked shyly. "I 
mean, | know they've got Vantis with them and all our stuff, but I'm 
worried about them. They don't know anything about this dungeon, 
and we didn't even pack the Light Ball with us. They could be 
wandering around in the dark for all we know..." 


Terron's heart sank as he thought about his other team members. He 
hadn't really thought of how they were doing since they got sucked 
into the dungeon. Now, thanks to the reminder, he began mulling 
over their well-being. 


He wondered if he'd ever be able to talk to Zekra again the way they 
used to. For so long, they never had a real conversation. They would 
only exchange a few words whenever they had to, such as 
discussing missions. Other than that, they never had any heartfelt 
talks. They no longer connected. Now, knowing that she might die, 
Terron was really starting to regret the way he treated her. 


Terron was about to ponder more, but he became distracted by Syn 
wandering off somewhere. He and Yimtri stopped as they watched 
the Snivy approach a rock and grab something from behind with his 
vine. When he brought the vine into view, Terron saw there was a 
green stone in his grasp. It looked so familiar, but Terron couldn't 
figure out why. 


As Syn came back to the group, Terron got a better look at the 
object. He saw that the center was engraved with a lightning bolt. As 
soon as Terron saw this, he immediately realized why the stone 
looked so familiar. 


"That's a Thunderstone," Terron gasped. "You found one..." 
Syn smiled, all of his previous anxiety completely absent. 


"Yep! | thought | saw something out of place behind that rock, so | 
went to go check it out!" Syn said. "And | found this! This place really 
does make evolution stones!" 


"Mind if | see your finding?" Yimtri asked. 


Syn nodded as he handed over the precious stone. The Sableye 
turned it around with his claws several times, nodding to himself 
before stuffing it inside his bag. 


"Yes, that's an evolving stone alright," Yimtri said. "| applaud you for 
noticing it." 


"Thanks!" Syn replied cheerfully. 


The trio resumed their journey, with Syn talking to Yimtri about the 
different types of evolution stones. Terron, on the other hand, 
remained quiet as he brought his thoughts back to Zekra. He could 
see her so clearly in his head right now, wandering aimlessly in the 
darkness, and stranded from the others. Terron had to remind 
himself that she was probably better off than he was imagining, but 


this became increasingly difficult whenever the image kept 
reappearing in his mind. 


"So that's why you have a talent for search missions," Yimtri said to 
the Snivy. "It was because of a game you played with your parents." 


Terron glanced over at the two. It seemed a lot more time had 
passed than he realized. It didn't feel like much time had gone by, 
but Terron was at least glad to have the disturbing images out of his 
mind. 


"Yeah, it was," Syn said, his voice lowering. "But... I'm not going to 
be able to play with them again.” 


"Did something happen to them?" Yimtri asked cautiously, trying his 
best to not sound nosy. 


Syn grimaced. Terron was about to cut off their conversation so Syn 
wouldn't have to talk about his parents, but before he could, Syn was 
already answering. 


"They left me," Syn said, his voice a complete monotone. "They 
abandoned me." 


"Oh," Yimtri said blankly. 


Syn nodded silently. There were no tears in his eyes. All that was 
there was a hollow expression. Syn was now an empty shell. Terron 
sighed as he went up to the Snivy and patted his back. The Snivy 
didn't say anything or even acknowledge the Cubone's presence. 


And then, at that moment of weakness, five Zangoose leapt at the 
three from different directions. Terron and Syn were knocked to the 
ground as a Zangoose pounced at each of them. The Zangoose that 
attacked Terron brought its claws down on him, but thankfully, Terron 
was able to kick the wild Pokémon off him just as it was to impale 
him. It flew off him and crashed into a nearby wall, debris from the 


ceiling tumbling onto the foe. Terron quickly got back to his feet, 
panting as his gloomy mood quickly vanished. 


He found that three of the Zangoose were ganging up on Yimtri and 
attempting to cut him to pieces. However, their claws had no effect 
on the Sableye and went straight through his body with every slash. 
Yimtri was laughing at their futile attempts, remaining still as he 
listened to their frustrated cries. 


Seeing that the Sableye was fine, Terron brought his attention to 
Syn. He was being pinned under a Zangoose's foot, becoming 
squished into the ground. His uninjured vine was wrapped around 
the Zangoose's claws, effectively preventing the wild Pokemon from 
killing him. It seemed he was copying Yimtri's technique from earlier. 
However, his grip on the feral was wavering and it seemed that any 
moment, the Zangoose would break free in its struggling. 


Terron ran forward and bashed his bone into the Zangoose's gut, 
making it stumble backwards and step off Syn. The Snivy crawled 
out from under its foot and got back to his feet, keeping his hold on 
the Zangoose. The leaf on his tail glowed brightly as he shot forward, 
somersaulting in the air a few times as the tips of his tail became 
sharper. When he was right next to the Zangoose's head, he 
slammed the edge of his tail into its face. 


A large cut appeared across the Zangoose's face as it fell, but just 
as Syn was going to smack it with his tail leaf once more, Terron's 
Zangoose reappeared and slashed at the Snivy. Syn abruptly 
changed his course to avoid the attack, but he was unable to do it in 
time. The tips of his leaf collar were severed off, just barely missing 
Syn's throat. The Snivy landed back on the ground and released his 
vine from the other Zangoose. 


Just as the two pounced at Syn, Terron's bone came flying from 
behind and headed for the Zangoose. The two foes ducked as the 
bone sailed over their heads, but just as they thought everything was 
over, a second bone came out of nowhere and conked their heads. 


The Zangoose rubbed their heads, too distracted by the pain to 
attack. 


Syn looked back at Terron to find that he was catching his bones as 
they came back to him. When he saw this, an idea suddenly came to 
mind. Syn put his vine in Terron's hands. 


"Terron! Hold onto my vine and swing me around in circles!" Syn 
cried. "And make sure I'm near those Zangoose!" 


Terron nodded as he gripped the vine and began spinning around 
like a top. He saw Syn's body get lifted off the ground as he flew 
around by the efforts of Terron. As he zoomed toward the Zangoose, 
Syn's tail leaf became filled with the strange energy. The Zangoose 
recovered from their dazed state, where they were suddenly met 
with Syn's Leaf Blade to their faces. With the extra force provided by 
Terron, Syn's attack became much more powerful than if he tried to 
attack on his own. He cut up their faces several times as he 
continued to come around endlessly. It became an endless barrage 
of attacks, and each time, Syn's power would only increase. He cut 
deeper each and every time, even reaching the bone at times. 


Very soon, the two Zangoose had their faces covered in blood from 
the deep slashes. Their eyes were hazy and on the brink of 
unconsciousness. 


"Alright, throw me at them!" Syn yelled. 


When the timing was right, Terron released his grip on the Snivy and 
watched as he bashed his tail into the two. The Zangoose 
immediately collapsed to the ground, passing out from the 
concussion and blood loss. 


Syn spun around in the air before landing gracefully on the ground. 
He and Terron looked over the unconscious forms of the enemies, 
checking to make sure they had been defeated. Once that was 
confirmed, they looked over at Yimtri to see how he was doing. 


All of the Zangoose that had been attacking him now lay on the 
ground around him, completely motionless. Though there were no 
external injuries, blood was flowing out of their mouths. Yimtri stood 
there in the midst of the corpses, smiling to himself. 


It was that smile... that awful, unnerving smile. 


"Erebus truly knows how to plan its attacks," Yimtri said with an eerie 
pleasantness. "It Senses your emotional turmoil... and it strikes. 
What an effective tactic." 


He laughed at the thought. He continued to stand there, the air 
around him becoming increasingly sinister. 


"You're doing that thing again..." Terron stated nervously. "Why...? 
Why are you doing that? What's happened to you?" 


Yimtri focused his gaze on the Cubone. He took a step forward, and 
then took another. Very soon, he was creeping toward the Cubone. 
Terron wanted to get away from the psychotic Sableye, but he found 
he couldn't move. He could only stand there, watching the Sableye 
come near with his unwavering smile. 


The Sableye stopped right in front of Terron. His suffocating aura 
seemed even more powerful now that he was so close to the 
Cubone. It was sending terrifying imagery into Terron's mind, making 
it impossible for the Cubone to listen to his own thoughts. But, those 
nightmares were nothing to Terron compared to the one standing 
right before him. 


"What do you mean ‘what's happened to you'?" Yimtri asked. 
"Nothing's changed. Not me... not you... not your fate. Everything's 
the same. We're still here... in Erebus... where it plots to kill you at 
every turn. We're still trying to find your grave." 


"We're... We're not going to die here," Terron said timidly. "Y-You 
even said that you'd get us out of here." 


"Did |?" Yimtri asked eagerly. 


The Sableye suddenly grabbed the sides of Terron's helmet, putting 
a single claw in each eyehole so that he had a firm grip on the skull. 
He pushed his face into the helmet's exterior, making Terron 
shudder. His jeweled eyes were so close to Terron's. The Cubone 
tried to squirm away, but he couldn't go anywhere thanks to Yimtri's 
hold on his helmet. 


"Let me tell you a little secret, Terron," Yimtri whispered. "I lied to 
you. You're not going to escape from here. You're going to die 
here... just like everyone else who gets dragged down to this abyss. 
Your body's going to rot away in this massive graveyard, never to 
see the light of day. All of you are going to be here, for the rest of 
eternity. Nobody ever escapes from here." 


"You... You left," Terron trembled. 


Yimtri's deranged laughter filled the air. He pressed his face further 
into Terron's skull, somehow not phasing right through it. His eyes 
seemed to stare directly into the Cubone's soul. 


"Are you so sure?" Yimtri asked. "Well, what if | told you | didn't? 
What if | told you | never left here? I'm still here... I've always been 
here. I've never left Erebus." 


Terron suddenly felt cold. His pulse began to race. 
"But... you... you were at the Fellowship," Terron said reluctantly. 


"lam here... and | am there. I'm everywhere," Yimtri stated 
cryptically. 


Suddenly, the dark atmosphere went away. Yimtri's grip on the 
helmet loosened as he seemed to wake up from a trance. When he 
realized what he was doing, the Sableye abruptly let Terron go and 
backed off. He started to grimace as he caressed his head. 


"Ngh... forget what | said," Yimtri said quickly. "It's gibberish." 


Terron didn't know what to say. He still had no idea what had just 
happened even though this had happened once before. Yimtri turned 
away from the Cubone as he wandered off, groaning as he held his 
head. 


"Terron,” Yimtri said. 
"W-What?" Terron asked reluctantly. 


"Next time | do that... ignore me," Yimtri answered. "Do not listen to 
my nonsensical ramblings. Do not talk to me. Do not let me come 
near you. Stay away from me... until I'm myself again." 


"Why... why were you talking like that?" Terron asked. "You sounded 
like a completely different Pokémon..." 


Yimtri didn't answer. Instead, he continued to go down the path that 
they had been traveling off before the Zangoose incident, shaking 
his head and muttering things to himself. Terron glanced over at Syn 
in the distance to find he hadn't moved at all. His eyes were frozen 
with shock. When the Snivy noticed Terron looking at him, he 
hesitantly reunited with the Cubone. 


"Why do you think he was acting like that?" Syn asked shyly. 

"| don't know," Terron said lowly. "I just don't know. But... we should 
probably do as he says. | still don't trust him... but he's right about 
staying away from him when he goes crazy." 


"Yeah, okay. | just hope he doesn't do that again," Syn said. "It's 
really creepy." 


"| know," Terron sighed. 
Terron and Syn continued to stand there in silence until the light in 


Yimtri's grasp began to fade away from them. Realizing they were 
being left behind, the two dashed after the light to catch up with the 


Sableye. When they found Yimtri, he was standing there, waiting for 
the two to join him. He seemed to have recovered from his unknown 
pain. 


"Welcome back," he said. "Let's continue forward. There's still much 
to travel through." 


The three continued their journey and ventured through the last bits 
of the current sector. 


Erebus Woods SXX 


The group stopped once they came to this new sector, which was 
still as dark as ever. Yet, the dungeon was no longer a strange, 
cave-like place. It had changed into something much different. 


The land looked more like an actual forest now. There were thick 
trees along the sides of the numerous trails, stretching up into the 
dark sky rather than bending downward. The ground beneath the 
trio's feet was no longer rock, but moist dirt lined with blades of 
grass. Yes, this place held the appearance of a normal forest. 


At least, it would have been, if not for a very strange detail. Terron 
had to blink several times to make sure he wasn't hallucinating. 


There were lines of thin string hanging everywhere. Tied around the 
strings were what appeared to be aging pieces of paper with strange 
runes scrawled in black. They hung from the barren branches, 
connecting all of the trees in a messy fashion. The papers swayed in 
the nonexistent wind, their inscriptions glowing dimly. 


"It seems we've made it to the twentieth sector," Yimtri stated. "Yes, | 
remember this place. It's the only environmental change in the whole 
dungeon that seemed so surreal. It's why | used to give this 
particular part of the dungeon a special name: Yomi." 


Terron's eyes became wide. 


"That name... did you make it up?" Terron asked. 
Yimtri glanced over at the Cubone. 


"Yes, | did," he replied, intrigued by the remark. "It's the same as the 
name Erebus. Why do you ask? Does the name sound familiar?" 


"Sort of," Terron said slowly. "I just feel like | know that name. It's like 
how | feel with Erebus..." 


"Interesting," Yimtri said more so to himself than the others. "That's 
interesting." 


"Is there something special about the name?" Terron asked 
Curiously. 


"No, no there's not," Yimtri replied. "It's only a combination of 
sounds." 


Terron stared oddly at the Sableye and wished to say something, but 
he didn't Know what. 


"There's something you should know about this particular 
environment,” Yimtri began. "You need to watch your step at all 
times. If you feel something moving under you, immediately get 
away from the spot." 


"Something moving?" Syn repeated unsurely. 


Yimtri was about to answer, but he quickly stopped. He glanced at 
his feet to find an unsettling sight. Terron and Syn were quick to 
notice it as well, horrified by what was happening. 


A shadowy, slender tendril was sprouting out of the ground beneath 
the Sableye and spiraling up his legs. Yimtri quickly leapt backwards, 
freeing himself from its clutches. The strange thing slowly sank back 
into the ground, carrying purple residue with it. Terron and Syn 
brought their gazes over to Yimtri's legs to find that his body color 
there seemed much lighter. 


Part of his "skin" had been torn off. 


"... | believe that answers your question," Yimtri grimaced. "It seems 
the place is already aware of our presence. Let's hurry out of here. 
More of those things will come unless we keep moving. Staying still 
is especially not an option here." 


The children hastily nodded as they followed Yimtri through the 
woods. As they walked, the group felt their growing hunger take a toll 
on their bodies. Despite the feeling being uncomfortable, Syn and 
Terron wouldn't eat anything just yet from Yimtri's bag. They needed 
to save as much of their food as possible. They could only eat when 
they desperately needed to. 


Minutes of silence passed. 


"How many times have you been down here, Yimtri?" Terron asked 
curiously. 


The Sableye glanced back at the Cubone. 


"Asking me questions instead of the other way around | see," he 
stated, amused by the irony. 


"Whatever," Terron said carelessly. "I just want to Know since you 
really seem to know this place." 


Yimtri chuckled quietly. He looked up at the black sky. 


"I've been here several times," Yimtri answered. "All of those times 
weren't by choice. The first time was when | first discovered this 
place twenty years ago. It was just after Dusk Mines was created 
due to the splitting of the original Fellowship. My members and | had 
moved into our new home and we were exploring the land around 
us. That's when one of them discovered here. A handful of my 
strongest followers came with me to investigate the strange place. 
And then... while we were outside the dungeon and discussing how 
far we'd investigate... we were all dragged inside just as we did 


earlier today. After that, we were very quick to figure out that this 
dungeon was very different from other Mystery Dungeons. Only 
myself and a couple of the others escaped." 


Yimtri smiled bitterly. 


"The last time | came here was five years ago," Yimtri went on. "I 
was leading a new team around the area to give them a tour. 
However... we came too close to Erebus's domain, and it brought us 
inside its depths. | did my best to lead those five recruits out of 
there... and we all safely left the dungeon after reaching the very 
end... but | never went here again. | had no reason to. Yet, the 
layout of the dungeon still imprinted into my mind, never to be 
forgotten. And so... even though I've been to this dungeon less than 
my other followers... | still understand here so well due to being 
around Erebus for so long. No one else has been in my Fellowship 
for as long as | have. Anyone who initially joined with me when | 
established my Fellowship... died off or left after a time." 


He continued to gaze up above, seemingly becoming lost in his 
memories. 


"You sure gave us a lot of detail..." Terron stated unsurely, feeling a 
pang of remorse from having to hear such information. 


"Yes, | did," Yimtri said absently. "I'm quite aware of that." 
Terron gave the Sableye a strange look. 


Why is he suddenly telling me so much? Terron wondered. He 
wouldn't answer my questions about here before, but now he's 
explaining part of his life to me. Is... Is he trying to get me to trust 
him or something? Is he sharing all of this so that I'll start answering 
his questions? 


Terron felt something beneath the ground moving, which quickly 
eliminated his thought process as panic ensued. He jolted out of the 
way and watched as a few of the odd tentacles rose from the spot 


where he once stood. When they failed to ensnare anything, they 
slid back into the ground. 


Terron grit his teeth as he stopped and raised his foot up to inspect 
it. Much to his horror, the soles of his foot were stripped of skin, 
revealing his muscles and sinew. Yet, he wasn't bleeding, and there 
was no pain. When he put his foot back on the ground, there was a 
slight sting, but nothing agonizing. 


"Terron, your foot!" 


Terron looked back up to find Syn rushing over to him. Terron lifted 
up one of his feet and showed the Snivy the damage with a stoic 
expression. Syn's jaw dropped open. 


"It doesn't hurt," Terron said, putting his foot back in the dirt and 
moving it around to find that he felt nothing. "My skin just got torn 
off... but | don't feel anything." 


"I'm pretty sure that's not a good sign," Syn said, becoming unhinged 
by the sight. "We should probably wrap it up or something..." 


"| guess," Terron shrugged. "But why doesn't it hurt...? What were 
those things that were trying to grab me?" 


Syn suddenly jumped backwards, and not even a second later, more 
tendrils sprouted from the spot. They flailed around for a brief 
second before once again going back to whence they came. Syn 
looked at his own feet to find that his soles were in a similar 
condition to Terron's. They could see part of Syn's inner plant 
running along the tissue, having the appearance of a very large 
nerve as it connected to different parts of his foot. 


"It really doesn't hurt," Syn gasped. "It's weird..." 


"| know. Is it even possible to skin somebody without them feeling 
pain?" Terron thought aloud. 


"| dunno, but we should get some stuff to cover our feet," Syn then 
said, remembering the reality of the situation. "In case those things 
come back. They might get our muscles next time. |... | don't wanna 
see my bones." 


They flinched at the thought. Terron was about to hurry off to Yimtri, 
but Syn grabbed his arm and stopped him. 


"Can you carry me?" Syn asked shyly. "I don't wanna get more of my 
skin torn off. I'm scared of what'll happen if it takes away more of 
me..." 


Terron wasn't exactly a fan of carrying Syn due to the child being a 
plant. Despite being with the team for quite a while, Terron couldn't 
get over his dread of touching the kid. It was a ground-type instinct 
embedded into his brain. But now, after seeing how scared the Snivy 
was, he decided he'd try to override that instinct. He needed to offer 
comfort to his friend when it was needed most. His silly impulses 
would have to be cast aside. 


Terron nodded and watched as the Snivy climbed onto his back. 
Terron shivered as his instincts screamed to get the Snivy off him, 
but Terron ignored those thoughts as he constantly reminded himself 
of what was truly important. 


When Syn was ready, Terron searched around for Yimtri, who was 
strangely nowhere to be seen. Terron could have sworn the Sableye 
was with them a second ago, if a few yards away. Still, he couldn't 
have been too far away though if the radius of the Dusk Sphere was 
covering them. 


" Raaawwaarrrr!" 


A black and red blur flew out of the nearby darkness and pounced at 
Terron. The Cubone quickly got out of the way, just narrowly avoiding 
the assault. He saw the creature tumble along the ground before 
getting back to its feet, snarling fiercely. 


It was a Zorua. For a second, Terron thought it was Zekra. She was 
the only Zorua he had ever seen, and this one's appearance 
matched that of Zekra. It had the same markings, the same size, and 
even the same, predator-like look in its eyes that Zekra gave at 
times. However, he knew it was not the Zorua he knew. This one 
lacked any sort of soul in its eyes. 


Zekra always looked like she had a soul... even when she was 
massacring everything in sight. That was not the case for this one. 


The eyes radiated brightly as the Zorua crouched into a hostile 
stance. Without warning, another Zorua appeared out of the 
darkness-shrouded parts of the dungeon. It managed to catch Terron 
from behind, knocking Syn off his back as it pinned the Snivy to the 
ground. 


Terron was about to throw his weapon at the Zorua holding Syn 
down, but before he could, fangs suddenly bit down on his arm. 
Terron looked back to find the original Zorua had its teeth sunk into 
his flesh. It pulled back, making Terron fly back. As he thudded to the 
ground, the Zorua shifted its form and became that of a Sableye, 
wearing a delirious smile very similar to Yimtri's. 


Terron felt the tentacles wrapping around his body. He quickly got to 
his feet, and though he knew more of his skin had been peeled 
away, he didn't bother to see the damage. He couldn't worry about 
that right now. 


The fake Sableye's shadow stretched out toward the Cubone, 
smiling evilly as it gained a mouth and eyes. Terron tried to get out of 
the way, but avoiding the shadow was impossible. It managed to 
creep past him and sent a powerful blow to his back. Just as Terron 
fell forward, the Sableye grabbed him by the head and forced him to 
the ground. Terron writhed as the tendrils came up and wrapped 
themselves around his skull. They were crawling inside, getting onto 
his skin. They felt so disgusting. 


And then, the tentacles started to pull him down, face first. They 
were trying to take him to their underground world. Terron screamed 
as he felt the dirt beneath slowly give in, making it easier for him to 
get dragged to the unknown depths from whence the tentacles 
came. 


Just as his body began to sink, he felt the Sableye on him get thrown 
off. With nothing keeping him down, Terron pulled away from the 
strange ensnares. He managed to free himself, though at the cost of 
his precious sinew. He doubted anyone could see the missing skin 
due to it being covered by his mask, but he could still feel the 
missing parts of his facial anatomy rubbing against the skull. 


Terron panted as he got back to his feet and tried to figure out what 
was going on. He was quick to find Syn's vine was wrapped around 
the neck of the Zorua that was once a Sableye. It was suffocating, 
gasping for air in desperation, but getting nothing. Syn stood a few 
feet away from it, only his left side visible to the Cubone. There were 
a number of deep holes apparent in his body. All of them were 
bleeding. 


The Zorua he had been dealing with was staggering to get to its feet. 
Somehow, he had managed to take care of it momentarily. 


When Syn saw that the Zorua was getting back up, he tossed his 
suffocating foe at it. The two crashed into one another, tumbling 
along the ground. Syn panted as he glanced over at Terron. The 
plant-like skin and muscle around his right eye were completely 
gone, showing only parts of his skull. Terron cringed at the sight. 


"Syn!" Terron shrieked. "Your face!" 

"| know!" Syn yelled furiously as tears formed in his eyes. "Don't 
remind me! | know it's disgusting and horrible! Just help me! Help me 
defeat those two! Before more of my face goes away!" 


Syn put his hands close together, and green light formed in the 
space. When it had reached the size of a baseball, he tossed it high 


above. Terron, recognizing what tactic the Snivy was using, held one 
of his bones with his teeth. He took the other one and held it like a 
baseball bat, watching the light descend and morph into a solid 
object. When the energy came close to Terron, he swung his bone 
forward, sending the energy flying at the Zorua. The light finished its 
transformation as it flew and became a large seed pulsing with 
power. The Zorua attempted to get out of the way, but it was too late. 


BOOM! 


The seed exploded once it made contact with the Zorua, blowing the 
charred illusionists across the field. But, Syn and Terron knew the 
Zorua weren't done. They were still up and breathing, something that 
couldn't happen. 


Syn leapt out of a tendril's grasp as he prepared yet another Seed 
Bomb, throwing it up before creating yet another. Together, the Snivy 
and Cubone sent a barrage of exploding projectiles at the foes whilst 
making sure they weren't caught by the tentacles. 


BOOM! 
BOOM! 
BOOM! 


" Haaaaahh!" Syn cried as he finished the last of his seeds and 
began spinning along the ground. 


A storm of leaves escaped from his body and swirled all around his 
tail, creating a whirling tornado of chaos. When he had gained 
enough power in the torrent, Syn released the attack upon the 
Zorua. The tornado disconnected from his tail and sucked the foes 
into its mass, slashing at their bodies nonstop. 


As the torrent disappeared and the Zorua fell back to the ground, 
Terron rushed forward. He yanked the bone out of his mouth and just 
as he closed in on the Zorua, he bashed the dull sides of his clubs 


into their heads. The sounds of their skulls cracking filled the air 
before the two fell limp, twitching uncontrollably as blood leaked out 
of the various cuts of their bodies. 


They weren't dead, but having them knocked out was good enough 
for Terron and Syn. 


"Good job, Syn," Terron said. "I'm really glad you know all of those 
attacks. | can still remember when you first joined and could only use 
your vines, heh." 


"You can thank Master Sage for teaching me all of that!" Syn replied. 
"Now let's go find Yimtri before more Pokémon try to attack us!" 


"Right!" Terron said affirmatively. 


The two hurried off to go find Yimtri, running as fast as they could. 
Eventually, they were able to spot the Sableye standing in the middle 
of the forest, his back turned to them. It seemed he was waiting for 
the two to rejoin him, just as he had done previously. 


However, upon getting closer, Terron and Syn saw that wasn't the 
case. Yimtri was actually surrounded by at least a dozen corpses, all 
of them in pieces. Floating in front of him was a Dusknoir, which 
towered over him as it stared at him menacingly. Yet, the Sableye 
stood firmly before the massive ghost, showing no fear. 


He didn't notice the children approaching him from the distance as 
he stared up at the Dusknotr. 


"Only the two of us are left, Erebus," Yimtri stated, his voice cold. 
"The ones you sent here are nothing but empty shells now. Yet, you 
still have your puppet stand here, thinking you can keep me trapped 
in this dungeon with it. Thinking you can do what you've always tried 
to accomplish since the day you dragged me into here." 


The Dusknoir remained motionless, keeping a watchful eye on the 
leader. 


"I'll admit that you came up with a decent strategy this time," Yimtri 
went on. "You separated me from my companions, and then you 
sent a legion of your denizens after me. It must have seemed so 
foolproof to you. It must seem that way to anyone. But, you seem to 
forget something each time you try to ensnare me." 


The Dusknoir tilted its head, as if curious to know what the Sableye 
was going to Say. 


"No matter how much you try, your efforts will always be futile," Yimtri 
seethed. "You have tried to trap me in your clutches for twenty years, 
and every time, | always escaped. Why would that simple fact 
change now? Even if you have managed to gain a partial hold on me 
over the years, you will never acquire what you truly want. I'll always 
find a way to ruin your attempts. You can never win." 


Yimtri stretched out a claw toward the decaying bodies around him. 


"Erebus... | Know you can hear me through your mindless slave," 
Yimtri said. "| also Know you can see everything it sees. Look around 
you. See the corpses of your denizens. Look at their blood that's 
now stained on my claws. If you see it, then you know how pathetic 
your actions are becoming. You can't stop me. You can't trap me 
down here with you. Stop trying. You'll never win." 


Terron and Syn finally made it close enough to Yimtri so that he 
noticed them. He cast them a sideways glance before looking back 
at the Dusknolr. 


"And now, your puppet is outnumbered,” Yimtri said dully. "How 
ironic that it's in the situation | was in moments ago." 


The Dusknoir let out a banshee-like screech before lunging at the 
Sableye. Yimtri calmly encased his claw with his spiritual energy, and 
just as the ghost was to reach him, he slashed its stomach with the 
claw. The Dusknoir immediately disintegrated into the air upon 
contact, its cries still ringing through the air even after it was gone. 


Yimtri let out an exhausted sigh as the aura surrounding his claw 
disappeared. He walked through the various bodies, his form 
temporarily phasing through the ones in his way, and went the 
opposite direction of the children, as if to continue the journey. It 
seemed as though the entire incident had never happened to him. 


And then, once he passed the piles of corpses, Yimtri's body 
suddenly gave out. He collapsed onto the grass face-first, his breath 
becoming raspy as the Dusk Sphere rolled out of his hand. Yet, 
despite remaining conscious, he made no attempt to get up. He only 
lay there, starting to laugh. It was neither happy nor deranged. 
Terron and Syn weren't sure what to do. They could only stare him 
as he rested there, where thankfully none of the tentacles came to 
attack. It seemed the dungeon was giving them a break. 


"Of course you'll never give up," Yimtri muttered. "Of course not." 


"Are... Are you okay, Yimtri?" Terron asked hesitantly, thinking the 
Sableye might have lost his sanity. 


The Sableye slowly turned his head so that he could look at Terron 
from behind. 


"Yes, I'm alright," Yimtri replied. "I'm just exhausted. | thought | could 
keep going, but it seems my body has had enough for a while. 
Fighting so many Pokémon at once can be rather tiring. Let me rest 
here for a moment. | promise that after | regain my strength, we'll 
continue. Until then... feel free to have some of the rations from my 
bag. You two must be growing hungry from all the fighting and 
traveling. And, wrap up the parts of your bodies that have been 
skinned. | have a few rolls of bandages somewhere in the bag." 


"You're... not going to go crazy like last time, are you?" Terron 
asked. 


The Sableye wheezed out a laugh, followed by some coughing. 


"No, I'm still myself," Yimtri assured. "I'm just laughing at how absurd 
a certain situation is." 


"Do you have an Oran Berry?" Syn asked. "Because if you do, we 
could give it to you. You look like you really need one." 


"No, | don't need one," Yimtri replied. "I'm not being attacked 
anymore. | only use those berries when I'm weak and still being 
harmed. But, that's not the case here. So, simply resting here will 
give me back my strength. It will take time, but it spares my supplies, 
which is important here. You need to save as much of your supplies 
as possible." 


"| guess," Syn said unsurely. "But | guess I'll get some stuff for Terron 
and | since we could really use some stuff..." 


Syn went up to the Sableye and carefully took off the satchel still 
around his body. Once it was free, he retrieved the Dusk Sphere that 
was a few inches away. He then dug through the supplies in the bag 
and pulled out two apples and a roll of bandages. As the two ate, 
they continued to watch Yimtri remain in such a feeble state. They 
thought he might have been out cold due to how quiet and still he 
was, but they weren't sure thanks to his lack of regular eyes. 


"There's something | want to ask you, Terron," Yimtri said quietly, 
shocking the Cubone for a moment from the sudden talking. 


"What is it?" Terron asked, deciding not to be hostile with Yimtri's 
questions since he felt pity for the Sableye's condition. 


Yimtri was silent for a moment as he played with the grass between 
his fingertips. 


"... Is there something about me... that seems familiar to you?" he 
asked. 


Terron gave the Sableye a strange look. He wasn't sure what kind of 
question he was being asked. It didn't make any sense. 


"No, nothing about you rings a bell," Terron said. "I'm not sure why it 
would. I've never met you before, or anyone similar to you." 


Yimtri glanced wordlessly at Terron for a moment before bringing his 
attention to the grass again. He exhaled deeply. 


"Why do you ask?" Terron asked. 
"No reason at all," Yimtri answered blankly. 


Terron let out a groan of frustration. He had been getting increasingly 
agitated with the Sableye's lack of explanation throughout the day, 
and as of now, he finally decided he wasn't going to put up with it 
anymore. He went up to the Sableye and stopped right in front of 
him. Yimtri shakily brought his head up to look at the Cubone. 


"You keep saying that, but | know there's a reason," Terron said with 
grit teeth. "Otherwise, you wouldn't keep asking me weird questions. 
So what's the rea/ reason?" 


"There is no reason," Yimtri scowled. "At least, not a reason you'd 
understand.” 


"How do you know that?!" Terron cried. "How do you know | won't 
understand what's going through your head?!" 


"Because you won't," Yimtri stated. 


Terron, finally fed up with the Sableye's words, grabbed the front of 
his cape since that was the only tangible part of Yimtri he could 
grasp. The Cubone pulled the Sableye up near his face and started 
shaking him violently. He knew it was probably not a good idea to be 
treating one of the Fellowship leaders this way, but he was so sick of 
not getting answers from Yimtri, that he didn't even care. He'd accept 
his consequence later if he was to be punished for harassing a 
leader. Right now, he needed his answers. 


"Well, what if | want to Know what's going through your head even if | 
can't understand it?!" Terron yelled boldly. "Do you know how it feels 
when someone won't tell you anything? Do you not know how 
frustrating that is?! You keep asking them what's wrong, but they 
never answer you! They keep saying ‘it's nothing special’ or pretend 
not to hear you! Do you not know how painfully agonizing that is?!" 


Terron's eyes suddenly widened when all of his words started to 
remind him of something very similar to the current situation. 


"How much... they keep trying to ask what's wrong, no matter how 
much you ignore them..." Terron said slowly, lowering his voice as 
he stopped moving. "How much it must hurt them... knowing you'll 
never answer. How much... they must worry about you... wondering 
what you're thinking... and never finding out. Never understanding... 
what's wrong with you..." 


The Sableye stared at Terron oddly, not sure what he was rambling 
on about. When he saw Terron was saying no more, he phased out 
of Terron's grasp and collapsed back onto the grass. Terron stood 
there, feeling a much-needed epiphany forming in his mind. 


I'm... I'm doing this exact thing to Zekra. Terron thought as the 
revelation slowly manifested. /'m no better than Yimtri. | pushed her 
away so much... and locked her out of my heart. | wouldn't tell her 
my problems. | didn't let her know what was happening to me 
anymore because | thought she wasn't actually my friend. | didn't 
think she cared about me anymore. She must be in so much pain... 
knowing that | won't talk to her anymore. This... this is how she feels 
right now. And now, she's stuck in this dungeon, possibly dying right 
now because | refused to explain what was on my mind. 


Terron closed his eyes. 
Even if | might not be her friend, we're still a team. We're supposed 


to tell each other what's on our minds. We're supposed to 
communicate and help each other. I... | lost sight of that and now 


she's down here with the rest of the team. I'm the reason we're all 
here... fighting for our lives... 


| can't let things stay this way. | have to change. |... | need to start 
treating Zekra the way | used to. | have to talk to her again. | have to 
talk with everyone on my team. Or else... something like this will 
happen all over again. 


Terron opened his eyes and stared at Yimtri, who was also looking 
straight at him. 


"One day Terron... I'll let you understand," Yimtri stated, as if he had 
seen truth in the Cubone's words. "But, today's not that day. Have 
patience, my child. The day will come soon." 


Terron didn't say anything. All that was on his mind was the resolve 
he committed himself to. Yimtri sighed as he went back to resting, 
still feeling the fatigue coursing through his body. As the two waited 
for him to recover, they took the bandages and wrapped it around 
their skinned body parts. When the children finished their task, they 
went back to looking over the Sableye, making sure nothing would 
attack him. 


As silence filled the air all around them, with not a single creature 
coming their way, Terron's thoughts wandered toward his beloved 
friend. 


Zekra... Please be okay. Stay safe until we find you. 


Nether Reaches 


Chapter 25 


Nether Reaches 


Erebus Woods SXX 


Intense heat filled the air all around Zekra, slowly stirring her out of 
unconsciousness. It was seeping into her dark fur and roasting her 
skin, cooking her alive. She didn't know what was producing sucha 
scorching sensation, but she refused to tolerate the burning for much 
longer. Zekra abruptly opened her eyes, only to become shocked by 
what she found. 


She was in what appeared to be the inside of a volcano, resting ona 
trail made of some kind of brown rock. Lava flowed all around her in 
pools and streams, sometimes flooding down from up above. It 
hissed loudly as bubbles continuously appeared at the surface 
before popping, spreading lava toward Zekra. She was very quick to 
avoid the lava, but she could still feel the lethal amount of heat arise 
from such small bursts. 


There were a large number of rock paths connected throughout the 
area, many making turns that lead to absolutely nowhere except a 
gathering of bubbling lava. Yes, this was truly a Mystery Dungeon. It 
had the same idea as one: to become forever lost in its maze. 


Where am I? Zekra wondered. | was brought into Erebus Woods, 
wasn't 1? So why am | here? Or Is this still Erebus Woods? But, if 
that's so, why Is it like the inside of a volcano? 


Zekra looked at the bag that was somehow still attached to her. 
Despite there not being a sun in sight, the lava provided a sufficient 
amount of light to the area. In fact, it provided much better light than 


their Light Ball ever had. Which, Zekra was thankful for since she 
was quick to find that they never packed the ball. All that was in the 
bag were a few berries and some apples. The supplies were 
inadequate for dungeon crawling, but Zekra knew that these supplies 
were the only ones they had. Somehow, everyone would have to 
manage. 


Suddenly remembering that she had been dragged down here with 
other Pokémon, Zekra turned around to find her friends. 
Unfortunately, they were nowhere in sight. 


They have to be somewhere nearby. | mean, they were with me 
before we got tangled up in those demonic branches... 


Zekra grimaced at the memory. She could remember it so well 
despite how quickly it all happened. She had been watching Yimtri, 
Terron, and Syn disappear into the dungeon, when all of the sudden, 
the branches had started to ensnare her. Vantis and Impetus had 
then become bound by branches not even a second later. They had 
fought, but nothing could free them from the grasps of the living 
branches. All that could be done was to hold onto one another in an 
attempt to stay together. And then, within a few seconds, the three 
had been brought into the darkness. That's where the memory 
ended. 


Pushing the memory out of her mind, the Zorua headed down a path 
and went searching for her companions. Surely, she could find them. 
Surely they were somewhere in what had to be Erebus Woods. 


Without warning, something coated her side with fire, eating away at 
her fur. Zekra quickly began to roll on the ground to put out the 
flames, but had to stop when she saw another fireball get blasted at 
her from a distance. Zekra quickly rolled out of the way and looked 
toward the source of the fires. 


There, standing beside a large rock, was a Heatmor. Its flamed 
tongue swished back and forth, embers drifting off it each time the 
tongue changed directions. When it saw that Zekra noticed its 


presence, the Heatmor charged at her, holding up its claws to slice 
her. Zekra snarled as she leapt out of the way. 


The images of a hundred Pokémon flashed into her mind, showing 
one species a second before hastily showing another one. They 
spun around in her mind so rapidly, making Zekra feel vertigo. But, 
she knew what this was; this was the Deception Amulet's doing. It 
made the memories of Pokémon she had seen more clearly. It 
happened every time she thought of transforming with the item on 
her. 


When Fen's image came to mind, Zekra quickly took on that form. 
The amulet merged its power with her own power, and in an instant, 
she became a Buizel. Zekra found the length of the two tails to be 
awkward, giving her the feeling that it was going to cause her 
problems. However, she'd have to work with it, just like the many 
other forms she had taken. It was all part of being a Zorua. 


I'm really hoping | can use Fen's powers... 
The Zorua sucked in a large amount of air. 
Give me your strength, Fen! 


Zekra let out a pillar of water as she exhaled, much to her surprise. 
But, that wasn't the most surprising part. Though she could feel the 
water leaving her mouth, nothing else about the water stream felt 
remotely real. It had no feeling or temperature; it felt very much like 
air. Not only that, but she couldn't feel anything draining from her 
body. Fen had told her long ago that whenever water attacks were 
used, he could feel the water inside him leaving him temporarily. Yet 
right now, she felt nothing. It was as though the water was simply 
appearing in her mouth, forming from nothing. 


Perhaps illusion water was very different from actual water. 


The Heatmor was blasted by the water, shrieking as it seeped into 
the holes along its body. The foe attempted to send another fireball 


at Zekra, but she was quick to get out of the way. Water encased her 
being as she shot at the Heatmor, somehow finding it possible to 
breathe within the liquid. 


She slammed into the Heatmor a second later, sending it toppling to 
the ground. As Zekra gracefully landed back on her feet, she cycled 
through her memories once more. The visions swept by like a blur, 
but she was able to find the memory she sought for the moment with 
ease. 


Her form grew taller as the light overcame her. When it was gone, 
she was already charging at the downed Heatmor in a Bisharp's 
form. She extended an arm blade and just as the Heatmor shuffled 
to its feet, she dealt the fatal blow. The wild one's head flew off and 
rolled into the lava, melting away into its fiery depths. 


As the headless corpse fell, Zekra changed back to normal. She 
panted for a moment before glancing at her amulet. 


"So this is what's it like to use true Zorua powers," Zekra stated in 
awe. "I can be whoever | want, and | can use their moves so easily. 
And it doesn't even feel tiring! If | knew every Pokémon in existence, 
| could probably be unstoppable!" 


Zekra grinned at such a thought. 


| wonder how powerful | could be if | was Zoroark. Zev was always 
so powerful... so what could | do if | become like him and have this 
amulet? 


Just then, something bit into Zekra's back. She let out a sharp cry, 
and as she stifled further cries, she looked behind her. She was met 
with a Crobat that had its fangs sunk deep into her flesh, sucking 
away at her blood. Rather than panic, Zekra let out an irritated 
groan. 


"Get off me!" she cried. 


The Zorua once again shifted forms, this time, becoming a Mareep. 
She let out a bolt of static into the Crobat, where it immediately 
became paralyzed. She bucked off the bat, and though it brought 
great pain to get the fangs out of her body, Zekra managed to free 
herself of the wild Pokémon. It thumped onto the ground, where 
Zekra was quick to become a Zoroark. Or specifically, a copy of her 
brother: Zeverous. 


She stabbed her sharp claws into the Crobat's body in an instant 
before ripping out a few entrails. 


"Yeah... too easy," Zekra said sadistically. 


Zekra released the organs upon the dead Crobat before changing 
back to normal. She glanced around for a brief moment. 


Guess I'd better get going before more Pokémon come. 


She cast one last look at her slain enemies before venturing down 
the trail, finally starting her quest to find her friends. As she traveled, 
she could still feel the pain from the Crobat's attack. She knew it 
would heal soon, but at the moment, it was giving her such an 
annoying stinging sensation. 


Ugh, stupid bite mark. Really want to use an Oran Berry, but there's 
only five in the bag. Guess I'll have to tolerate for a while. 


Zekra glanced at the puncture wounds to find that they were still 
fresh and bleeding. She would have wrapped up the injuries, but she 
wasn't sure what she could do that with. She didn't have any 
bandages, and there weren't any leaves or plants to aid with blood 
clotting. 


All that could be done was to wait. 
As Zekra continued her search, she found herself feeling more and 


more exhausted with each step she took. Her first thoughts were that 
she had been poisoned, which seemed to be logically since the 


Crobat was a poisonous creature. So, to fix this problem, she dug 
through her bag until she found a Pecha berry and bit off a huge 
chunk of it. 


Unfortunately, she found that eating the berry wasn't helping. She 
hadn't been poisoned. Something else was sapping away all of her 
energy a little at a time. 


Just as she pondered in what else could be affecting her, Zekra 
heard something scuffling along the ground. She turned toward the 
source of the sound, preparing for yet another battle. It seemed this 
place was filled with many creatures who relished the thought of 
killing her, even more so than other Mystery Dungeons. 


“Come on out!" Zekra shouted. "| can take you on! Nothing can stop 
mel" 


She crouched low to the ground as she prepared to become yet 
another Pokemon. She tensely waited, expecting something to jump 
out of the shadows at any moment. 


Just then, a Riolu dashed out from behind a rock and pounced at the 
Zorua. Zekra quickly leapt back, cycling through the many Pokémon 
in her mind, yet finding it difficult to think of a suitable form. The Riolu 
rushed at her during her distraction and hastily pressed its palm into 
her forehead. Zekra's eyes grew as she felt energy forming from 
behind the paw. 


Not even a second later, she was blown backwards, flying over the 
lava. Frantically, Zekra changed into a Flygon and stopped herself 
from plummeting into its fiery depths. She was about to take a breath 
of relief, but she stopped herself short when she saw the lava below 
her beginning to bubble rapidly. She quickly flew out of the way as a 
geyser of lava shot into the air, engulfing where she once was. 


Zekra made her way back to the land before changing out of her 
form and into a new one. She knew it wasn't the best form to use for 
this situation, but it was the first one that came to mind with a plan. 


The newly-transformed Zoroark fell toward solid ground, landing a 
few feet away from the Riolu. She towered over it, snarling as she 
spread her claws out. The Riolu was about to attack her, but it 
suddenly froze in place once it looked upon her. Given this chance, 
Zekra cut deeply into the Riolu's chest with her claws and sent it 
flying back. 


As it crashed into a stone, Zekra charged at it to deliver another 
blow. 


"Zekra...?" the Riolu asked slowly. 


She froze. How was that Riolu talking? Wild Pokémon didn't talk. 
And why did the voice sound so familiar...? 


"You're... Zekra," the Riolu said once more. 


Suddenly, there was no longer a Riolu collapsed against a rock. 
There was now a Mienfoo littered with singed fur and three long 
streaks across her body before Zekra. She gasped as she abruptly 
changed back into a Zorua and cautiously approached the Mienfoo. 


"Impetus?" Zekra asked in disbelief. "When did you... | mean, there 
was a Riolu..." 


"Yes, | understand your confusion," Impetus said as she slowly got to 
her feet. "| saw you as something else as well. | thought you were 
my enemy." 


"But that doesn't make any sense!" Zekra stated. "| mean... | don't 
think we got confused or anything. | Know what it feels like, and this 
is definitely not it. So why... why did we see things so differently?" 


"| don't have that answer," Impetus said. "But, we should be cautious 
from now on. In case this happens to us once more." 


"Yeah," Zekra said with a frown as she glanced at the Mienfoo's 
injuries. "Will you be okay? | have an Oran Berry if you really need 


one." 


"| don't need one," Impetus replied dismissively. "I will heal. | suffered 
worse injuries when | first woke up here. | was attacked by many 
creatures at once. They burned me and cut me. They tore me apart 
with their claws and fire. Killing all of them was not an easy task. Yet, 
| have healed most of the way because | heal so quickly. | don't feel 
the pain anymore." 


"Well | guess that's good to hear," Zekra said unsurely. "But, why 
didn't you just run away from that battle with all the Pokémon? | 
mean, if a battle's too tough, you don't have to do it. You can retreat, 
you know." 


"Retreating is only to be used when absolutely necessary," Impetus 
said. "| only want to retreat when I'm facing an enemy | know | can't 
defeat. Such as here. | wish to retreat from here..." 


Impetus grimaced as she glanced around at the surroundings. It 
seemed that no matter what, Impetus could never outgrow her 
uneasiness to dungeons. Though she would enter dungeons, she 
would always seem to be so unnerved by an unseen force. And 
despite asking, she was never able to explain what it was. She 
would say it was a feeling she felt from within all Mystery Dungeons, 
but nothing in particular seemed to be the source of such dread. 


Zekra sighed at seeing Impetus's torment. 


"We'll get out of here," Zekra assured. "Don't worry. We just need to 
find Terron and the others first. Yimtri should have an Escape Orb, 
so he can get us out of here with that. As long as we don't 
accidentally kill them... and hopefully we haven't already." 


"| think you would know if you had killed them," Impetus said. "I 
believe they are still alive. But yes, let's get out of here. That thought 
is comforting." 


Impetus managed to regain some composure, but Zekra could still 
see the anxiety in her eyes. And yet, despite wishing to further ease 
her worry, she knew that there was nothing else that could be done. 


"Do you think Terron and Syn are close by?" Impetus asked as the 
two began their trek. 


"| really don't know," Zekra said quietly. "| haven't seen them. | don't 
even know if they're in the same area as us. If we all got dragged 
into the same dungeon... then why is everyone separated? Why did 
the dungeon suddenly come to life and take us here anyway? It 
doesn't make any sense." 


"Having those answers would be nice, but I'm afraid that only Yimtri 
knows those answers," Impetus replied. "You'll have to find him if 
you want to know the truth." 


"| guess," Zekra frowned. "He might tell me if | ask. Unless he 
decides to keep that information hidden, like the truth about this 
dungeon. Can't believe he didn't tell us this dungeon can kill you for 
real. | still don't know if | believe it, but it would have been nice to 
know anyway!" 


The Zorua cast her eyes downward as her newly-awakened 
unpleasantness brought in other thoughts to her mind. 


"| wish Terron had spoken up about this place sooner," Zekra said 
lowly. "He knew something about here, but he didn't tell anyone. And 
now because of him, we're all like this. | don't know why he knew 
and not anyone else, but he should have told us. Stupid Terron and 
you not telling any of us anything..." 


Zekra scoffed irritably at the thought. She had known for weeks that 
Terron was become withdrawn from the team. It had been very easy 
to catch on to his change of behavior when he no longer wished to 
talk and slept on the far side of the bedroom, away from everyone 
else. Zekra had tried to get him to open up, but he refused to do so. 


Whatever strange things that were going through his head were 
locked away from the team. 


While watching her friend change for the worse disheartened Zekra, 
never once did it make her feel agitated. It was frustrating at times, 
but the frustration usually lead to depression rather than anything 
else. Yet right now, she could feel rage building up in her heart, 
slowly drowning out the sorrow. Terron's unwillingness to discuss an 
important detail had been the final straw for her. She had been 
patiently waiting for him to start opening again, treating him nicely 
while wearing a plastered smile on her face to hide her true feelings. 
Yet, despite her efforts, he never did return to his normal self. Now, 
his lack of communication had finally taken a heavy toll on the team. 


It was because of him that they were trapped in Erebus Woods. It 
was because of him that everyone might never escape the dungeon. 


"It's all your fault, Terron," Zekra muttered distastefully. "It's what 
happens when you don't talk. Why won't you talk?" 


Impetus's eyes became wide before she abruptly stopped moving. 
Her eyes darted around edgily. Realizing what was happening, Zekra 
prepared a hostile stance as the illusion light rippled through her 
eyes. 


"| sense them, but | can't see them," Impetus said. "I can feel their 
presence growing near." 


"How many do you think there are?" Zekra asked. 

"| can't tell," Impetus replied. "Perhaps two... perhaps ten." 

Just then, the ground beneath the two started to quake. Not evena 
second later, four Sandslash tunneled out of the ground and 


surrounded the two. Zekra grit her teeth as she took a step back and 
thought of a form she could use. 


As she tried to think of a suitable Pokémon from her memory, Zekra 
caught a glimpse of something coming toward her out of the corner 
of her eye. She turned to face the threat, only to find an airborne 
bone a few inches away from her face. 


*THUNK!* 


The bone hit her right between the eyes, giving her a massive 
headache. In her fuzzy vision, Zekra watched the bone sail back to 
its original owner: a Marowak standing on top of a rock a few feet 
behind a Sandshrew. It snickered at seeing Zekra's weary state. 


All at once, the Sandslash sped toward the duo, their claws ready to 
slice them apart. Impetus instantly leapt over one of the Sandslash 
with a quick somersault before going after the Marowak. She 
seemed to find priority in taking out the one who could use long- 
ranged attacks. 


Though she felt light-headed, Zekra hastily sought a form to help her 
with the oncoming Sandslash. She had to find a way to stop them 
now that they were all aiming for her. 


They're just like Terron. They're ground-types. Soooo... | could use 
Fen's form to help me. But, | don't think that'll be useful against so 
many enemies. 


She couldn't think much longer. The four Sandslash were going to rip 
her to shreds in a second. Zekra quickly jumped out of an oncoming 
claw as she shifted into the form of a Zoroark. She was growing to 
like this form despite not offering much to her abilities. 


Zekra let out a snarl as she slashed an off-guard Sandslash across 
the face. Bloody streaks went across its left eye, making the wild one 
screech loudly as it curled into a ball. It rolled toward Zekra, quickly 
followed by the others performing the same action. 


The false Zoroark darted out of the way, and though she managed to 
avoid most of the Sandslash, one had still managed to hit her. She 


felt its sharp spikes dig deep into her chest, shredding apart her skin 
and fur. She screamed as her form abruptly changed back to normal, 
allowing the Sandslash to completely run her over. 


As Zekra lay there, gasping for breath and unable to move, the many 
Sandslash came toward her. Their claws were ready to pierce her 
heart and put an end to her. Zekra's mind filled with many Pokémon, 
yet she found there was no point in transforming if she couldn't get 
up. 


Just as the hoard of Sandslash neared her, a barrage of stars rained 
down upon the area surrounding the Zorua. The Sandslash looked 
up to find Impetus landing in front of Zekra. She swiftly clapped her 
hands together, and immediately, a powerful shockwave seemingly 
made of air shot out of her palms. The attack pushed the Sandslash 
back, making them all flinch as they tumbled along the ground. 


"What... what happened to the Marowak?" Zekra asked, trying to 
catch her breath. 


"Still here," Impetus stated. "I hurt it, then left it alone when | saw 
you. It will come, but now's not the time to worry. These creatures 
are the ones we must defeat first. | should have realized that earlier." 


"Yeah, that might have been helpful to realize earlier," Zekra stated 
blankly. 


Impetus frowned at the remark, but she didn't give a retort. She 
picked up the Zorua with one paw just as the Sandslash started to 
recover. All of them burrowed into the ground, preparing for their 
next assault. Impetus tensely listened for the sounds of the 
oncoming enemies. 


One Sandslash popped out of the ground near her side. Out of 
reaction, the Mienfoo shoved her free paw into the oncoming foe. 
Unfortunately, she found that the Sandslash was curled up and that 
she had smashed her paw into the spikes lining its back. Blood 


leaked out of her hand, but she held back a scream as she 
unleashed the energy she had been building up in her palm. 


The foe flew across the ground as the energy struck it, sending it into 
the molten lava. Impetus hissed at the pain in her hand, but she 
didn't focus on it, for there were more enemies around her. She 
could hear them moving beneath her feet. 


Suddenly, something smacked into the back of her head. Impetus 
cringed as she dropped Zekra and tried to block out the pain. She 
glanced back to find the Marowak once more, standing in its safe 
distance. The Mienfoo narrowed her eyes at it, but was quick to bring 
her focus back to the true enemies as she felt the ground beneath 
her cave in. 


She leapt out of the way, but was quick to find that she had forgotten 
to grab Zekra. Impetus turned back to find a Sandslash striking 
Zekra's face with its claws, tossing her along the ground before she 
crashed into a nearby boulder. Two streaks were now under her left 
eye. 


Impetus hurried toward the Zorua, but was immediately blocked off 
by all the Sandslash. They let out a shriek before jumping at the 
Mienfoo, some rolling into balls while the others clawed at her. 
Impetus was forced to carefully outmaneuver every attack sent her 
way as she looked for a chance to counterattack. 


As Zekra lay there, feeling her precious blood leave her body, her 
mind rapidly flooded with Pokémon she could become. There were 
so many to choose from, but it was useless to become any of them 
when she couldn't move. 


At that moment, she noticed the Marowak from earlier. It was rushing 
toward her now that Zekra was alone and weakened, its weapon 
twirling around rapidly in its hand. The Zorua's eyes widened as she 
saw a familiar Cubone take the place of the Marowak. 


It's not Terron. It's just that weird mind trick happening to me again. 


The Cubone came closer, allowing Zekra to see more of it. The logic 
her brain was trying to use immediately shut off once she realized 
how much the Cubone looked like Terron. 


It... itis Terron. 


"Terron..." Zekra mumbled. "Why are you hurting me? Why won't 
you talk to me?" 


The Zorua struggled to her feet, managing to find some strength to 
stand. Yet, just as she managed to get up, she was met with the 
horror of the Cubone ramming its weapon into her being. 


*THUD!* 


Zekra skid along the rock, feeling her skin getting peeled off from the 
friction. Yet, she made no attempt to resist and waited for her 
momentum to slow down. Her closing wounds from previous injuries 
were opened once again, smearing blood all around her. 


Why won't you talk to me Terron?! What's stopping you?! What did |! 
do wrong?! 


Zekra finally came to a stop after so long, barely managing to avoid 
the lava. She was right at the edge of the fiery pit. The lava hissed 
loudly as she attempted to crawl away from it, as if enraged that it 
couldn't have the Zorua in its grasp. 


But before Zekra could get very far, the Cubone stood over her. 
Zekra growled fiercely at the sight, but the enemy wasn't frightened 
by her action. It knew that she was too exhausted to actually fight. 


"Talk to me, Terron!" Zekra demanded. "Stop being such a mute! 
Everyone's stuck here because you won't talk, you know! It's all your 
fault!" 


The Cubone said nothing. Instead, it reached down and picked up 
the feeble Zorua. Zekra weakly thrashed around in its grasp and bit 


down on its arm, but the Cubone didn't let go. It ripped Zekra's 
muzzle off its flesh and clamped her mouth shut before making its 
way toward the lava. 


Talk to me Terron! 


Zekra's thoughts went rampant as her frustrations overwhelmed her, 
bringing forth a memory filled with pain and blood. A memory she, 
Terron, and Impetus shared. 


Talk to me! Stop being this way! 


Zekra's eyes became bright with her illusion power as a specific 
Pokémon manifested in her thoughts. She could remember how 
much pain it brought when it attacked Terron. 


STOP DOING THIS TO ME! 


Zekra's form instantly shifted into that of a deadly enemy. The 
Cubone cringed at the sudden sight of the Weavile, releasing its grip 
on her. Zekra thudded to the ground, at the very edge of the lava, 
panting as she glared sharply at the enemy. 


" You don't know how much pain you've put me through!" Zekra 
cried furiously. "You don't know how it feels, do you?!" 


The Cubone didn't say anything, choosing instead to charge at her 
with its bone. Zekra clenched her white, clawed hands. 


" Stop ignoring me!" Zekra screamed. "Stop it! I'm sick of it! I'm 
sick of YOU!" 


Zekra took in a deep breath before sending out a large gust of snow 
from her lungs. The Cubone shrieked in terror as the ice pelted its 
body, flailing around as it tried to escape the cold. Yet, Zekra didn't 
stop. She grabbed the Cubone by the wrist and continued 
unleashing a mighty blizzard upon it. 


When the enemy became a frozen block of ice, Zekra finally realized 
that she wasn't fighting a Cubone. It had been the Marowak all 
along. Zekra grit her teeth as she let out frustrated growls and 
pushed the foe into the lava. She watched with a glare as the wild 
Pokémon sunk into the fiery depths, the lava hissing as it consumed 
its meal. She felt disgusted that she had let the hallucination last for 
so long. She should have known better. She had seen the foe in its 
true form before it changed, but she had been so obsessed with 
Terron, that she let her emotions override her logical thinking. She 
had lost her focus on reality. 


Zekra took in a few raspy breaths as she looked toward the 
Sandslash attacking Impetus, where she saw that only two of the 
Sandslash were left. 


Zekra, still fueled by her rage, made her way to the group before 
unleashing a blast of sleet upon the three. Impetus was pelted by the 
first bits of the snow, but she was quick to retreat out of the storm 
before it got worse. The group of Sandslash, on the other hand, 
weren't able to escape and were quick to become frozen solid. Just 
as she had done with the previous enemy, she shoved them into the 
molten rock, completely eliminating any trace of them. 


Zekra let out a sigh, feeling her weariness coming back. Her rage 
had only temporarily given her the energy to fight. Now, that 
adrenaline was disappearing rapidly. 


As the fake Weavile was about to rest, Impetus suddenly sent a kick 
into her stomach. Zekra's breath was knocked out of her lungs as 
she flew back, crashing into a nearby rock. Her form shifted back to 
normal as Zekra coughed violently. 


Impetus landed in front in her and prepared to launch another attack. 
However, once she realized that the Weavile had actually been 
Zekra, she ceased her attack. The Mienfoo grimaced. 


"You're... not that Weavile," Impetus said. "| thought you were. You 
looked so much like him. You even moved just like him. I'm seeing 


things again." 


Zekra spat out a glob of blood before wiping her muzzle with a paw. 
She glanced at the Mienfoo, snarling as she sluggishly stood up. 


"No, you're not this time!" Zekra shouted irritably. "| can change into 
other Pokémon, remember?! Of course | looked like the Weavile! | 
could probably even sound just like that Weavile if | wanted to! Don't 
ever do that again! Ask to make sure it's me!" 


Impetus gave Zekra a dark stare, but didn't say anything. 


The Zorua coughed up more blood as she reached into her bag and 
pulled out an Oran Berry. She crammed the whole thing into her 
mouth, trying to get every last bit of energy from it. She glanced at 
her chest to find that it was still severely torn up. Yet, none of her 
bones had been broken, and her heart and lungs remained intact. 


That wasn't Terron... that Cubone | thought | saw wasn't Terron. It 
was just the Marowak. Where are you really, Terron? 


All of a sudden, a loud, pained cry pierced the silence. Impetus and 
Zekra brought their gazes toward the source of the sound, expecting 
to find some sort of wild Pokémon close by. Instead, they found 
nothing. They were still alone. 


And then, before either could react, they heard a loud crash and saw 
debris fly into the air not too far from where they were. Curious to 
know what it was, Impetus and Zekra made their way to the sight, 
though Impetus had to carry Zekra due to her still-recovering injuries. 


When the duo arrived at the scene, they found a downed Noivern 
that was covered in pebbles. It twitched as it attempted to rise, but 
every time it tried to do so, it would collapse back onto the ground. It 
seemed so weak for such a powerful and intimidating Pokémon, as if 
it had been reduced to a mere Zubat. 


A large beam of draconic energy suddenly fell upon the Noivern from 
above, completely engulfing the wild Pokémon. It let out a loud 
screech as the ground that encompassed the attack crumbled, 
sending up gravel in all directions. Impetus put up her arm to protect 
herself from the falling debris, which thankfully caused little harm. 


When the light disappeared, Impetus and Zekra found the Noivern 
lying on the ground, knocked unconscious. Its body steamed from 
the residue of such a destructive attack. 


"Well, that only took forever!" a familiar voice stated in exasperation. 
"Stupid dragon bat thing.” 


The two looked up and found Vantis floating high above them, his 
own body covered in thick scratches. He was quick to notice the 
children's presence and descended toward them. Once he gently 
settled on the ground, he smiled at them pleasantly. 


"Oh, there you are!" Vantis said. "| was wondering what happened to 
you two." 


The Flygon's smile faded as he noticed their injuries. 


"| guess you two got into some tough fights like me," Vantis stated. 
"Well, at least you two don't look too bad..." 


"Yeah, we'll probably be better in a bit," Zekra said. "Anyway, have 
you seen Terron and the others?" 


"I'm afraid not," Vantis replied as he hung his head. "I've been 
looking around for a while, and the only thing | really found that was 
important was this." 


The Flygon brought his clawed hand toward the two and opened up 
it up to Show a small, violet crystal-like stone resting in his palm. It 
seemed to be giving off a strange aura, though it didn't seem 
malicious in any way. Instead, it felt more like raw power pulsing 
from within the strange gem. 


"What is that?" Zekra asked as she reached out to touch the strange 
object. 


When her paw settled on its surface, she could feel the energy of the 
stone seeping into her body. Yet, nothing about her changed. She 
didn't feel any sort of newfound strength overcome her. 


"It's a Duskstone," Vantis answered. "You know, one of the evolution 
stones. | found it while | was looking for you guys where that Noivern 
was sleeping. Tried to get it without waking the bat up, but that 
obviously didn't go too well." 


"That's right... we came here to collect these things," Zekra said. "| 
almost forgot about that." 


"Heh yeah," Vantis chuckled. "That's why we came here in the first 
place! Can't believe you almost forgot! Oh well; at least you 
remembered now. Still, don't forget your mission next time!" 


"Yeah, I'll remember," Zekra said as she put the stone in her bag. 
"Thanks for the reminder. But right now, | need to go find Terron. | 
need to talk to him." 


Zekra leapt out of Impetus's grasp and took a step forward. As soon 
as she did, a jolt of pain shot through her chest. She collapsed onto 
the ground, breathing heavily as Vantis and Impetus encircled her 
with worried glances. 


"You need to rest a bit longer," Impetus said. "Your injuries haven't 
healed. We must hide and wait for you to recover so nothing will 
attack us. Traveling with you like this isn't a good idea.” 

"| don't want to hide," Zekra stated. "| need to get this done now." 


"That's not a good idea," Impetus frowned. "You know that." 


Zekra let out a low snarl before getting to her feet. She took another 
step forward, still feeling the pain, but pressed forward anyway. She 


needed to fulfill this task she now wished to accomplish. It was the 
only thing on her mind now. She needed to do it now. 


The Zorua sluggishly made her way down the path, glancing around 
in every direction to find the Cubone. He was nowhere in sight. 


"Uh, you really need to take an easy," Vantis said as he flew in front 
of the Zorua, impeding her progress. "You're gonna pass out if you 
keep this up." 


"| don't care," Zekra said. "| have to keep going. You guys aren't 
going to stop me. No one can." 


She went around the Flygon, continuing her quest. Vantis once again 
prevented her from moving forward, this time by blocking her path 
with his tail. 


"Seriously, you can't overexert yourself," Vantis stated firmly, 
sounding like an entirely different Pokémon now that his 
cheerfulness was gone. "As your leader, I'm Supposed to keep you 
guys safe. Even if I'm keeping you safe from yourself. You can't go 
walking around like that. You're going to die that way. | would fly you 
around, but there's a good chance we'll get attacked by some flying 
enemy. It's not a good idea to deal with that while carrying recovering 
passengers.” 


Zekra said nothing, yet she didn't go anywhere. She remained still, 
glaring up at the Flygon. 


"Look, | get that you want to find your friend and all," Vantis went on. 
"| know he's important. But, you need to realize that he's got not only 
your other friend with him, but Yimtri as well. I'd say he's doing pretty 
well in this dungeon. I'd even say he's better off than us. He'll be fine. 
So if you want to find him, you've gotta rest. You're going to get killed 
if you search for him this way. Plus, | don't think he'd want to see you 
like this." 


Zekra gazed silently at Vantis, her eyes reflecting nothing as several 
thoughts ran through her mind. 


"... you don't understand the urgency behind the situation," Zekra 
stated, her voice empty. "I have to talk to him about something 
important." 


"And what's so important that you need to see him right now?" Vantis 
asked. 


Zekra cast her glance to the side and scowled. She refused to make 
eye contact with the Flygon. 


"You're a part of the Fellowship," Vantis said, power entering his 
voice as he connected with a different side of Zekra. "You have 
duties to fulfill to us. You swore to always put your best efforts into 
serving us since the day you joined. Purposely killing yourself is the 
equivalent of abandoning us. You're throwing away your commitment 
to us if you do this. Remember the promise you made to us. 
Remember how much you prioritized us." 


The Zorua frowned even more as she thought about this. Yes, she 
could remember swearing her dedication to the Fellowship. She was 
determined to assist them in any way possible to avenge her friends 
and family. Now Vantis, leader of one of those Fellowships, wanted 
her to get some rest so that she could continue to work with the 
Fellowship after this mission was over. Her potential suicide didn't 
help them at all. It only hindered their process of eliminating the 
Plagued Ones. 


Terron... would have to wait. Her commitment to the Fellowship 
came first. 


"Fine," Zekra said quietly. "I'll rest. But only for a little bit. The Oran 
Berry should have healed me by then." 


"Good," Vantis said with a sigh of relief. "I'm glad you understand. | 
was almost worried that I'd have to force you to rest. | don't like 


doing that even though | have the authority to..." 
Zekra nodded silently. 


"Where do you recommend we hide?" Impetus asked, speaking up 
after so long. 


"Hmm, let's see," Vantis said as he glanced around. "Well, we can 
make a hole in a wall that we can sit in. We should be sheltered from 
most of the enemies, and hopefully, none of the Pokémon will notice 
us." 


"I'll let you know if | sense them," Impetus then said. "Show us to this 
hiding spot." 


The Flygon hovered off the ground as Impetus gently took Zekra into 
her arms. He led the two toward a nearby wall before landing in front 
of it. With his claws, he dug into the solid rock, somehow piercing 
through the stone with ease. Impetus and Zekra watched in silence 
as he made a tunnel for the three of them in a matter of minutes. 
When it was ready, the children entered inside the tunnel and went 
back as far as they could. There, they rested with Vantis and kept 
their eyes on the only entrance to the small, artificial cave. 


"You and Terron... you guys must be very close to be so desperate 
to find him," Vantis noted, trying to pass the time. "How long have 
you two been friends?" 


"A few weeks," Zekra answered. 


"Huh, so not even that long," Vantis said thoughtfully. "If | may ask, 
how did you guys meet? | always like hearing these kind of stories." 


Zekra paused as a wave of traumatizing memories swept through 
her mind. Yet, she kept the pain hidden as she began her story, 
though being careful about what she mentioned to Vantis. 


"| met Terron after the massacre of Blackoak Town," Zekra said 
quietly. "| had just escaped from those Plagued Ones and safely got 
to the Gray Lands. And, as | was walking through there, | found 
Terron there, passed out and everything. So, | woke him up and 
found out he had amnesia. And, since he had nowhere to go, he and 
| decided to help each other out and we came to the Fellowship. 
And... that's basically it. | found him by pure luck. And since then, 
we've been helping each other since neither of us have nowhere to 


go." 


Vantis remained quiet for a long time, his eyes becoming distant in 
the dim lighting. Zekra thought that perhaps he had grown confused 
due to the lack of some important details, such as why she was still 
alive. Yet, she didn't bother to explain further. She felt she had 
explained enough. There were some secrets she needed to keep. 


"So... you met Terron in the Gray Lands," Vantis said slowly. "And he 
has amnesia?" 


"Yeah, he can't really remember anything,” Zekra replied. "It's pretty 
bad. But, he doesn't seem to be bothered by it too much anymore." 


"SO, Terron isn't his real name then, right?" Vantis asked. "| mean, if 
he has amnesia, he wouldn't remember his own name, would he?" 


"No, it's not his real name," Zekra clarified. "Just something | gave 
him so that he can be called by something." 


"| see," Vantis said thoughtfully, nodding to himself. "Well, that's too 
bad. Maybe he'll get his memory back, though. Maybe he just needs 
time to recover. Maybe he's just like Len who needs time..." 


"Len has amnesia?" Zekra asked curiously, surprised to hear this. 
"Yeah, he does I'm afraid," Vantis said glumly. "Had it for as long as 


I've known him, probably longer. Says he can't remember his 
childhood. He doesn't really act like it's a big deal most of the time, 


but | Know it bothers him. Anyone with a chunk of their life missing 
must feel so bothered every once in a while." 


"Has there been anyone who's ever gotten over amnesia before?" 
Zekra then asked. 


"Well, not that | know of," Vantis answered. "I don't even know that 
many Pokémon who have amnesia. It's just Len and Terron." 


"| see," Zekra said, lowering her eyes. 


So Terron might have amnesia forever. He might not ever know what 
his life used to be like. He won't remember his friends... or his family. 
He might not even know what happened to them. They must be so 
worried about him. And Terron... he doesn't even know who they 
are. And chances are, he never will know. 


Terron... does this ever bother you? Does it ever go through your 
mind? 


"Alright, | think you're okay now," Vantis then said to the Zorua. "We 
can get going again if you feel you can walk." 


"Yeah, I'm ready," Zekra said affirmatively. "Let's get going." 


The three wandered out of the hole and carefully landed onto the 
ground. Zekra glanced over her injuries to find that they had mostly 
healed, yet she still felt sore and light-headed from losing so much 
blood. But, she'd have to ignore that for now. Now that she had 
taken care of herself for the Fellowship's sake, she needed to take 
care of her other important task. 


"Can you fly us around?" Impetus then asked Vantis. "I think we'll be 
able to cover more distance and be able to spot Terron, Syn, and 
Yimtri from the air." 


"But we might not be able to spot any evolution stones from so high 
up," Zekra stated, remembering their original mission. 


"| think that those three will find the evolution stones for us," Impetus 
said as she turned to Zekra. "Besides, we already have one. We've 
already fulfilled our mission." 


"Plus, | can probably spot them from up in the air," Vantis assured. "I 
mean, that's how | spotted the Duskstone. So yeah, don't worry 
about it." 


"Yeah... well okay..." Zekra said reluctantly. "| was just a little 
worried since | don't want to forget about our mission and all... but if 
you say so." 


Vantis lowered himself and allowed the two to get onto his back. 
Once everyone managed to securely grab onto him, the Flygon rose 
into the air and flew around the dungeon, where they searched for 
the three missing Fellowship members. 


Terron... | need to find you. | need to know why you won't talk to me. 
Even if | have to force the answer out of you... | have to know. | can't 
take this any longer. So stay alive. Survive until | find you. 


Succumb to Madness 


Chapter 26 


Succumb to Madness 


Erebus Woods S29 
" Rooooh!" 


The sharp end of Terron's bone sank into the Croagunk's stomach, 
making the large frog let out a deafening cry. Terron pulled out the 
bone as he kicked down the enemy, bringing forth a large burst of 
blood into the air. Without further delay, he jumped onto the 
Croagunk as he brought his bone into its body once more, this time 
into the heart. 


The Croagunk let out one last cry before it fell silent, its eyes 
becoming dull as its spirit left its body. Terron let out a sigh as he 
took his weapon out of the corpse. 


"Finally killed one of them, | see. | didn't think you had desensitized 
yourself into killing yet." 


Terron turned his head to find Yimtri standing a few feet away, right 
next to a corpse of his own. From what the Cubone could remember, 
it had been a Torchic that was attacking the Sableye earlier. Yet, it 
was hard to believe it had been one thanks to its distorted state. 
Yimtri had ripped it to pieces. 


"| don't really kill things that often," Terron said. "Only when | have to. 
But yeah, | can kill things. It's not that hard. It's really easy, in fact. 
And | had to kill this thing since it was moving too fast for me to hit its 
head." 


"Good to hear that," Yimtri stated as he glanced at the Dusk Sphere 
in hand. "No one can afford to be so reluctant for long. Not in this 
world." 


Terron nodded slowly as he made his way off the Croagunk. He took 
the bloodstained bone and wiped the blood onto one of his many 
bandages. He really hated holding his weapons whenever they were 
covered in blood. It always felt disgustingly sticky and reeked of his 
recent kills. He hated that smell. 


As Terron cleaned the bone, he saw Syn come his way. He had 
wandered off while the three of them were walking, which was 
shortly followed by the attack of the Croagunk and Torchic. Terron 
had been too busy fighting the frog to really concern himself with 
where the Snivy had gone to. But now that the Snivy drew close, 
Terron could see what had been going through Syn's head. 


In his hands were not one, but two evolutions stones: a 
Thunderstone and a Firestone. He must have seen them off in the 
distance. With a large smile, Syn came rushing over to the Sableye 
and Cubone. But, when he saw the corpses resting by their bodies, 
his smile immediately faded. 


"Oh... sorry for leaving you guys," Syn said unsurely, averting his 
gaze from the decaying bodies. "! probably should have waited and 
helped you dealt with these guys..." 


"No, it's fine," Yimtri assured. "They attacked us after you had run off 
anyway. You have no reason to feel guilty. You've collected Erebus's 
valuable treasures, and that is nothing to be ashamed of." 


The Sableye took the evolution stones from the Snivy's hands and 
carefully put them in his satchel. Syn glanced at his now bloody 
paws before shuddering and wiping the blood onto the grass. He 
was very quick to bring his hands off the ground, for not even a 
second after he made contact with the grass, the tentacles appeared 
to grab him. Thankfully, he had managed to avoid their grasps. 


"So, that makes five stones so far, right?" Syn then asked as he 
adjusted the bandages around his head. 


"Yes, that's right," Yimtri said as he searched through the bag. "Two 
Thunderstones, one Moonstone, one Leafstone, and one Firestone. 
A decent collection that I'm sure your Fellowship would appreciate." 


"And you guys don't know why all of these evolution stones are 
here?" Syn asked. 


"No, we don't," Yimtri said blankly. "We really don't. All we know is 
that Erebus seems to produce them endlessly. We know nothing 
else." 


Syn nodded silently to himself. The Sableye started to walk away, 
followed shortly by Terron and Syn. As the three wandered through 
the sector, avoiding all of the strange skin-snatching tendrils, Syn 
and Terron looked at one another. 


"We still haven't found the others," Syn said in slight despair. "We've 
been searching this whole 'Yomi' place as much as we can, and 
they're nowhere to be found. This place is really creepy... and I'm 
getting kind of scared to know what's next. | want to find our 
friends... but this dungeon just keeps getting worse. | almost don't 
want to keep going. If this place is filled with things that take our skin, 
what's the next place going to be like?" 


"Well, I'm not really sure, but we have to keep going," Terron urged. 
"We have to find them. We can't just give up because this place 
keeps getting creepier the further we go." 


"| don't want to give up either, but this place..." Syn said as his voice 
began trailing off. 


Terron sighed. He understood how Syn felt. Continuing through this 
nightmare of a dungeon was becoming increasingly difficult. He 
could feel the increasing amount of dread the further they went into 
Erebus Woods. It was beginning to feel like the atmosphere that 


gathered around Yimtri whenever he seemed to become possessed 
by another entity. 


The Cubone could see why Syn was giving up now, since he didn't 
have the same level of determination as Terron did to find Zekra and 
the others. Terron himself already found it to be a battle to keep up 
his resolution, despite it being so strong a few sectors back. Erebus 
Woods was sapping away their willpower, like a parasite leeching the 
blood out of its prey. 


Terron glanced over at Yimtri, finding that he didn't seem affected by 
the atmosphere. He seemed exactly the same since he was dragged 
into the dungeon: eerily composed. 


How does he manage to stay so calm? | get that he's a dark and 
ghost-type, but | bet even Zekra would be feeling nervous by now... 


"| see the exit," Yimtri reported. "We're nearing it. AS soon as we go 
through it, we'll enter a new environment. There's light there, 
meaning we won't have to use my Dusk Sphere, but that doesn't 
mean that Erebus makes things easier for you there..." 


Terron and Syn squinted their eyes as they looked forward. Just up 
ahead was a gaping hole in the giant forest. Within the opening was 
a light, and there seemed to be large amounts of red, orange, and 
brown within its depths. They couldn't tell what the environment was 
Supposed to be from where they stood, but they could feel intense 
heat leaking out of the opening, giving them an idea of what it might 
have been. 


"What happens in there?" Syn asked reluctantly. 

"I'll explain that to you when we get there," Yimtri said. "For now, we 
need to actually get inside. Getting inside can be a bit ofa 
challenge." 


Syn was about to ask what he meant, but before he could, Yimtri 
abruptly came to a halt in front of the opening and motioned for the 


two to stop. Not even a second later, five large tendrils shot out of 
the ground and formed a wall in front of the entrance of the new 
group of sectors. They stood about ten feet tall, and were as thick as 
tree trunks. They didn't reach for the three, but they didn't go back 
from whence they came. The strange tentacles remained rooted 
there, swaying back and forth, not bothering the travelers. 


"You have got to be kidding me!" Terron said incredulously. 


"Yes, I'm afraid so," Yimtri said as he reached into his satchel. "A 
nasty tactic used to prevent progress. Yet, there is a way past them. 
You just have to be willing to sacrifice something.” 


The Sableye pulled out a wad of bandages and carefully started to 
wrap them around his left arm. Terron's eyes grew when he realized 
what was going on. 


"You're not actually going to..." Terron started to say, but couldn't 
finish. 


"Yes | am, Terron," Yimtri confirmed. "| have to. Unless one of you 
want to volunteer in my place." 


Terron and Syn winced at the thought, seeing the Sableye hada 
point. Yimtri let out a quiet chuckle at their reaction as he finished 
covering his claw in the fabric. Once he had managed that, he tore 
the bandage away from the roll and made sure it was secure to his 
arm. Now, his entire left arm was covered in the bandages, being 
several layers thick. 


"The second the barricade disappears, you need to rush inside,” 
Yimtri instructed as he put the leftover bandages away. "Don't worry 
about me; I'll be right behind you two." 

"If you say so," Syn said as he rubbed his shoulder uncomfortably. 


Yimitri flexed his covered claw, allowing a dark spiritual energy to 
sprout out of his body and surround his claw from the forearm down. 


He stared at his paw for a brief second, as if suddenly becoming 
reluctant to perform the task in mind. But, it didn't last long. For not 
even a moment later, the Sableye swiped his claw through the five 
tendrils blocking their path. 


The tendrils were severed, their tops dropping to the ground all 
around the group before flailing around wildly like worms. All that 
remained were the very bases of the strange ensnares, only a few 
inches tall. Wasting no time, Terron and Syn leapt over the damaged 
blockade, managing to avoid the complication of having their skin 
ripped from their bodies. Once they made it to the other side, the two 
looked back to find that the tentacles were already regenerating. The 
tentacles reached for the two, quickly wrapping around their legs. 
Terron and Syn screamed in fright as they yanked their feet out of 
the tentacles’ grip, watching as their skin peeled away. As usual, 
there was no pain, but more skin than usual was taken. They could 
see parts of their bones in the gaps of remaining flesh. 


Desperately not wanting to lose anything else, the two immediately 
ran into the new sector, leaving behind the tendril-infested 
nightmare. 


Erebus Woods S30 


After running non-stop for a few minutes, Syn and Terron finally 
stopped. Terron found himself having a coughing fit as he took in 
raspy breaths while Syn waited for his recovery, not feeling the 
fatigue Terron had. After all, Syn was the one with the best speed 
and endurance on the team, right next to Impetus. 


When Terron managed to catch his breath, he and Syn took a 
moment to take in the new environment. This terrain of Erebus 
Woods was a land that was filled with lava pools all around them. It 
was no doubt meant to resemble the inside of a volcano or the home 
of demons. When Terron saw this new terrain, it reminded him of the 
world he sometimes was summoned to by the strange voice in his 
head. Yet, he knew this place was not there. There was not a 


volcano in sight and there was too much land, much unlike the lava 
world that held the unknown entity. 


"Ugh, it feels so hot here," Syn moaned as he stuck his tongue out. "I 
feel like I'm going to be set on fire at any second." 


"Well that's what happens when we're surrounded by lava," Terron 
stated. "Still, what an odd place. It's got light like Yimtri said... but 
what makes it worse than the previous place?" 


"Hey, where is Yimtri anyway?" Syn then asked. "I didn't see him 
following us." 


Terron looked behind him and was quick to find that the Snivy was 
right. Yimtri was nowhere to be found. Terron grimaced and 
tightened his grip on his two clubs. He couldn't panic just yet; he 
needed to stay calm. That Sableye had to be around somewhere. He 
wouldn't leave them here. At least, Terron hoped Yimtri wasn't going 
to ditch himself and Syn. He still wasn't quite sure what the Dusk 
Mines leader was thinking. 


"Do you think we should wait for him?" Syn asked. 


"Maybe," Terron replied. "I just can't help but wonder why he's not 
here. | mean, he said he'd be right behind us." 


"Maybe those tentacle things got ahold of him," Syn muttered. "They 
grew back so quickly..." 


Terron didn't say anything as he kept waiting for the Sableye to 
appear. He decided that if Yimtri didn't show up in another five 
minutes, he'd have to keep going. He and Syn couldn't stay in this 
dungeon forever. They would just need to find Zekra and the others 
and get out of the dungeon the usual way. 


"Terron, how do you keep going?" Syn suddenly asked. 


The Cubone glanced at the Snivy oddly. 


"What do you mean?" he asked curiously. 


"You don't want to give up on finding the others," Syn stated quietly. 
"I'm just wondering how you're doing that. It feels so hard to do that 
now." 


Terron let out a sigh as he recalled his revelation about his behavior. 
Perhaps it was a good time to tell Syn what had happened to him. 
He needed to start talking again, and this was his first opportunity to 
do so. He couldn't let this chance go. It would help him for when he 
actually needed to talk to Zekra about what was truly bothering him. 


"| can keep going because | have to find Zekra to tell her something,” 
Terron explained, finding the words were coming with more easily 
than he expected. "I have to tell her that I'm sorry for acting so 
differently and uncaringly to her than | used to do." 


"You've been acting differently?" Syn asked oddly. 


"Yeah, | have..." Terron said, puzzled that the Snivy didn't notice his 
change of behavior. "I've been really quiet and won't talk about 
what's on my mind. You haven't noticed that?" 


"| thought you were always like that," Syn then said. "| mean, you 
start talking more whenever we go on missions or get into sticky 
situations like these, but otherwise, you're all quiet when we're 
relaxing at the Fellowship. You haven't changed much since | first 
met you." 


The Cubone continued to stare at Syn with a bewildered expression. 
It was only until he really started thinking about it, did he realize why 
Syn didn't understand what he was talking about. It all made sense 
now. 


"That's right; you met me around the time | started becoming really 
quiet," Terron realized. "You didn't see how close | was to Zekra 
during that mission. You only saw how | acted around her after the 


mission was over. That's when | started becoming reserved. So... 
this current me... that's the only me you know then." 


"Yeah, | guess so," Syn replied with a frown. "But, | understand what 
you're saying. You were different back then. How did you and Zekra 
used to get along then?" 


"We got along pretty well," Terron answered. "We used to tell each 
other everything... sort of. | mean, there were things she didn't tell 
me... and things | didn't tell her... but we were mostly honest with 
each other. If there was something bothering us, we'd tell each other 
what was wrong. We used to have actual conversations, not the 
failed attempts of ones we have now. They were meaningful. She... 
she was my best friend. But, then after that day, that stopped 
happening." 


Syn's eyes lowered to the floor. He blinked a few times. 


"It's because of me, isn't it?" he muttered. "You said you changed 
around the time you met me. I'm the reason you're like this now, 
aren't |?" 


"No, of course not!" Terron said hastily, flinching at the statement. 
"You're not the reason!" 


The Snivy slowly shook his head and looked up at the Cubone. 
There was no soul behind his eyes. 


"You became what you are now right when | showed up," Syn 
insisted, his voice becoming more hollow by the second. "There's no 
other reason that | can think of. Sure, we had that Plagued Ones 
encounter, but what would that do to alter your personality? Nothing 
that would make you so quiet to your closest friend. And then you 
got me on your team... some kid who clung to you because he didn't 
want to be alone in this world. A kid who held back so much pain... 
that you started copying what | did after a while without even 
realizing it. You're basically me now; hiding your thoughts behind a 


mask of happiness. /’m the one who made you change. My 
personality rubbed off on yours... and you got the worst part of me." 


"Syn, that's not the reason!" Terron yelled, growing frustrated with 
the child's increasing depression. "You have nothing to do with it! It 
might be true that friends affect each other and they start acting like 
one another, but you're not the reason why I'm like this! It's just a 
coincidence!" 


"Stop trying to lie to me!" Syn cried, his bottled-up pain beginning to 
manifest. "| know I'm the reason! Stop trying to pretend I'm not! You 
can say it! And then you can expel me from the team and go back to 
normal! | know none of you guys really want me anyway! I'm just 
some kid who pressured you into letting me join! | have no reason to 
be here! I'm just tearing all of you apart! | bet that's why mommy and 
daddy didn't want me! | was probably making their life worse 
somehow!" 


Before Terron could bring some sense into the Snivy, a Flareon 
suddenly leapt off a nearby rock and tackled Syn to the ground. It 
Opened its mouth wide, revealing a set of fire-coated fangs, before 
biting down on the Snivy's neck. Syn screamed as the fire spread off 
the teeth and onto his body. The smell of burning leaves and flesh 
filled the air as he flailed around uncontrollably, in too much ofa 
panic to think properly. 


"MAKE IT STOP!" Syn wailed desperately. "PLEASE! IT HURTS SO 
MUCH!" 


Terron became stiff, too horrified by what was happening to do 
anything. He had never seen the Snivy in this much pain before. Syn 
was so helpless as the fire consumed his flesh, slowly turning him 
into ash. The Cubone had never seen a sight as gruesome as being 
burned alive. It was petrifying. 


Thankfully, his mind was able to snap him out of it a few seconds 
later. Terron quickly took one of his bones and flung it at the Flareon. 


The foe released its hold on Syn as it leapt out of the way before 
releasing a stream of fire at the Cubone. 


Terron hastily got out of the way, feeling the flames sweep past him, 
almost scorching his arm. He grabbed his arm and rubbed the 
nearly-burnt spot as the Flareon charged at him. Its fangs were 
glistening with the white-hot flames once more. Terron cringed at the 
thought of being bit by the fiery maw, but managed to remain 
focused on reality. 


As the Flareon closed in on him, Terron swiped his bone at the 
enemy. However, it managed to leap over his club and was quick to 
sink its teeth into Terron's arm. His arm didn't catch fire, but the 
burning that spread throughout it was excruciatingly painful enough 
so that his arm might have well been ablaze. Terron took the bone in 
his unharmed hand and bashed it into the Flareon's head, knocking 
it off him. He let out a short cry as his flesh was torn away with the 
enemy's maw, allowing blood to leak out and drip around his feet. He 
bit down on his tongue and watched the Flareon tumble along the 
ground from his attack. 


Realizing that his bones weren't working for this battle, Terron 
decided it was time for him to try another tactic. He took in a deep 
breath before clenching a fist as tight as he could, nearly cracking 
the bone in his grasp. He sent his fist into the ground in front of him, 
sending every bit of power he could muster into the land. 


Everything around him began to quake. Pieces of the ceiling 
crumbled as they fell to the ground, and his vision started to become 
distorted. Yet, he managed to prevent himself from getting a 
headache by holding a stable stance. It was exactly as Tunra had 
taught him, and it prevented him from falling over as well. 


When the earthquake stopped, he found the Flareon collapsed on 
the ground, its eyes reflecting its dizzy state. Terron rushed forward 
to deal the final blow, but before he could, he found Syn running 
toward the Flareon. It was very easy to tell that he had been affected 
by the earthquake due to his constant swerving. Yet, he managed to 


keep going, for he seemed more powerful than ever at the moment. 
A green aura surrounded his burnt being, and his tail and collar 
leaves seemed to be moving on their own. His eyes had changed to 
that of an eerie bright red. Four vines were hanging out of his collar 
and assisted him in keeping his balance and sense of direction as he 
ran. 


Terron had seen this before. This was Syn's Overgrow ability. 
Whenever he reached critical levels, his inner plant gave rise toa 
power that it normally kept out of his control so that he could 
eliminate whatever was putting his life at stake. A second wind, Syn 
had always called it. 


Syn made it to the Flareon long before Terron ever could. With a 
loud scream, he formed the explosive seeds in his hands before 
throwing them at the Flareon. They scattered all around the enemy 
before exploding one at a time. Terron came to a halt as he watched 
the Flareon withstand the explosions, bits of its flesh becoming 
blown off from the increased amount of power. He realized it was 
best to stay out of this battle. Syn would finish off this Flareon. 


When the Snivy had used about six seeds, Syn slammed all of his 
vines into the ground, sending him flying into the sky. His tail leaf 
became as sharp as saw blades as he descended upon the barely- 
conscious Flareon. 


" UAAAH!" Syn yelled. 


A second later, his tail sliced into the Flareon. Its body was cut into 
two bloody pieces. Syn fell back to the ground, panting as he looked 
upon the corpse. 


"|... | killed it," Syn said with wide eyes. 
Terron didn't say anything. Syn had never killed a Pokémon before. 


Every time he came close to killing one, he always handed that 
Opportunity to someone else. But now, he had actually done it 


himself. Terron wasn't sure how Syn would take that in, but he knew 
he'd find out soon enough. 


"| killed something..." Syn said as he looked at his hands. 
He began to laugh. It sounded nothing like his usual laugh. 


"It's... it's so simple," Syn said as he continued to laugh. "! thought | 
would feel bad... but | don't. But, then again, I'm doing the exact 
same thing to everyone in a different way. I'm killing them from the 
inside. I'm ruining their lives, killing their spirits. It's just murder in 
another form. Actually killing someone isn't all that different. I'm 
killing everyone all around me... but | just didn't realize it until now. 
Not until | saw this dead body." 


The Snivy retracted his vines as his powerful aura continued to flow 
all around him. He stopped laughing as he stared down at the 
carcass, his eyes becoming emotionless once more. 


"Syn, you're not a murderer,” Terron finally said. "You know that." 


Syn glanced over at the Cubone. He almost looked terrifying with his 
Overgrow ability still activated. His eyes seemed so malevolent as 
they radiated the crimson color. 


"| said it before; stop trying to lie to me," Syn said coldly. "| know 
what | am. Just leave me here. Go find Yimtri and then the others. 
You don't need me. Nobody does. I'm just a life destroyer." 


"No, you're not!" Terron stated angrily. "You wanna know what 
happened to me?! You wanna know why | suddenly changed after | 
met you?! I'll tell you right now so that you can stop with this 
nonsense about you being a burden!" 


Terron squeezed his eyes shut as the painful memories appeared in 
his mind. 


"The day that the Plagued Ones attacked us, they told me things," 
Terron said bitterly. "They told me things only a couple of Pokémon 
knew about myself. And they told me something else about Zekra. 
You wanna know what that was? It was that she might not even care 
about me! She's using me so that she can keep her other friend alive 
through me! I'm just her puppet! | don't exist to her! All that exists is 
her other Terron! Once | found that out, that's when | started 
becoming so withdrawn from her! Because | felt so broken to know 
that! You had nothing to do with it! The only connection was that you 
were the reason we went into that cave with the Plagued Ones! But 
you know what?! Finding out the truth was inevitable ! Even if we 
hadn't taken the mission to escort you, | would have found out 
eventually!" 


Syn remained silent, his gaze unwavering. 


"So stop blaming yourself!" Terron cried as he glared at the Snivy. 
"It's not your fault! It's true that | sometimes don't want you on the 
team, but that's because | worry about you! | worry that you're going 
to explode at one point from all the stress! Like now! But, | finally 
realize now that keeping you on the team was the best option. 
Leaving you would have solved nothing. You're still going to be 
traumatized by your abandonment no matter what, whether you're 
with us or whoever the Fellowship sends you off to! At least if you're 
with us, you can attempt to learn to move on with your problem since 
you've got friends to support you!" 


"Friends... to Support me," Syn repeated. 


"You're not the only one who needs support," Terron said, lowering 
his voice. "All of us do. The Zorua who had everyone she knew killed 
before her eyes... the Mienfoo that has to live a whole new life as 
everyone looks down upon her... and the Cubone who can't 
remember anything, including his own name... we all need help. 
You're not alone. You're not any different from us. You're one of us, 
and you're not the reason for my problem. You're not the reason for 
anyone's problem. So stop thinking that. | don't know why your 


parents abandoned you, but you're wrong. It's their fault for leaving 
you, not yours. You've done nothing wrong." 


Syn closed his eyes as he hung his head. Whether he had taken 
Terron's words to heart or not, Terron wasn't sure. All he knew was 
that the Snivy had finally calmed down. 


Terron let out an exhausted sigh. 


"You've felt the effect of this particular environment," a new voice 
said. "Quite powerful, isn't it?" 


Terron and Syn turned their heads to the side to find a Sneasel 
making its way toward them from a few yards away. It wasn't rushing 
toward them strangely, but walking toward them rather casually. Still, 
it was an enemy. It was probably doing this to catch them off guard. 
Instinctively, Terron threw one of his clubs at the oncoming enemy. 
Much to his surprise, the Sneasel caught the bone in its clawed 
hands without sustaining any injuries. Even more surprisingly, after it 
had stopped the attack, the Sneasel was no longer there. 


It was now a Sableye wearing a tattered cape. 


"Yimtri?!" Terron gasped. "But the Sneasel... it was right where you 
were!" 


"Now you've seen the other side effect of this environment," Yimtri 
noted. "| wonder why | was a Sneasel to you." 


As the Sableye drew closer, Syn and Terron were able to see that 
Yimtri was not well. His left arm was several shades lighter and was 
mostly transparent. His other arm was covered in bandages, 
presumably because much of his skin had been ripped off, yet not as 
much as his left arm. His eyes seemed dimmer as well, and each 
step he took made his being wobble for just a moment. 


"What happened to you?" Terron asked in horror. 


The Sableye stopped in front of the two and gave Terron his club 
back. He carefully reached into his satchel with his wrapped hand 
and pulled out an Oran berry. He gave it to Syn and watched as the 
Snivy ate it. Slowly, Syn's aura disappeared as he regained his 
strength. Yet, the charred sections of his body didn't heal. Perhaps 
the burnt pieces of his body weren't going to go away for a while. 


"| destroyed the exit to the previous section. | lost the organic part of 
my left arm to the skin-takers. Only the spiritual arm is left," Yimtri 
answered, his sentences becoming increasingly disconnected as he 
continued to speak. "Sableye are made so that despite being ghosts, 
we have organic bodies. Like the Froslass. Only they have ice 
bodies and we have something else. | don't know what kind of 
material my organic body is. | still have my arm. Not my organic arm, 
though. My right arm was taken on my way out. It's not as bad as my 
left. | tried to follow you. Erebus wasn't happy. It sent legions after 
me as you two ran. | wasn't able to follow after you two. Not until | 
had defeated the legions." 


Yimtri reached into his bag yet again and took out a roll of bandages. 
He handed the bandages to the two and watched them wrap their 
skin-stripped legs. Once they had done so, he took the bandages 
and put them away, where he then took out an Oran Berry. Slowly, 
he began to munch it down. 


"| saw what Erebus did to you two," Yimtri stated. "You know what it 
does to you now." 


"What do you mean?" Terron asked. 


"The first side effect is amplification of bottled-up emotions," Yimtri 
explained. "Locked up secrets will be free. They plague your 
thoughts. They consume your heart. It never goes away until you 
leave this particular environment. Erebus does it to confuse you. To 
distract you." 


Syn frowned uncomfortably, having been the one to experience this 
first-hand. 


"Second effect is hallucinations," Yimtri went on. "Everyone looks 
different. Your team members turn into other Pokémon. You see 
them differently, and they see you differently. The two of you attack 
each other. You kill each other. Avoid that by asking the attacker 
questions. If they talk, they're your friend. So simple, yet So many 
members die to the confusion..." 


The Sableye rubbed his head as he went forward, no longer 
seeming so fatigued. Yet, he appeared to be whispering things to 
himself. 


"Is everything okay?" Terron asked as he and Syn followed after the 
leader. "You're sounding really weird right now. | mean, not as weird 
when you go crazy, but it still sounds pretty weird." 


"Yes. Everything's fine," Yimtri replied. "Everything's fine. My 
thoughts. They cloud my mind. But | can think. | can still lead you out 
of here." 


"It's the emotion amplification thing, isn't it?" Terron asked seriously. 
"It's making it hard to focus because you've got something troubling 
you." 


The Sableye glanced at the Cubone with a shamed frown. 


"... yes," Yimtri said. "It goes in my mind. My thoughts race around. 
My focus wavers. You wish to know what's in my mind right now. You 
do. But, you can't know. | can't let you Know. They are my thoughts. 
Not your thoughts. But, you are not the thoughts. You are nowhere 
here. You are elsewhere." 


Terron wasn't satisfied with the Sableye's answer, but he knew he 
wasn't going to get any real answers out of him. With a sigh, the 
three continued their search for the missing Team Vendetta 
members, wondering what else the dungeon had in store for them. 


Erebus Woods S33 


Zekra, Impetus, and Vantis were still nowhere to be found. All that 
had been found were countless denizens of the dungeon, which now 
lay in heaps around the three travelers. Some of the Pokémon were 
simply unconscious while others were in several pieces. 


Terron and Syn sat down to take a breather from the recent fight, 
which had been a group consisting of Charmander, Numel, and 
Baltoy. They tightened the bandages wrapped around their flesh- 
stripped limbs, as well as replacing the soiled ones. As they did this, 
Yimtri sat behind the two, his back to theirs as he ate what appeared 
to be a large ruby. 


"So eating jewels really doesn't hurt, huh?" Syn asked the Sableye. 
"| heard Sableye can eat jewels, but you're eating it so easily, as if it 
wasn't a rock." 


Yimtri ripped off a piece of the red stone with his teeth before 
crunching it down. 


"Doesn't hurt," the Sableye replied. "Painless. Like eating butter. It's 
why being bitten by me tears through bone. Get bit by me, and your 
arm comes off." 


Syn quietly increased the space between him and Yimtri with a look 
of disgust. Yimtri didn't pay any attention to his behavior and stuffed 
the rest of the gem into his mouth. 


"Why do you have to eat those things anyway?" Terron then asked 
him. 


"Organic body needs them," Yimtri answered. "Uses the nutrients 
and gives me flesh. Gives me jewel eye lens. Lets me see in the 
dark. Makes teeth sharper." 

"| see," Terron said thoughtfully. 


The Sableye got back his feet and once again began to wander 
away. Terron and Syn went to go follow him, but were quick to notice 


that something was wrong with him. He no longer went in a straight 
line and seemed to travel in a small Zigzag pattern, as if suffering 
from some sort of dizziness. Every time the children saw Yimtri's 
eyes, they seemed to be filled with intense fatigue. 


"Uh, you need some help?" Syn asked. 


"No, | don't," Yimtri assured. "No help. I'm not tired. | have to keep 
going. This is nothing." 


"But you look like you're going to collapse any second now..." Syn 
stated uneasily. 


"I'm fine. I'm fine," Yimtri said again. "No worries. Find your friends. 
Then we leave. We leave before Erebus comes." 


Syn grimaced as he glanced at Terron. He was wearing the same 
anxious expression as Syn. The two of them looked back at the 
Sableye to find that he was now pressing his hands into his scalp, 
even his intangible hand. Yet, he managed to prevent it from phasing 
through himself. He was muttering uncanny things to himself again, 
but this time, Terron and Syn could actually understand what he was 
saying. 


" Erebus watches me... watches my members... watches my 
home..." Yimtri said slowly, as if under a trance and forced to utter a 
chant by some other being. "Erebus... everywhere. It's in my mind... 
it's in my soul... it's in everything..." 


Erebus Woods S34 


Terron and Syn were still right behind the Sableye as he lead them 
through the dungeon. Everything had been peaceful for a while, as 
no Pokemon had bothered to attack them. And yet... Yimtri hadn't 
stopped his mantra. 


" Erebus watches me... watches my members... watches my 
home..." 


Erebus Woods S35 

" EEAAAH!" 

A dead Cyndaquil now lay on the ground, its stomach completely 
gouged out. Yimtri carelessly tossed aside the organ in his claw 
before holding his head again. The organ smacked against Terron's 
mask before sliding to his feet. The Cubone reflexively took off his 


skull and tried to wipe the blood that had been splattered into his 
eyes with the bandages. 


Yimtri didn't seem to realize that he had just killed something. 


"It's in my mind... it's in my soul... it's in everything..." 


Erebus Woods S36 


"No matter where | turn... it will see me. No matter how far | run... it 
will catch me. | cannot escape Erebus." 


Erebus Woods S37 


"/t is always waiting... waiting for me to join it. | cannot escape... my 
members cannot escape. We are trapped. We are in its grasp." 


Erebus Woods S38 


" {t smothers you in darkness. It steals your precious skin to keep for 
its own. It ruins you from the inside... and kills your allies with your 
hands. Just when it all seems over... it shows you your inevitable 
fate and forces you to welcome it." 


Erebus Woods S39 


" The ones with me here... shall see that fate. Just as me. Just as 
Dusk Mines." 


Without warning, Yimtri suddenly collapsed onto the rocky ground. 
Terron and Syn quickly gathered to the Sableye's side. 


"Hey, you can't just pass out now!" Terron cried. "You have to get us 
out of here with our friends! You said you would do that, didn't you?!" 


The radiance in Yimtri's eyes dimmed until it was completely gone. 
He wasn't moving, and neither of the children could hear him 
breathing. 


"You're not dying, are you?!" Syn asked frantically. 


There was no answer. Syn took out his vine and wrapped it around 
the Sableye's body. Somehow, the vine didn't phase through the 
ghost as Syn flipped him onto his back. The Snivy tried to check for 
the Sableye's heartbeat, but when he did, his hand went straight 
through the Sableye's body. Syn quickly retracted his hand out of the 
ghost as he panted heavily in fright. He began to mumble gibberish 
before looking at Terron. 


"| can't feel anything since he's a ghost! What are we going to do?!" 
Syn asked desperately. "Why is he like this?! Does it have to do with 
all that weird stuff he was saying earlier?" 


"| don't know, but we can't just leave him like this," Terron said. "We 
can't leave behind the leader of one of the Fellowships. Even if he's 
dead... we have to get him out of here. A Mystery Dungeon would 
normally expel him by now, but since this dungeon is special, it's not 
doing that. He's going to be trapped here forever like this. Maybe we 
can carry him out of here, though. | mean, we're almost done with 
the dungeon. We can probably find the others soon and then we can 
just use that Escape Orb he's got." 


"You sure that we'll be able to go through the rest of here without 
him?" Syn asked. "What if there's something that happens in the 
next place that we should really know about?" 


"Well, if he made it through here once without help, maybe we can 
too," Terron said boldly. "Can you drag him around or something with 
your vine?" 


Syn nodded as he tightened his plant's grip around the Sableye. 
Terron carefully took the satchel out of Yimtri's grasp and put it 
around his shoulder before taking the lead. Syn stayed by his side, 
dragging the Sableye behind him. He was having some trouble with 
lugging around the leader, but he managed to keep up with the 
Cubone. 


Why did he pass out like that? Terron asked himself mentally. / 
mean, he fought a lot of Pokémon as we were walking... but he 
never looked tired. He just kept going on and on with whatever he 
was talking about. It was like he wasn't even here... in spirit anyway. 
What was he talking about? Why was he doing that? What's 
happened to him... ? 


Just then, Terron saw something. He saw something flying through 
the air close to where he was. Even though it sped out of his sight a 
couple of seconds later, Terron was able to spot the familiar black 
and red figure that had been riding on the creature's back. 


Terron abruptly changed directions and started chasing after the 
creature. 


"Vantis! Zekra! Impetus!" Terron hollered. "It's us! WAIT!" 


Syn, who understood what was happening, grabbed his vine with 
both his hands as he ran with Terron, bringing the Sableye with 
them. He couldn't quite catch up to the Cubone, but he did manage 
to stay close to his companion. During the process, Yimtri somehow 
managed to not gain any injuries from rubbing against the rocky 
ground. 


" STOP! PLEASE!" Terron shouted as loudly as he could manage. 


What appeared to be Vantis immediately stopped flying. He 
remained motionless in the air before bringing his gaze over to the 
Cubone. With a quick burst of speed, Vantis changed his course and 
sped toward Terron and Syn. The two stopped running as they 
excitedly jumped into the air. They would finally be leaving this 
nightmare of a place. Now that they had found their friends, they 
could escape and go home. Everything was finally over. 


The Flygon descended upon the ground in front of the two children. 
He looked upon them, a vacant expression in his eyes. His two 
passengers leapt off his back and also stared at the Fellowship 
members with a similar blank look. 


"We've finally found you!" Terron cried joyously. "You're all okay! 
We've been looking everywhere for you!" 


Terron rushed toward Zekra and stopped in front of her, smiling 
widely. 


"I'm so glad you're okay," Terron said warmly. "| was so worried that | 
couldn't talk to you anymore..." 


Suddenly, Terron felt something sharp pierce into his shoulder. He 
cringed at the pain as he saw what was harming him. Much to his 
horror, he found Zekra's maw biting into him. She was snarling as 
blood dripped out of his wounds, her eyes reflecting such intense 
malice. 


"Zekra... why...?" Terron asked in quiet disbelief. 


Before he could ask anything else, Impetus suddenly shot forward at 
Syn and tackled him to the ground, making him lose his grip on the 
Sableye. She held her clenched paw before slamming it into the 
Snivy's face. Syn attempted to get up, but the Mienfoo kept him held 
down with her other paw. 


As Terron watched Impetus continuously bash her fists into Syn in 
petrified horror, Zekra sank her teeth further into Terron and dragged 
him toward the nearby lava. 


"Why are you doing this?!" Terron demanded. "Why are you killing 
us?! Is it because you're mad at me for ignoring you?!" 


Zekra didn't respond, though it provoked her to growl viciously as 
she continued to pull him toward the molten rock. Terron dug his feet 
into the ground, but it did little to create resistance. Realizing he had 
no other choice, Terron reluctantly raised the bone in his free hand 
and prepared to smack Zekra with it. Yet, before he could manage, 
Vantis suddenly snatched the bones from his hands with his mouth. 


Terron's eyes widened as the dragon proceeded to slap him with his 
tail, sending him flying toward the lava. Terron screamed as he fell 
toward the bubbling pool of heat, its skin-frying temperature already 
cooking his flesh as he neared it. 


This was the end. He was going to die by the hands of his friends. 
He didn't know why they were doing such a heinous act, but it was 
undeniable. They would succeed in killing him a few seconds from 
now. There was no way he could live through this. He would be 
incinerated in a matter of seconds, destroying any trace of his body. 


Terron closed his eyes as the lava prepared to make him a part of it. 
"TERRON!" 


Terron felt something grab him and safely get out of the lava's reach. 
He slowly opened his eyes to find a Flygon holding him by the arms, 
hastily zooming back to solid land. Upon his back were a Zorua 
carrying a bag and a Mienfoo, who were both completely 
overwhelmed by a terror that shined so clearly in their eyes. 


The Flygon gently set Terron back onto the ground just as his 
passengers sprang into action. They jumped off the Flygon before 
sprinting at the other Zorua and Mienfoo. The panic that once 


overtook their beings was now replaced with a fierce rage that 
reflected not malevolence, but rather something more honorable. 


"GET AWAY FROM THEM!" the new Zorua screamed. 


Terron's eyes grew as he heard the Zorua talk. This new Zorua... it 
was Zekra! It had her exact same voice! Which meant... 


As Zekra transformed into a Zoroark and sank her fangs into the 
Mienfoo holding Syn down, Terron's vision changed. He no longer 
saw two copies of his missing companions. The "Zekra" that had 
tried to kill him was now a Poochyena. The "Impetus" that Zekra was 
attacking was a Monferno. And finally, the "Vantis" behind the two 
foes was actually an Aerodactyl, still holding Terron's clubs in its 
enormous mouth. 


That's right... the hallucinations! | almost forgot about them since we 
haven't seen them in so long! | should have seen it when they were 
attacking me! Zekra and Impetus would never hurt us for any reason! 


Zekra ripped the Monferno off Syn as she slashed at its stomach 
with her thick claws. She clamped the fire-type's mouth shut with a 
set of claws as she dug into its flesh with her free paw, piercing deep 
into its being and ripping out anything that got in her way. Its muffled 
screams filled the air as everything around Zekra was dyed crimson. 


Impetus slammed her foot into the Poochyena's back, allowing her to 
land on top of its collapsed form as she pressed her paw into its 
head. She released the power in her palm upon the Poochyena as 
she leapt off its body, blowing it away and making it tumble into the 
lava. 


Just as the Poochyena melted away, Zekra tore out what appeared 
to be a heart and watched the Monferno lose all signs of life. With a 
cry that sounded nothing like her own, she tossed the freshly-slain 
carcass at the Aerodactyl's feet. The Aerodactyl let out a mighty roar 
as it spat out Terron's bones onto the ground and flew at the 


Zoroark. Yet, before it could do anything, Vantis abruptly appeared in 
front of Zekra with a dark glare etched into his eyes. 


A bright beam of raw power shot from his maw, completely encasing 
the Aerodactyl in its wake. The screams of agony rang from its 
mouth as it was slammed into a wall from the sheer force before 
toppling to the ground, defeated. 


For a moment, Zekra, Impetus, and Vantis simply stood there, 
staring in the directions of their defeated opponents. Terron glanced 
over at Yimtri to find that he hadn't moved, which was rather 
miraculous in their given circumstances. Once he saw this, he 
brought his attention back to the ones he had just been reunited 
with. No one said a word, and the only thing that could be heard was 
the sound of the lava hissing. 


Until finally... 


"Is that really you guys...?" Syn asked, wanting to make sure he and 
Terron weren't being deceived again. 


The three glanced over at the two. Zekra slowly changed back to 
normal, cringing for a moment before returning to her unreadable 
stare. And then, slowly, she picked up Terron's clubs in her teeth and 
brought them over to him. She gently placed them back in his hands 
before staring at him wordlessly. 


"It's you, right Zekra?" Terron asked. "You're not just some illusion, 
right?" 


"... yeah, it's me," Zekra said quietly. 


Without warning, Terron embraced her tightly. He hadn't felt the feel 
of her fur against his body in so long. It was only until now that he 
realized how much he missed this feeling. He could feel tears 
forming in his eyes. 


Zekra nearly clawed Terron from the sudden hug, but she was able 
to compose herself before she did anything. She let out a sigh as 
she rested her head against his shoulder. 


"You're still alive," Terron said. "We've found you. | was so worried 
that | wouldn't be able to see you again, especially when we couldn't 
find you the deeper we went. | thought... | wouldn't be able to talk to 
you anymore..." 


"| missed you too," Zekra mumbled. "But, everything's okay now. 
Everyone's together. And now that we're all here, we can leave. And 
then once we do... there's something | need to talk to you about. | 
want to talk now, but here's not the best place." 


"Yeah, you're right," Terron said as he released the Zorua. "We can 
talk later when we get out of here. Somewhere that's safer." 


Zekra nodded as everyone gathered around her and Terron. Vantis 
smiled pleasantly upon seeing the Cubone. 


"Good to see that you're still in one piece, Terron,” Vantis said 
cheerfully. "Looks like you kept yourself alive pretty well. Though, 
that was a pretty close call back there. Good thing we heard your 
yelling while we were flying around. But what's with the bandages?" 


"That's kind of a long story," Terron said uneasily, feeling rather 
reluctant to discuss how he had been stripped of skin. "I'd rather not 
talk about it now. But, were you guys okay without us?" 


"Yeah, we were fine," Vantis replied casually. "Got separated in the 
beginning, but once we figured that out, everything was all good. We 
just flew around and managed to avoid most of the enemies that 
way. We didn't really travel that far here. We did a lot of double- 
checking in case we missed you guys.” 


"We also found two of the stones we need for the mission," Impetus 
then said. "They're in our bag. | Know it's not many, but we found 
what we could. | believe the Fellowship will be happy with that." 


"Well, we found five evolution stones on our way here, so plus yours, 
that makes seven in total," Syn replied. "I think that's a pretty big 
number of evolution stones." 


"Yeah, it is," Zekra stated. "But, can we please get out of here? This 
place gives me the creeps. | don't want to stay here any longer. In 
fact, | don't think I'm ever coming back here again." 


"| can agree with that," Terron chuckled. "Alright, just let me get out 
the Escape Orb so we can get out of here." 


Terron felt for the orb that was in the satchel he still carried. Except... 
he didn't feel anything. There was nothing by his side. Terron quickly 
brought his attention to his waist to find that the bag he once carried 

was now gone. 


"Wh-Where's the bag?" Terron asked, growing nervous. "I just had it! 
It didn't fly off while | was falling into the lava, did it?" 


"Why do you have the bag anyway?" Zekra asked curiously. "I 
thought Yimtri carried that thing around." 


"He usually does, but he passed out. So | started carrying it for him," 
Terron said as he started looking around him to find the missing bag. 
"Now where did that thing go?" 


"Yimtri was passed out?" Zekra asked, becoming even more 
confused. 


"Yeah, you didn't see him lying on the ground?" Terron asked 
distractedly. "We had to drag him here with Syn's vine. Surprised you 
didn't notice him since he seems like something you'd see right 
away. | mean, look at him." 


Zekra glanced at the spot where Yimtri lay. She rubbed her head 
with a paw as she gave it an odd stare. 


"Terron, Yimtri's not here." 


Terron stopped what he was doing. Reluctantly, he brought his eyes 
over to where Yimtri was... only to find that the Sableye was now 
gone. 


"Where'd he go?!" Terron cried. "He couldn't have gone anywhere! 
He was passed out! Did something-" 


"Umm, everyone," Syn interjected. 


The four of them brought their gazes to the Snivy, temporarily 
forgetting about the current problem. He was staring off into the 
distance as he anxiously held his hands. Slowly, everyone followed 
Syn's eyes and found what was making him this way. The answer to 
all of their questions was finally found. 


Standing at a distance was Yimtri, the satchel around his body. 
Whatever had been wrong with him was no longer present. None of 
his previous injuries were there. Both of his arms were whole, and 
not even a single scratch was present upon him. His jeweled eyes 
glowed with such radiant energy. 


Yet... Terron saw what was very wrong with the sight. A horrifying 
atmosphere was spreading out of the Sableye's being. This time, 
however, the atmosphere actually held a physical appearance. 
Terron could actually see a black energy surrounding Yimtri. It was 
creeping all around him, like tentacles wishing to grasp anything that 
they could get ahold of... 


But this time, Yimtri was not wearing his favorite smile. He was 
faintly grimacing as he kept his claws against his head. He gazed at 
the group with such empty eyes, his cape billowing in the non- 
existent wind. 


Even though Zekra, Impetus, and Vantis had never seen Yimtri like 
this, it didn't take them long to vaguely understand what was 
happening. 


"It brings me a sense of joy to know | have prevented Erebus from 
taking your spirits," Yimtri spoke, his voice ringing with clarity and 
order once more. Yet, the voice was still not his own. It was too 
hollow to be his. "So many deaths have been at the fault of this 
dungeon. So many of the Fellowship members died here when they 
came to get the stones. Those stones are so valuable... which is 
why we never left here. Even at the cost of our lives and sanity... we 
stayed here to keep the Fellowship functioning. We stayed here to 
give the Fellowships this precious resource, so that they might stop 
the Plagued Ones. For twenty years, we have stayed here, giving 
you these evolving stones as Erebus rots away our sanity." 


"Okay..." Zekra said, not sure if she was to sound frightened or 
worried. "Can we get out of here now?" 


The Sableye only stood there, gazing wordlessly at the group. 


"If you're not going to get us out of here, then / will!" Zekra shouted 
irritably. "| refuse to stay here any longer! We need to get back to 
Dusk Mines! | have to do something there!" 


Zekra marched toward the Sableye and snatched the strap of the 
bag in her teeth. She pulled the bag out of his grasp and searched 
through its contents to find the sought orb. The aura around Yimtri 
flowed all around her, but didn't seem to cause her any harm. 


"I'm afraid you're not allowed to leave." 


Everyone froze in place. The chilling and powerful voice was echoing 
all around them, striking terror into their cores. It didn't have any 
specific source; it seemed to come from everywhere all at once, as if 
the dungeon itself was speaking. 


" No one can leave here. There are those who believe they have 
escaped my grasp, but they have only deluded themselves. 
Nothing escapes from me. Not even this little imp." 


Zekra slowly took her head out of the bag and stared at Yimtri. He 
was hadn't moved, but now, he had his blank eyes fixed on the 
Zorua. 


" You five are no different." 


Zekra was suddenly sent tumbling into the group, just barely 
managing to come to a halt before she crashed into them. Her face 
now had three crimson lines that ran from her cheek to the tip of her 
muzzle. 


The five Pokémon glanced forward to find Yimtri with the satchel 
clenched tightly in his claw. That claw was dripping with Zekra's 
blood. 


All of his teeth became visible as the demonic smile appeared. 


"No one escapes from Erebus," Yimtri said, a delirious laugh seeping 
into his words. "I've told you time and time again, but you wouldn't 
listen. You insisted that there was a way out. Well, Erebus wishes to 
prove you wrong. It wants me to show you that. It's why it let me be 
revived to a perfect state." 


The Sableye secured the satchel onto his person before reaching 
inside. Out came a blue sphere that Team Vendetta was all too 
familiar with. 


An Escape Orb. 

"You think this is your salvation, don't you?" Yimtri asked. "You think 
this will let you leave, don't you? The second this is activated, you'll 
be allowed to leave Erebus Woods. That's what you think, isn't it?" 


Terron tried to say something, but was cut off by more insane 
laughter. 


"Well, if you believe that, then why don't you try to get this back?" 
Yimtri asked. 


The Sableye abruptly sped down the trail, looking back at the group 
as he waved around the orb teasingly. His movement was 
surprisingly quick for a Sableye. 


"Go on! Try and catch me!" Yimtri taunted evilly. "You want to 
escape, don't you?! Do you want to live to see another day?! Do you 
want to see your precious Aurora Town again?! Well then, hurry! 
Hurry before you lose me forever! HURRY before it's too late! Before 
Erebus decides to finish you off! HURRY! HURRY MY LITTLE 
CHIDREN! " 


Yimtri's maddening cackles filled the air as he continued to run away, 
beckoning for the group to follow him. Despite feeling the impending 
dread of knowing Yimtri was long gone, the five Pokémon bolted 
after him without a second thought. 


" Yes, come my children!" Yimtri cried gleefully. "Come with me! 
Frolic deeper into these woods with me!" 


"Terron, what are we going to do?!" Syn asked, his eyes trembling 
with panic. "This is the last sector before we go to a new place! We 
don't know what it's going to be like! What if it's got a bunch of weird 
traps there?!" 


"We don't have any other choice! We can't stay here!" Terron said 
firmly despite his voice wavering between absolute terror and 
bravado. "He's got the Escape Orb, and we have to get it back! | 
don't care how we do it, but we have to get the orb!" 


Without another word, the team followed the Sableye into the 


sector's exit, the world around them turning black for just a moment 
until a new world came to view... 


Erebus Woods S40 


"By Arceus... he wasn't joking when he said this was our end..." 
Vantis said as he glanced around in disbelief once they entered the 


sector. "It's a..." 


No one could finish his sentence. All that could be done was to stare 
into the horror that was the final terrain of Erebus Woods. 


Erebus Woods had become a forest once again. It bore resemblance 
to the forest that Terron and Syn had encountered while in the Yomi 
section of the dungeon. Yet, this forest did not have the strange 
prints of paper entangled within the branches nor the skin-snatchers. 
There was light filling the area despite there not being a sun. 


Yet, this particular environment had a much more disturbing feature 
to it. 


There were corpses on every tree in sight. 


They were attached to the trunks by thick spider webs, somehow 
strong enough to hold the bodies in place. Every corpse was ina 
different state. Some were completely whole and gave the 
appearance of a slumbering Pokemon as they rested there a few 
feet off the ground. Others were nothing but mere skeletons with any 
remaining flesh slowly decaying away. Many were somewhere in- 
between these two phases. 


"Yes! A place of slumber for those who become a part of Erebus 
Woods!" a familiar voice said. "What a lovely sight to see, isn't it?" 


The five looked toward the source of the voice to find Yimtri sitting in 
one of the tree's branches, tossing the Escape Orb up and down in 
his claw. He smiled at them. 


"| Knew you would come here," the Sableye laughed. "Even if | told 
you the Escape Orb won't let you leave, you'd still follow me. You're 
desperate to leave here." 


"It's going to let us get out of here," Terron proclaimed. "This 
dungeon might be special, but it's still susceptible to dungeon items. 
Meaning, that orb is going to let us leave. And even if it doesn't, this 


dungeon is almost over. We only have about ten sectors go through. 
Either way, we're leaving Erebus Woods." 


"You keep telling yourself that there's a way to escape Erebus," 
Yimtri scoffed. "You keep telling yourself that..." 


"Why are you like this?" Terron asked. "Ever since we came to this 
dungeon, you've been changing into what you are now. It's like 
you're being taken over by someone else..." 


The Cubone shuddered as something came to mind. 


"You're not possessed, are you?" he asked weakly. "That voice we 
heard earlier... that wasn't the Erebus you keep referring to earlier, 
was it? You're not actually being taken over by it, are you?" 


The Dusk Mines leader gave Terron a long stare before jumping off 
his perch. He quietly landed on the grass a few feet away from the 
team, only to increase the distance between them. He took a few 
steps backwards, keeping his eyes on Terron the whole time. 


"You really don't understand, do you, my child?" Yimtri asked once 
he came to a stop. "Of course, that is to be expected when | refused 
to answer your various questions the further we tread into Erebus's 
domain. Well then, allow me to explain what troubles your mind." 


The Sableye outstretched his claws to the forest all around him. 


"lam Yimtri, leader of the Dusk Mines Fellowship," he declared as 
the smile etched itself onto his face. "| am no one else. No one else 
is me. This me you see before you... it is still the Yimtri you met at 
Dusk Mines. | am not Erebus. Or at least... not completely Erebus." 


The aura flowing all around Yimtri became darker. 
“Twenty years ago, the original Fellowship called for the construction 


of four new Fellowships," Yimtri said, his words gaining an unsettling 
power behind them as he spoke. "They found it to be convenient if 


the Fellowship was divided to cover the four cardinal directions of 
Shiron and its very center. They felt they could serve more Pokémon 
with ease this way and in turn, increase the chance that they might 
encounter Plagued Ones and learn more about them. They called 
forth for four new leaders to lead these new Fellowships. Once we 
were chosen through a series of qualifications, we set out to create 
our Fellowships as the original Fellowship became the Pledge 
Mountain Fellowship. 


"| was the leader tasked with creating the northern Fellowship. With 
eight hundred members, | trekked through the northern region until 
we found a suitable location. After a few days, we found it. It was an 
unoccupied piece of land, completely isolated from the rest of the 
world. Not a single city was near it for a hundred miles. It was the 
perfect place. We could work in peace without a city to distract us. 
We would have to grow our own food, and our clients could only 
reach us by mail, but we did not mind. Dusk Mines was to be our 
home. A place to call our own so that we could continue the duties of 
the Fellowship. And so, we constructed the mines within the large 
mountain in the area and before long, we had established our base. 
It was a grand Fellowship, filled with gems of all varieties. Our lives 
became eventful once we began receiving assignments, but it was 
still a quiet life. We cherished such peace. We felt it would last 
forever." 


Yimtri let out an ironic chuckle. He placed the Escape Orb in his bag 
and took out two evolution stones. With one hand, he held a 
Firestone and with the other, a Thunderstone. He raised them up 
and presented them to the five Aurora Town members. The dried 
blood upon his claws somehow became fresh as they oozed out of 
his hands and trickled onto the grass. 


"And then, days later, on that fateful day... Erebus Woods was 
discovered. We did not know anything about it at first, but we were 
quick to discover how different it was from other dungeons. And also, 
its precious little treasures: the evolving stones . We could have left 
Erebus Woods once we realized how twisted it was. It would have 


caused such a commotion to abandon our home, but we could have 
done it. But NO, we didn't! We stayed here to continue to harvest 
these precious stones for the other four Fellowships! They NEEDED 
these stones and we were the ones to supply them with the stones! 
We couldn't bear the thought of abandoning this new task brought 
upon us! We had to stay here with Erebus Woods and collect the 
evolving stones! We had to stop the Plagued Ones! We had to keep 
gaining information using these stones! 


"And so then what happened to us? What happened to my members 
and | as we continued to live near Erebus Woods?" 


The Sableye grinned as he dropped the stones back into the bag. He 
outstretched his claws all around him as he looked upon the many 
trees. 


"Erebus, great Erebus, the one | named this dungeon after, did 
something to us. It spread its influence into Dusk Mines and seeped 
into our minds, slowly consuming us as we lingered near its home. 


"Do you ever see the faces worn by those at Dusk Mines? Do you 
ever see the malicious glee in their eyes as they wander through its 
tunnels? 'What's wrong with everyone?’ you might ask. Why does 
everyone look like a psychopath? Why is there such an 
overwhelming atmosphere crawling through their home? Why am | 
suddenly hearing things that don't exist?! Why am | hallucinating?! 
What's happening to me?! Why are my thoughts being 
overshadowed by such bloodlust?! Why am I suddenly changing?! 
Why do! feel like another being has suddenly meshed with my 
soul?! 


"BECAUSE EREBUS MAKES US! IT AMPLIFIES THE 
BLOODLUST EVERY POKEMON HOLDS WITHIN THEM AND 
MAKES IT CONSUME YOU! WE ARE NOT POSSESSED! WE 
ARE STILL US, BUT NOW WE HAVE EREBUS WITH US! 
EREBUS WATCHES US AND FORCES US TO BE THIS WAY AND 
DO AS IT SAYS! EREBUS IS EVERYWHERE! YOU CANNOT 


ESCAPE EREBUS ONCE IT GAINS A HOLD ON YOU! YOU ARE 
FOREVER THIS WAY! 


"IT IS INEVERY DUNGEON, WATCHING YOU AT EVERY TURN! 
WE COULD HAVE LEFT! WE COULD HAVE AVOIDED THIS FATE 
THAT WOULD BEFALL US, BUT WE DIDN'T! WE HAD TO STAY 
FOR THE OTHER FELLOWSHIPS! AND NOW WE CAN NEVER 
LEAVE ITS GRASP! WE ARE HERE FOREVER! FOREVER AND 
EVER! JUST LIKE THE ONES ALL AROUND YOU!" 


The Sableye let out a loud, unstable laugh. It pierced the through the 
Aurora Town members' hearts and struck them with a paralyzing 
terror. After a few moments of this, Yimtri brought the stunned and 
speechless group back into his sight. 


"| think that's enough chatter," Yimtri said menacingly. "I've answered 
your questions, unlike my actual self. Now show me this dedication 
you harbor. Show me how much you wish to escape from Erebus's 
grasp." 


His eyes glinted with an eerie excitement as his hands became 
encased in black shadows. He crouched, ready to pounce at any 
moment, as his claws twitched in anticipation. 


"Come, my children! Show me your will to leave here! Choose 
what your fate shall be! Defeat me to retrieve your temporary 
salvation! Or succumb and become a part of Erebus's 
collection! Erebus and | await your decision!" 


Out of Madness 


Chapter 27 


Out of Madness 


The members of Team Vendetta and Vantis could only gaze at the 
Sableye before them, completely petrified in disbelief and terror. 
They wanted to believe that everything Yimtri just said was part of 
his insane ranting, but no matter how much they wished to believe 
that, they knew that the Dusk Mines leader spoke the truth. They 
could feel such truth all around them as the dungeon's atmosphere 
wafted through their spirits. 


Dusk Mines and its inhabitants were corrupted by the being known 
as Erebus that lived inside Erebus Woods. It was amplifying their 
bloodthirsty and insane tendencies. That was why everyone in that 
particular Fellowship had such unnerving atmospheres about them. 
It all made sense now. 


And yet, this truth brought no relief. It only brought forth horrible 
implications that completely nulled the group's ability to speak. 


"Your bravado has faded away," Yimtri stated in disgust. "The will 
you five showed just moments ago ceases to exist. Of course, that is 
to be expected when one learns the truth of Erebus Woods. | 
certainly remember my own reaction to the undeniable truth..." 


The Sableye scowled and let out a scoff. 


"| thought you children might have been able to retain such 
audacity,” Yimtri said as the shadows encasing his claws became 
darker. "But no, you can't. Your spirits are too weak. You cannot 
bring it upon yourselves to make the first strike. Fine, then. Your 
choice has been made." 


The Dusk Mines leader's eyes began to glow with an eerie, ethereal 
green light - then, with a blinding flash, Yimtri's five opponents found 
themselves unable to see. As they tried to blink away the blurriness 
from their eyes, Yimtri soed toward Terron with a claw poised to 
strike. 


Instinctively, Terron threw his bone at the Sableye, shortly followed 
by the other. Hopefully, it would stall him and give the others a 
chance to attack. 


Much to Terron's horror, Yimtri not only managed to catch one club, 
but both of them in his claws. With a mocking smile, he immediately 
proceeded to snap the bones in half as if they were made of twigs 
and tossed them aside. 


Terron felt as though his entire body suddenly became encased in 
solid ice. 


Now without weapons to defend himself, Terron could only watch in 
terror as the Sableye leapt at him and sent three, deep slashes into 
his chest. Terron cringed in pain as the wound stung with such 
intense and bitter cold, but he was not allowed to rest long. Yimtri 
grabbed him by the neck and swiftly dragged him away from the 
group and into a cluster of trees. Terron desperately tried to breathe, 
but the Sableye's claws were so cold and were dangerously close to 
crushing his trachea. Just when Terron thought he was going to faint 
from lack of air, Yimtri tossed him to the ground. The Cubone 
coughed violently as he looked around, finding that his vision was 
clear was once more, the blurriness from Yimtri's flash having 
subsided. He could see his companions in the distance, so far away 
from him. 


Terron tried to call to them, but his efforts ceased when another claw 
came down on him, and then another. Yimtri enthusiastically sent a 
ceaseless flurry of spiritual-infused claw attacks at the Cubone, 
rapidly cutting away at his skin. Terron feebly tried to strike the 
Sableye several times, but as to be expected, the attacks went 
straight through him. 


"How does it feel, Knowing all of your efforts are futile?" Yimtri asked 
sadistically. "Does it make you want to give up on everything and let 
yourself die? Well, if it does, don't worry. Erebus has a place for you 
not too far from here, my precious little Terron. I'm sure you'll like it 
oh so much." 


Just then, a vine slapped Yimtri away from the Cubone. He was 
tossed along the ground until he crashed into a nearby tree, making 
the attached Riolu corpse shift slightly out of place. Terron wearily 
looked to his side to find Syn as he retracted his vine. The Snivy 
glared intensely at Yimtri as the Sableye managed to get to his feet. 


"Heh, so it's the hopeless child that is the first to attack me," Yimtri 
laughed. "And here | thought you were just a feckless neophyte, 
losing the will to struggle against Erebus Woods... not to mention 
your meaningless life." 


Syn grit his teeth as he dashed forward, his tail leaf becoming 
imbued with power. As Terron tried to think of a way to help him, he 
was suddenly met with something tackling him from behind. It held 
him down with sharp claws, nearly drawing blood as the claw points 
touched his skin. 


Though he had no idea who was keeping him down, Terron sent a 
backwards kick at the one behind him to the best of his ability. 


THUD! 


The unknown creature released the Cubone and gave off low 
whines. Given this chance, Terron stood up and turned around to 
face this threat head-on. Just as he was about to swing his fist at the 
enemy, he saw, to his surprise, that his assailant was Zekra. 


She was rubbing her forehead with a paw, shaking it irritably. Yet, as 
soon as she saw that Terron was up, she let out a snarl and quickly 
changed into a Zoroark. She flinched for a brief second, but was 
quick to recover. Her claws glistened with malicious red energy as 


she brought them down upon the Cubone. Terron hastily ran from 
the spot, just barely avoiding the claws. 


"Get back here, Yimtri!" Zekra cried. "Give us that Escape Orb!" 


"Zekra, it's me, Terron!" the Cubone shouted. "You're just seeing 
things!" 


"Don't try to deceive me!" Zekra spat. "| can hear your voice! | know 
it's you, Yimtri! Your weird mind tricks won't work on me! Now give 
me that orb so we can get this over with already!" 


Terron grimaced as he avoided another swipe of her claws. Zekra 
was no doubt hallucinating, but Terron didn't know why. They were 
past that part of the dungeon. And not only that, but she claimed that 
Terron's voice sounded just like Yimtri's. That never happened in the 
lava-filled area of Erebus Woods. 


It was then that Terron noticed Impetus and Vantis off in the 
distance. He was about to call out to them, but stopped when he 
realized that the two of them were attacking each other. Based on 
what they were screaming at each other, they too thought that the 
other was Yimtri. 


No... they're having those hallucinations too! Are Syn and | the only 
ones who can actually see normally?! Ugh, I've had enough of these 
stupid dungeon tricks! 


Zekra's attack connected, sending Terron skidding along the grass 
with deep streaks in his back. The false Zoroark leapt at him, pinning 
him down with both her hands. She stared deeply into his trembling 
eyes with a murderous glint. 


" Give me the Escape Orb!" Zekra demanded. 


"For the last time, I'm not Yimtri!" Terron urged desperately. "I'm 
Terron!" 


Zekra let out a snarl as the illusion light flashed through her eyes. 
She released one of her hands and raised it above Terron's heart, 
claws drawn to tear out his heart. Terron's eyes widened as he 
attempted to get out of Zekra's grasp, only to find that she kept her 
grip firm. 


"If | was Yimtri, then how would | know that you joined the Fellowship 
because the Plagued Ones ruined your life and you want to make 
them pay?" Terron asked hastily, trying to bring some rationality into 
her brain. "How would | know that they killed everyone you knew, if | 
never met you until today?! How would | know that you and | were 
the founding members of Team Vendetta?! Because I'm Terron and 
you told me those things!" 


The Zoroark froze in place as her grip loosened on the Cubone. She 
looked into Terron's eyes cautiously, as if waiting for something to 
happen. A few seconds later, her eyes became large as she 
released her hold on her friend. 


"Terron! It... it is you!" she cried. "But, it doesn't make any sense! | 
wasn't confused! | know | wasn't! Confusion doesn't make the voice 
match whoever you're seeing! It always sounds like the one who's 
really there!" 


"Well | don't understand it either, but at least you're back to normal," 
Terron said as he got back up. 


He glanced toward the brawling Impetus and Vantis, seeing the 
Mienfoo narrowly avoid a beam of dragon fire. Terron looked back at 
Zekra with a glare filled with dedication and tension. 


"I'm going to stop those two," Terron stated. "I think | can snap them 
out of it. While | do that, | want you to go help Syn take care of 
Yimtri. I'd do it myself, but I'm pretty useless against him. So, it's up 
to you. That is, until | get more help. Don't let me down, Zekra. | 
know you Can do it." 


Without even waiting for her reply, the Cubone took off to go stop the 
senseless fighting. Zekra called out for him, but he continued on 
without her. He had made a resolve and was dedicated to finishing it. 
The Zoroark frowned in dismay at seeing him go, but she knew she 
couldn't dwell on that. There were more important tasks to focus on, 
specifically, the new task she had been given seconds ago. 


Zekra glanced around for a brief moment until she spotted two 
glowing lights in the distance: Yimtri's eyes. She secured the team's 
bag tightly around her side before dropping to all fours and chasing 
after the lights. Soon, she was able to make out the little Sableye as 
she drew closer. She growled fiercely as soon as she saw the real 
Yimtri and picked up her speed. 


When she made it to the Sableye, she found that he was standing 
over a weakened and downed Syn, wearing a twisted, victorious 
smile. The Snivy wasn't unconscious yet, but his eyes were so weak 
and it seemed they would close at any minute... 


Just as Yimtri was to send a claw down upon the child, Zekra shot 
forward and sent the red energy into her claws. She didn't know 
precisely what this kind of power was called, but she had seen her 
brother use this power once and knew that it would help here. She 
snatched up the Sableye in her glowing claws and quickly pinned 
him against the vacant spot of the nearest tree. She let out a loud 
growl at the deranged leader, baring her teeth as the energy in her 
claws became brighter. 


Yimtri casually glanced at the claws imprisoning him before bringing 
his attention back to Zekra. A quiet laugh escaped his maw as he 
flashed her a smile. 


"Well well, if it isn't Zeverous," Yimtri said eagerly. "It's been a while 
since | last saw you. | See you haven't forgotten that | can't phase out 
of your claws when you're using Night Slash. Pesky little dark 
powers you have." 


Zekra became stiff. She nearly dropped the Sableye upon hearing 
her brother's name, but managed to compose herself enough to 
keep her hold on the leader. Yet, the shock was still very apparent in 
her eyes and Yimtri was quick to notice it. His smile only seemed to 
widen. 


"Oh, you think | forgot you?" Yimtri asked. "Heh, | couldn't possibly 
forget the only Zoroark I've met. Not after everything you've done for 
me. Helping me gain so many evolving stones... fulfilling the tasks 
none of my members could do... using your illusions so greatly... 
heheh, how could | forget? And Erebus never forgot you either. It's 
still waiting for you, Zeverous. You can't run from it." 


Zekra said nothing. Right now, she held the Sableye at her mercy. 
She could land an easy blow, grab the Escape Orb, and get out of 
the dungeon. But... everything Yimtri was saying right now was 
stopping her from doing just that. He knew her brother. He knew 
things that no one else ever did. There was always the possibility 
that he was bluffing... but the look in Yimtri's eyes was so 
convincing. Even through the malice and insanity that coursed 
through those jeweled eyes, Zekra could see the honesty. That pure, 
uncorrupted honesty. 


The shock from such a revelation left her stunned and sent rapid 
amounts of thoughts into her brain, obliterating her focus. 


"So Zeverous, are you coming back to Dusk Mines?" Yimtri asked. 
"You've been gone too long. | want you back. Erebus wants you 
back. We al/ want you back. You can't run away. Oh no, you can't 
just try to escape when you realize what Erebus is doing to you. You 
have to live through it! Just like the rest of us! You have to let Erebus 
completely take over your life!" 


Suddenly, Zekra felt something sharp pierce into her waist. With a 
loud cry, she dropped the Sableye and reverted back into her true 
form. She wearily looked over to her side to find that Yimtri's shadow 
was withdrawing itself from her flesh and merging back into the 
ground that held thick drops of her blood. Another jolt of pain shot up 


her spine, depleting a significant chunk of her energy. Yet, it was not 
enough for her to feel fatigued. 


"So you really weren't Zeverous,” Yimtri chuckled as he got to his 
feet. "You merely took on his form. Such a convincing act you Zorua 
and Zoroark can put on when you pretend to be others. | thought 
there was something suspicious about the way you were reacting to 
his name. How do you know him? Were you one of his targets ?" 


"Targets... what do you mean...?" Zekra asked quietly. 


Yimtri smiled evilly as he plunged straight into the ground. His form 
seemed to melt upon contact with the dirt, becoming a wispy puddle 
of darkness as he merged into the ground. In a matter of seconds, 
what was once Yimtri was now completely gone from sight. Zekra 
quickly began moving, trying to lessen her chances of getting hit by 
the underground Sableye. He was somewhere below her, and she 
couldn't afford to take a blow. She had to stay alive until Terron got 
the others. Outnumbering Yimtri was the only chance they had of 
winning against him. 


A shrill, pained cry came from behind. Quickly, Zekra turned around, 
only to come to a horrifying sight. Syn, who she had forgotten about 
until now, was in a startling state. The Snivy was streaming with 
black wisps and his lifeless eyes were wide open in sheer terror. His 
mouth hung open vacantly as his legs twitched. His head rested 
against the Sableye's side, who was looking down upon him with his 
usual grin. His right claw was coated in the very wisps that rose from 
the Snivy's body. 


He had never been trying to attack Zekra in the first place. It was all 
a trick. 


"Syn!" Zekra shrieked. "What... What did you do to him, Yimtri?!" 


The Sableye let out a quiet cackle as the wisps continued to flow out 
of his paw. Zekra shot toward the Sableye, becoming a mirror image 
of Yimtri this time. Again, a wave of pain overcame her, nearly 


causing her to revert back to normal. Yet, she pressed forward and 
rushed at the true Yimtri. Her claws became encased in the black 
energy. 


"SO now you're taking on my form? You can truly copy my 
appearance and abilities so well with that Deception Amulet, but it's 
a shame that you can't copy the same amount of power | wield." 


Without warning, something intangible surged into Zekra's back. It 
sank into her soul, filling her entire being with an agonizing cold. It 
became difficult to breathe, and whenever air did come into her 
lungs, it brought such a burning sensation. Zekra fell to the ground 
as her form shifted back to a Zorua. The chill disappeared from her 
body, but just as she started to get up, she felt something approach 
her from behind. 


Before she could understand what was happening, Zekra was 
suddenly face-to-face with Yimtri. His claws were holding each side 
of her head, and he was mere inches away from her face. Yimtri's 
shadow was seeping through the air all around her, waiting to strike 
at a given command. Zekra cringed at the sight of seeing him so 
close to her. She tried to change into a different Pokémon, but the 
second the light filled her being, the shadows shallowly sliced a part 
of her and prevented the transformation. 


"Sorry, but I'm afraid escaping isn't an option,” the Sableye said. 
"You're trapped like this." 


"You... you were with Syn!" Zekra cried. "| saw you! How did you get 
me from behind if you were right in front of me?!" 


The psychotic leader started to laugh as he dug his claws into 
Zekra's face. She grimaced and shook her head, but the claws only 
went deeper. 


"Because that me you saw with that child was a false me," Yimtri 
answered. "A decoy. It's a power | have, you know. | can create a 
copy of me to take any unwanted damage. It's a little power called 


‘Substitute’. You've seen this before, remember? Remember my 
unconscious body Terron was mentioning after you found him? The 
one you never saw? Well, that was a decoy just like the one you saw 
now. As soon as | was revived by Erebus the very moment you 
arrived, | left that decoy there so | could steal my bag back without 
anyone suspecting me. Once that decoy's time had been used, it 
went away, which is why you never saw it and ended up making 
Terron spot me sooner than | anticipated. But alas, it was no issue. 
You five didn't do anything to stop me when | was being healed." 


He grinned. 


"Oh, am | boring you with my explanations?" Yimtri asked. "Did you 
not want to hear how such a power works? | would have thought 
you'd listen so you could use it to your advantage. Of course, how 
can you even use it to your advantage when there's no guarantee of 
whether or not the me you attack will be a decoy or not?" 


zZekra swallowed hard. 


"We're going to defeat you," she said under her breath. "We're going 
to get out of here. You can't beat all of us at once." 


"Oh, | know that," Yimtri replied calmly, catching Zekra off-guard. 
"You're right. But you fail to realize something, little child." 


Shadows sprouted from the claws embedded into Zekra's flesh. She 
let out a scream as the ghostly energy coursed through her, bringing 
forth the virulent cold wherever it went. The voices of demons filled 
her thoughts, whispering maddening things to her. As the sounds 
polluted her mind and the cold made her insides lose feeling, she 
saw Yimtri give her a sinister smile. 


"... | don't have to defeat all of you at once." 


" AAAAAAHHH!" 


Terron, Impetus, and Vantis immediately brought their attention to 
the source of the bloodcurdling screaming. It was so far away, and 
yet, the voice's identity was so clear. 


"Zekra..." Terron whispered in despair. 


He had just finished his task of bringing Impetus and Vantis back to 
normal. It had taken him much longer than he expected due to their 
intense stubbornness. Whatever had been altering their perception 
of reality had truly done a fine job. But now, because he had wasted 
so much time, Zekra had no doubt fallen. That cry he had heard was 
the desperate plead one gave before their world vanished. He had 
heard it many times before from countless Pokémon, but it always 
had that same, distinct sound of shattered hope in it, no matter who 
or what gave the cry. 


Terron could feel himself trembling. 


Impetus, on the other hand, ran toward the direction of the scream 
with such dedication burning in her eyes. She did not wait for the two 
to follow her. 


"Impetus! NO!" Terron cried, his voice cracking from the bitter 
feelings harbored in him. "You're going to die! Your attacks won't 
work on Yimtri!" 


"| do not care," the Mienfoo said. "! must fight to escape. Even if | die 
trying, | would rather die giving it everything | can than running away 
like a coward." 


Terron grit his teeth. There was no stopping her once she made a 
decision. He closed his eyes tightly as he tried to hold back the 
tears. 


"I'll help you. I'm your leader. | promise to keep you safe." 


Terron opened his eyes to find the Flygon was crouched down, 
waiting for Terron to get on his back. His eyes were reflecting the 


truth behind the statement he spoke. There was no fear; there was 
only bravado. 


The Cubone nodded slowly as he got onto the Flygon. Terron didn't 
know how he would be able to fight since his attacks did nothing to 
Yimtri, but at least he had Vantis with him. Vantis would surely be 
able to attack the Sableye with success. 


Once Terron was securely sitting on the dragon, Vantis rose a foot 
into the air and took off after Impetus. Terron tensely gripped his hold 
on Vantis as the Mienfoo came into view. When she saw the Flygon 
flying besides her, she leapt into the air and landed on his back right 
behind Terron. Her fur blew wildly in the wind as she held her firm 
glare, not even a hint of unease in her eyes. 


When the three had flown a ways, Vantis was able to spot Yimtri 
among the many trees. With a low growl, he dove down beneath the 
canopy and landed a few feet away from the Sableye with a dull 
thump. His two passengers leapt off his back, where Impetus was 
quick to hold a hostile stance while Terron uneasily glanced around. 


He found Zekra and Syn collapsed around each other, both of their 
bodies streaming with darkness as their bloodshot eyes remained 
open in vacant terror. Neither of them were moving, and it certainly 
didn't look like they were breathing... 


"No Terron. It's not as you think. They're not dead. Oh no... no 
they're not." 


The Cubone turned his head to find the Sableye leaning against a 
tree. He now carried two bags with him. One was his original satchel, 
and the other was Team Vendetta's shredded bag. And yet, despite 
having more bulk upon him, the Sableye did not seem to be so 
bothered. 


"SO you've come back," Yimtri said, neither amused nor aggravated. 
"And you brought your friends with you. It's quite a change from 


seeing you all alone, separated from the others as | tear you apart. 
It's such a change. And yet... there is so much that hasn't changed." 


He let out a low laugh as he removed himself from the tree. 
"Such as the fact that you cannot defeat me," he said. 


Yimtri's eyes became bright once more before letting off a flash, the 
very same kind of flash he had caused at the start of the battle. The 
three Pokémon flinched at the sudden light, their vision once again 
become filled with fuzzy lights. Without warning, Terron felt 
something tackle him. He and the unknown being tumbled along the 
grass, narrowly avoiding trees in their way. 


By the time the world stopped spinning for Terron, he felt the entity 
put a foot into his stomach, followed by a paw pushing his neck into 
the ground. When Terron gained his eyesight back, it came as no 
surprise to find Yimtri holding him down. He thrashed around, but 
Yimtri's hold did not relent. 


The ghost chuckled at the sight of Terron's useless struggling. 


"Just look at how pathetic you are," Yimtri laughed as pressed his 
claw into Terron's throat, making the Cubone squirm even more. 
"Here's the brave little Cubone who was so determined to leave 
Erebus Woods, now lying at the hands of a mere Sableye. Heh, what 
a pitiful sight." 


The atmosphere that drifted around the Sableye seeped into Terron. 
His breath shortened as the terrible aura went through his body, 
filling him with the strongest and most ancient emotion known to all. 


Fear. 
But it was no ordinary fear. No, it was the fear of the unknown that 


was now crawling through Terron's heart and soul. It was the fear of 
the most absolute unknown ever conceived. 


Dying. 


"You can feel it, can't you?" Yimtri asked diabolically. "Yes, of course 
you can. | see it in your weak eyes. It's what every creature feels 
when the deepest, blackest dread stares them in the eyes. Relish 
the feeling. Let it consume you. Just as it consumes those who 
belong to Erebus. " 


"Never..." Terron muttered, doing his best to fight back against the 
all-encompassing fear. 


Yimtri let out a spiteful laugh as the claw holding down Terron 
became encased in shadows. They dug into his flesh, increasing the 
power of the fear. His willpower faltered, like a candle flame ina 
mighty gale. The darkness invaded his mind, triggering horrifying 
images which danced upon his mind's eye. Terron squeezed his 
eyes shut as he held on to what remained of his willpower; the will to 
stay alive. 


| have to live... | have to fight back... 
The fear amplified, causing Terron's head to twitch slightly. 


The Sableye gave Terron his unsettling smile as he pressed his claw 
deeper into the Cubone. 


"It'll be over soon, my precious Terron,” Yimtri said. "You'll join 
Erebus, and it will welcome you. Just like it did with me." 


Is this how things end...? Will | actually die here? Without ever 
knowing who | truly am? 


No, it can't end like that. 

| have to get out of here. 

| have to find out who | am. 

| can't die without knowing what happened to me! 
NO! 1 WON'T! 


Without warning, the dread flooding his mind ceased. Terron opened 
his eyes to find that Yimtri had been blown off of him and was now 
being tossed across the ground. Team Vendetta's bag came flying off 
his person and settled onto the grass in a messy heap. 


Terron quickly sat up, panting as his renewed strength came back. 
Standing before him were Vantis and Impetus, both faced in the 
direction of the Sableye with such vigor burning in their eyes. Upon 
Vantis's back were Syn and Zekra, both still in their tainted state. 


Yimtri dug his claw into the ground, bringing himself to a halt. When 
he saw the five reunited Pokémon, a wave of disbelief overcame 
him. 


"You two! You were supposed to attack one another! The light was 
supposed to have warped your vision so that you would see each 
other as myself!" he cried. "How are you not suffering from such?! It 
affected you before!" 


"Because that particular ability you used doesn't always hit the 
target," Vantis answered with strength and firm resolve. "And 
besides, you really thought we'd be stupid enough to fall for the 
same trick twice? We know better than to keep falling for your little 
mind games!" 


The two children upon Vantis's back tumbled off as he shot toward 
the Sableye, his maw filling with a draconic energy before releasing 
it upon the deranged leader. 


Impetus turned her head to Terron. Her eyes reflected the 
unbreakable will that lingered within her soul. 


"| will assist Vantis," she said. "Grab the bag and bring back Zekra 
and Syn. They will be needed to end this. We cannot fight Yimtri by 
ourselves. Combined efforts must be used.” 


Terron nodded as the Mienfoo took off after the Flygon without 
another word. He hastily retrieved the bag that had been separated 
from Yimtri and brought it over to his immobile companions. He took 
out two Oran berries and stuffed them into their mouths, praying that 
the fruits' healing properties still worked on the Pokémon. Hopefully 
they hadn't fainted yet and still clung to consciousness... 


The light in Syn and Zekra's eyes returned as the Oran juices 
trickled down their throats. They sluggishly came back to reality as 
the black streams vanished. 


"Ngh, it's finally gone," Zekra moaned as she chewed down the 
berry. "The voices are gone..." 


Syn spit out the berry in his mouth and released a few raspy breaths. 
Terron picked up the berry as was about to give it back, but Syn 
pushed it away. He shook his head as his eyes became bright 
crimson. His Overgrow ability was activating once more. 


"We have to use all the power we can," Syn said as the powerful 
aura streamed from his flesh. "We have to give it everything. | need 
to use every bit of power | can muster up if we want to escape.” 


"You're not in pain?" Terron asked reluctantly as he put the bag over 
his shoulder. 


"No, there's no pain," Syn replied, vines sprouting from his collar. "It's 
gone. | feel nothing except this power. It will fade soon, but until then, 
this will help us get out of here. We need full power to defeat Yimtri." 


He rose to his feet with little effort and looked upon the Cubone with 
such tranquil determination smoldering in his eyes. When Terron saw 
this, he gave a nod of understanding and extended a hand to Zekra. 
As she put her paw in his and was pulled up, her form shifted to that 
of an Absol. She gazed upon the Cubone before crouching down, 
allowing Terron and Syn to climb onto her back. With them in tow, 
she sped to the battlefield, her feet running so swiftly across the 
grass. 


"Terron, | know you can't hurt Yimtri in your current state," Zekra 
said. "But, | can fix that. So if | attack you... don't be alarmed. I'm just 
giving you power to fight." 


"Alright then," Terron replied affirmatively. "I'll be expecting that." 


Seconds later, the three arrived to find Yimtri blasting an airborne 
Vantis with spheres of dark energy. The Flygon was doing his best to 
avoid the projectiles, but quite a few were still managing to strike him 
and sink into his body with the sound of an explosion. Impetus was 
upon the ground, trying to think of ways to harm the Sableye. 


Terron and Syn jumped off Zekra's back just as her form started to 
change. When the light was gone, she was now a Mareep, somehow 
remaining fierce despite its unthreatening appearance. With a loud 
cry, a bolt of electricity escaped her fur and flew at Terron. It struck 
his skull with such painless precision, allowing Terron's body to 
become charged with the power of static. 


He ran toward the Sableye, letting out a battle cry as he felt the 
electricity course through him. Yimtri cast Terron an odd stare, 
unable to see what had changed about the Cubone. Terron took this 
chance to ram his skull into the Sableye's face. 


Though he went straight through Yimtri, he Knew that his attack had 
done its job. The Sableye was screaming frantically as the static ran 
through him, sending waves of pain into all of his nerves. 


"You're not supposed to be able to hurt me!" Yimtri screeched. "Your 
attacks are supposed to be useless! Why do they suddenly hurt 
now?!" 


"Because he's not using just his power!" Zekra answered. "It's mine 
too!" 


She transformed into a Sableye as she rushed toward Yimtri, her 
claws becoming encased in dark spiritual energy. Yimtri grimaced as 
he sent his shadow after her, only to suddenly find himself trapped 
within a tornado of sharp leaves. His shadow ceased to attack as the 
leaves sliced into him, tearing off pieces of his body. 


Syn brought himself up from off the ground and sent his vines into 
the organic maelstrom with one swift motion. They tied themselves 
around the Sableye's body before ripping him out of the mass of 
leaves and sending him slamming into the grass. 


" This isn't supposed to happen!" Yimtri cried. "You're all supposed to 
be attacking each other while | finish each of you off one at a time!" 


"You really thought you could get away with that?!" Zekra said in 
disgust. "You really thought that you could separate us for good?! 
You thought you could win by isolating all of us and finishing us off 
with your stupid tricks?! Well sorry to disappoint you, but that plan 
was doomed from the start!" 


Zekra closed the distance between herself and Yimtri and sent six 
deep slashes across his body. Her temporary Sableye claws ripped 
through the cape around his neck, shredding new holes into it. He let 
out an agonizing wail as his spiritual body began to show through the 
gashes. 


"Your plan might have worked for a while, but it had no chance of 
lasting this long!" Syn proclaimed. "And now that you have to deal 
with all of us, you're the one who's the powerless weakling!" 


" SILENCE, YOU INCOMPETENT LITTLE WORM!" Yimtri snarled. 


"Now, Vantis!" Syn cried. 


The Snivy tossed the Sableye skyward, sending him high up and 
flailing wildly. As Yimtri helplessly tried to gain some kind of control, 
Vantis zoomed toward him with a tail radiating with an intense 
concentration of energy. The dragon let out a roar before slamming 
his tail into the Sableye, sending him flying back down. A mere 
second later, the Sableye crashed into the ground, debris and dust 
flying up into the air. 


"| get how you work now," Vantis said vehemently as his muzzle 
twisted into a scowl. "You can only win if you single us out. That's 
why you separated us and made us believe that our friends were 
you. You can't actually take on swarms! You can only manipulate 
them into attacking one another while you pick them off one at a 
time! But now that no one falls for your usual tactics, you can't do 
anything!" 


Without warning, the ghost flew out of the large dust cloud and 
tackled Terron to the ground. His eyes were bright with the seething 
rage he held within. 


" YOU'RE ALL SUPPOSED TO SUBMIT!" Yimtri screamed, his 
voice becoming distorted as a delirious desperation filled his words. 
"STOP RESISTING ME AND JUST SUCCUMB ALREADY! | WILL 
NOT FAIL WHAT EREBUS COMMANDS ME TO DO! JOIN WITH 
EREBUS!" 


"NEVER!" Terron shouted. "We're escaping from Erebus, no matter 
what you do! You can't stop us! You're nothing but a pathetic mess!" 


" SILENCE!" 


Yimtri plunged his claw into Terron, but before he could make 
contact, he felt something cold slam into his face. As he was 
knocked to the side, the Sableye found Impetus standing over him, 
her fist clenched tight with shards of ice scattered all around her. 


Cold steam rose from her paw. Standing a few feet away from her 
was a Weavile that wore the Deception Amulet around its neck. 


"Your end has come,” Impetus spoke, her gaze unwavering from the 
Sableye. "We will not kill you, but you must fall in order for us to 
leave. Do not hold anything against us. We had no choice. You are 
long gone.” 


" YOU FILTHY-" 


Before Yimtri's sentence could be finished, the combined powers of 
three Pokémon rained down upon him. A breath of scorching flames 
fell from Vantis's gaping maw. A bombardment of explosive seeds 
burst out of Syn's hands. A mighty storm of ice shards blew from 
Zekra's mouth. 


" GAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAUUGGGHHHHI!" 


Dust filled the air all around the Sableye as the attacks impacted 
him. When the three could no longer hear his screams, they 
terminated the power still flowing through their beings. Vantis drifted 
to the ground as the five gathered around the hole that held Yimtri. 
When the shroud disappeared, all that remained was a motionless 
Sableye with a ruined satchel around him. He had been defeated. 


The five let out exhausted sighs. 
"It's over," Zekra breathed. "We've won." 


"Finally," Syn sighed. "| feel so weary... like I'm going to collapse any 
second now..." 


As the others congratulated each other for the victory, Terron and 
Vantis carefully descended into the crater and stopped before the 
Sableye. They could see Yimtri breathing shallowly as his feeble 
body rested. So much of his flesh had been torn away and charred, 
leaving behind only his spiritual self. Most of his organic body was 
crumbling away before their eyes. 


"Sorry, Yimtri," Terron said under his breath. "I'm sorry things had to 
be this way." 


"To think that he had been suffering with this inside him the whole 
time | Knew him..." Vantis said quietly. "He's been like this for twenty 
years... and no one suspected anything. And not just him; his 
members too. They've all been like this, but they never told anyone. 
They've just been suffering in solitude. All because they felt they had 
to keep giving us the evolution stones for bribery material..." 


Terron didn't Know what to say. 


When Vantis said nothing more, Terron reached for the bag the 
Sableye still held. It was time to go back to Dusk Mines. And then 
after that, he would go back to the place he called home: the Aurora 
Town Fellowship. 


He grabbed the strap of the satchel. 


Without warning, a violet claw shot out of the ground and snatched 
Terron's wrist. Terron screamed in fright as another claw sprouted 
from the dirt with a dark sphere forming in its palm. Before Terron 
could understand what was happening, the ball left the claw and 
sailed into the Cubone. 


Terron closed his eyes and anticipated the agonizing cold and 
bitterness that would come. 


It never came. 

Terron opened his eyes to find that Vantis was in front of him, 
spreading out his arms defensively. His face twisted in pain as dark 
wisps streamed from somewhere along his hidden front. 


"Taking the brunt of my attack, are you? Well that seems to have 
taken quite a toll on you! But not as much as this will!" 


Vantis suddenly swatted Terron with his tail, sending the Cubone 
flying out of the crater and into the grass nearby his teammates. 
When he found he could move again, Terron hastily made his way to 
the rim of the hole to see what was going on. His friends watched 
with him. 


The defeated Sableye the team once saw was now gone. There was 
only a weary Sableye standing before Vantis, his claw sunk deep 
into the Flygon's body as he struggled to remain standing. Yimtri had 
used his decoy trick once more. Somehow, he had managed to 
avoid the final blow the team sent him and left a decoy to take the 
attacks. Yet, he was still weak. He looked as though he would 
collapse at any moment. 


Yimtri gazed up at the Flygon, seeing Vantis's wide, tortured eyes as 
the claw remained embedded in his body. 


"Heh, so | guess this answers whether the western or northern 
Fellowship leader is strongest," Yimtri chuckled. "Of course, the 
result might have been different if you hadn't used yourself as a 
shield..." 


Vantis let out a choke in an attempt to say something, but nothing 
came. 


" Succumb you disgusting-" 


Before he could finish, Yimtri was abruptly ripped away from the 
Flygon by a violent tug upon his cape, freeing Vantis from his claw. 
The Sableye was brought out of the crater and forced to the ground, 
where he was quick to find himself facing a mirror image of himself. 
It scowled at him with such ferocity as it pinned him there with one 
claw. In its other claw was a fully-charged Shadow Ball. 


It leapt back as it fired the glob into Yimtri's face. 


Zekra landed a few feet away and watched with the others as an 
explosion went off around the Sableye. He was blown forward from 


the attack, skidding along the grass until he stopped by the feet of 
the children, his eyes facing up into the sky. The four gave him 
suspicious glares as they encircled him, waiting to see if he would 
finally admit defeat. Syn and Zekra kept their hands filled with their 
energies just in case he needed more convincing with that. 


The Sableye feebly craned his neck to look upon the ones 
surrounding him. The light in his eyes was dimming. 


Yet, in that moment, the four could see the true Yimtri staring up at 
them. The Yimtri that did not wish to fight and was a merely a pawn 
of the dungeon. The Yimtri that only wanted to help the children 
escape Erebus Woods, not trap them in it. 


"You've... defeated me..." the Sableye said, his voice filling with a 
melancholy joy. "You didn't let me... defeat you..." 


He smiled weakly. 


"I'm... SO glad... But now... you must hurry. Hurry... and leave 
Erebus Woods... while you can..." 


And with that, his jeweled eyes ceased to give off their glow. He fell 
limp, lying upon the ground, completely lifeless as dark wisps flowed 
from his body. 


The children waited for a moment, making sure that the battle had 
finally ended and that another copy of Yimtri would not appear. 


Nothing happened. 
"Syn, bring Yimtri to Vantis," Terron instructed. "We're leaving." 


The Snivy wrapped his vines around the Sableye as Zekra changed 
back to normal, where the five then went into the crater without 
another word. There, they found Vantis collapsed in the dirt. The 
spot where Yimtri had sunk his claw into was oozing with strange 


streams that matched his body color. The children cringed at the 
sight. 


" You truly think you can escape, don't you?" 


The four glanced up. The voice of the dungeon was speaking once 
more. Erebus was here. 


" Did you not hear my words and the Sableye's from before? 
You cannot leave once you are here. Even if you manage to 
leave this particular home of mine... | will always be watching 
you from every other Mystery Dungeon you venture through. 
You will always be in my sights. There is no such thing as 
‘escape'." 


Terron frowned as he reached into Yimtri's satchel and pulled out the 
previous orb that held their salvation. 


"Escape Orb... activate," Terron muttered. 


The blue sphere shattered in his hands, bringing forth a heavenly 
light that engulfed the six Pokémon in its wake. 


" Enjoy your temporary victory. | await your inevitable return to 
my many homes." 


Erebus Woods Entrance 


When the brightness had faded from his vision, Terron found himself 
standing where he had been just earlier this morning with the others. 
He looked up at the afternoon sun, taking in its warm rays that he 
now grew to cherish. He removed the bandages from his body to find 
that his missing flesh had been restored. He still felt the fatigue from 
the previous battle, but at least he had managed to regain his skin. 


"We made it," Terron said pleasantly. "We're alive..." 


Without warning, Syn's body fell forward and collapsed onto the 
ground. The power of his Overgrow faded away as he winced, 
feeling the pain that he had delayed for so long. His grip on the 
Sableye released as the vines slithered back into his neck. 


“Come on, Syn," Zekra said as she went over to him. "You have to 
get up. We need to get away from here before Erebus sucks us into 
the dungeon again... come on." 


She nudged his head, only to find that he wouldn't respond. With a 
sigh, Zekra transformed into a Zoroark and gently bent down to pick 
up Syn. 


" Gah!" she gasped. 


She cringed as another wave of pain shot through her. Her eyes 

became hazy as her form shifted back to normal and landed right 
next to Syn. It wasn't long before her eyes closed and her breath 
became shallow. 


"Not you too, Zekra!" Terron cried. "Come on! Stay with us! Impetus 
and | can't just carry all of you! Wake up!" 


There was no answer from any of the four unconscious Pokémon. 


"Come on... wake up..." Terron said, his heart breaking in despair. 
"We have to get out of here... Please..." 


"BY YVELTAL'S NAME! YIMTRI! YIMTRIE" 


Terron and Impetus looked behind them to find a familiar Turtwig 
running toward them as fast as her legs could manage. A few feet 
behind her were a group of four Pokémon, three of which that had 
their limbs tied together with thick ropes. They were a Croconaw, 
Breloom, and Graveler. All of them wore uneasy glances as a 
Kecleon occupied the back of the group, serving to help the Turtwig 
in guiding the bound Pokémon with a stern gaze. Yet, as soon as it 
saw the Sableye, the Kecleon's eyes became wide with dread. 


The Turtwig stopped in front of the collapsed form of the Sableye. 
She gasped for breath as she looked upon the Dusk Mines leader, 
on the verge of crying. 


"You said everything would be okay..." she whispered, her voice 
broken. "But look at you! Look at what happened to you! It happened 
again, didn't it?! Why did you have to go to Erebus Woods when you 
knew this would happen?! Was your intention really worth it?!" 


Chloe shut her eyes as she held back the forming tears. She bashed 
her forehead into the ground beneath her as she let out uneven, 
raspy breaths. 


A few seconds later, she opened her eyes and cast a powerful glare 
at the Pokémon she had brought with her. 


"All of you! | won't toss you into Erebus Woods if you get these six 
back to Dusk Mines!" Chloe shouted, her voice showing none of the 
misery she had been displaying seconds ago. "I'll pardon your 
crimes that you committed to the Fellowship if you can safely get 
them out of here!" 


"You... you can do that?" the Croconaw of the group asked in 
disbelief. "| thought the Fellowship didn't allow-" 


"I'll make sure it's possible!" Chloe stated firmly. "Now get to it! 
Before | change my mind! And if you even try to escape from here, 
I'll be the one to personally give you a slow and agonizing death for 
your punishment!" 


With a swing of her head, a dozen leaves left her body and sliced the 
ropes binding the group. Without wasting any more time, the three 
criminals and assistant transporter surrounded the group. The 
Croconaw picked up Syn and Zekra and held one under each arm 
while the other three worked together to carry Vantis on their backs. 


Chloe gazed upon the Dusk Mines leader for a brief moment, her 
eyes filled with remorse. She gently grabbed the back of his cape 


with her mouth and led everyone back to the Fellowship, silently 
dragging the Sableye with her. 


The very second that the group entered the Dusk Mines Fellowship, 
the members within were quick to notice how lifeless their leader 
was. Without asking what had happened, two ghosts released him 
from Chloe's hold and took him elsewhere. Everyone around them 
became unhinged by the sight and bolted after the Sableye in a rush 
of panic, uneasy screams filling the air. Thankfully, not many 
Pokémon were inside of the Fellowship, so the stampede caused 
harm to no one. 


Once that commotion had ended, the group brought Terron and 
Impetus into the guest room that they were using for their stay. The 
Croconaw carrying Zekra and Syn gently placed them on their beds. 
Once they had been set down, the water-type assisted the others in 
carrying Vantis away to the medical wing to take care of his more 
urgent injuries. 


Chloe watched the Pokemon disappear for a brief moment until she 
brought her attention back to the only conscious members of Team 
Vendetta. 


"I'm glad to see that you are still alive," she said, her voice 
bittersweet. "But... | cannot stay with you. | must stay with my liege. 
I'll return to check up on you, but until then, stay here and rest. Call 
the ghosts if you need anything from us." 


The Turtwig silently left the room. She cast the children one last 
stare as she stood next to the doorway. There was reluctance in her 
eyes. 


"I'm sorry for everything you had to go through." 


The door closed, and Chloe was no more. 


Terron and Impetus had kept their eyes on that door for what felt like 
an eternity. Chloe hadn't come back. They weren't sure how much 
time had passed. Perhaps it had only been a few minutes. Perhaps a 
few hours. Maybe even a whole day had gone by. They didn't know 
for certain. Yet, they found they couldn't do much else. They could 
only sit there and wait for their friends to wake up while eating Oran 
Berries. Neither wanted to speak until then. 


We lived. We made it out of Erebus Woods. 
So why don't | feel happy? 
Why do | feel this depression drowning me? 


... Of course. It's because of what happened in order for us to 
escape... 


Terron sighed. He took off his helmet and set beside him before 
rubbing his head. 


Just then, he heard the Zorua stirring from her long slumber. Terron 
watched her wearily open her eyes. She glanced around for a brief 
moment before spotting the Cubone and Mienfoo across from her. 


"Hey," she said. "We made it out of Erebus Woods, right? This is 
Dusk Mines?" 


"Yeah, it is," Terron replied with a nod. "Everything's fine now. Syn's 
still asleep, but we're all safe." 


"And Vantis and Yimtri?" she then asked. 


"Recovering from their own injuries," Terron said quietly. "But 
hopefully, they'll be fine. They're leaders of the Fellowship after all." 


"| hope so too," Zekra simply said. 


Silence passed between the two friends. Terron's mind filled with the 
thoughts he needed to share with Zekra regarding what he knew 


about his name. Yet, he found bringing them up now to a very 
awkward thing to do after all they went through. 


He wasn't sure if he could take anymore fatigue in any form. 


Impetus quietly got up from her seat and wandered to the door. She 
grasped the doorknob in her paws and slowly opened the wooden 
door. 


"Impetus, where are you going?" Terron asked. 
She cast him a frown. 


"Giving you time to talk," she replied. "Get it done. I'll be elsewhere. 
I'll come back before that Turtwig comes. Now talk to each other. Get 
rid of the pain both of you share." 


Without another word, she shut the door behind her. Now, all that 
remained in the room were the two friends and the still-slumbering 
Syn. They looked at each other with nervous glances before averting 
their eyes. 


No one said anything. 


"... NO, | have to talk to you," Zekra suddenly said as she brought her 
gaze to the Cubone. "| can't keep waiting for you to get better." 


With resolution shining in her eyes, she leapt off the bed and 
stopped right in front of Terron. Her gaze was smoldering. 


"Terron," she said. "I want to know why you won't talk to me 
anymore. | thought | could wait for the problem to fix itself, but that's 
obviously not working. So talk to me. Tell me what's bothering you." 


Terron grit his teeth as he felt anxiety wash over him. He wanted to 
remain silent, but he knew he couldn't do that anymore. He had to 
face this problem he had created between himself and Zekra. He 
couldn't let his closest friend remain in so much pain. With courage 
and a firm resolve, he returned the stare Zekra gave him. 


"Do you remember the day that the Plagued Ones attacked us?" he 
asked. 


"Yeah, | remember that day," Zekra grimaced. "I don't remember 
seeing those abominations... but | remember what happened 
afterwards." 


"Well, there's something that happened that day that | didn't tell you 
about,” Terron began, finding it difficult to look at Zekra in the eyes. 
"When those Plagued Ones attacked... they didn't attack me. They 
talked to me and tried to get me to go with them. And, they told me 
things too. One of those things... it was something about you." 


Zekra held her gaze, but a quick flash of unease went through her 
eyes. Terron found he had to close his eyes to continue. He couldn't 
look at her. 


"... I'm not really your friend, am |?" he asked hoarsely. "I'm... I'm 
just Someone you're using to keep your other Terron alive, aren't I? 
Tha... That's why you named me Terron, right? So you could 
pretend he was still here in my place? I'm not really here to you... 
am |? I'm just the old Terron now... not the amnesic human to you... 
aren't |?" 


He couldn't see Zekra's reaction, but based on how her breathing 
suddenly became short, he knew all he needed to know. 


The sounds of the Zorua's trembling whimpers filled his ears. 


When nothing was said after so long, the Cubone slowly started to 
walk away. His heart was fractured into a million pieces, but he 
refused to show that in front of Zekra. No, he didn't want his false 
friend to see his weakness. He only wanted to get away from her. 


Before he could even take five steps, something furry pushed into 
his front and prevented him from going any further. The Cubone 
slowly opened his eyes to find Zekra pressing her head into his 


chest. Though he couldn't see her eyes, he knew that she was 
crying. Her warm tears were trickling onto his feet. 


"So all this time... it was because of me..." she muttered. "All this 
time... you wouldn't talk... because you found out why | call you 
Terron. You wouldn't tell me anything... because you found out the 
truth..." 


The Cubone remained quiet. 
"It's... my fault..." 


Zekra sank to the ground and buried her head into her paws. Her 
sobbing increased. 


"I'm... I'm sorry! I'm sorry for doing this to you!" the Zorua wailed. 
"|... | just wanted my friends back! Everyone | knew had just died 
when | found you... and there was no reason to keep going. | had no 
one in my life left. My friends... my parents... everyone! They were 
all gone! There was nothing left for me! | became desperate to find a 
reason to keep living. So when you told me that you had no idea who 
you were and you didn't have a name, | saw my chance. | thought | 
could pretend you were one of my friends, and then | could pretend 
all was still well. | could pretend none of this ever happened. It'd just 
be me and Terron... going on a trip like | always wanted to with Zev. 
Terron and I... traveling Shiron as my other friends and family stayed 
home back in Blackoak Town... 


"But then we joined the Fellowship and | found a real purpose to 
keep living: to avenge everyone. But... you were still Terron to me. 
And no matter how much | wanted to get rid of that idea... | stuck 
with it. | wanted to pretend | still had one of my friends with me. | 
didn't want to be in the Fellowship with some random human-turned 
Pokémon | barely knew. So, | kept believing you were Terron to 
make things easier. | knew I'd have to tell you the truth someday, but 
| never wanted to because | knew you'd want to leave me after 
finding out... 


"I'm so sorry... human. You can leave me if you want. You don't have 
to be my friend anymore. I'm a terrible Pokémon, and you don't 
deserve me and my messed up ways. You should be with someone 
better. I'll leave you... so you can find a better friend... 


Zekra couldn't say anymore. She continued to cry before the silent 
Cubone. He gazed at her, his eyes completely blank. 


No words were exchanged. 

The Zorua picked herself from off the floor a minute later, managing 
to get ahold of herself. She glanced at the Cubone with a broken 
stare. 


"Goodbye," she said. "If the others ask where | went... just tell them | 
went to where | truly belong..." 


She slowly headed for the door, showing no signs of stopping. She 
reached for the handle and... 


CRASH! 


The Zorua suddenly found herself on the floor, covered by a Cubone 
that was holding onto her for dear life. His body trembled as tears 
streamed out of his eyes. 


" Don't go!" the Cubone cried. "Please don't go!" 


"But... | thought you didn't want me as your friend anymore..." Zekra 
tried to say. 


"| never said that!" he said. "You just came to that conclusion!" 


"But... I'm a terrible friend..." Zekra reasoned. "I used you... | was so 
selfish..." 


"That might be true, but you still care about me," the Cubone replied. 
"That... That's all | wanted to know. | just wanted to know if you still 
cared about me. And now that | know that for sure, | don't care about 


anything else. Everyone has a dark side to them... and that's just 
something we have to learn to accept. As long as you still care about 
me... then | can put up with that side of you. Knowing that you're still 
my friend is all that really matters." 


Zekra, for the first time in a long while, gave a genuine smile as a 
relief filled her. She felt like crying again, but decided that she had 
cried enough today. 


The two sat there, wrapped in each other's embrace for a moment 
before separating. As they wiped away their tears, they found Syn 
staring at them from his bed with a pleasant smile, his removed 
bandages resting beside him. They smiled back. 


The door beside the Cubone and Zekra opened, revealing Impetus. 
The three were going to say something, but before they could, 
another Pokemon appeared beside her. 


It was Chloe. 


"It looks like all of you are awake now," she said. "I'm glad all of you 
are okay. | feared that your recovery time might have taken a while 
since... well, you Know why. Anyway, my liege has just woken up as 
well. He's quite alright for all of the injuries he sustained. He just 
needed a simple Heal Bell upon regaining consciousness and he 
became good as new. But now, he wishes to speak with you four at 
once. There's something he wants to talk to you about." 


Plagued 


Chapter 28 


Plagued 


Dusk Mines was no longer filled with the chaotic activity of its terror- 
stricken inhabitants. There were no more Pokémon running about 
with minds plagued by the thoughts of their wounded leader. No, 
everything was back to normal now. The various members of the 
northern Fellowship were once again treading through its passages, 
their minds at ease. Their leader was alive and had fully recovered. 
There was no longer a need for hysteria. 


Even as Erebus Woods' atmosphere flowed through the many 
corridors of Dusk Mines, the organization held a distinct, calming 
aura. 


At the moment, Chloe was leading the members of Team Vendetta to 
Yimitri's office. She hadn't said a single word since she told the 
children about the Sableye's request. The only time she had spoken 
after giving her announcement was to ask why Terron hadn't been 
wearing a helmet shortly before he put it back on. Even after she had 
received a quick answer, she didn't give much of a reply. As the 
Turtwig continued to escort the four, Terron only grew more and 
more curious about her. He had seen her before he went to Erebus 
Woods, and also just as he had escaped from the killer dungeon. 
Yet, he knew nothing about who she was. 


"Hey um... you're Chloe, right?" Terron asked. 
The Turtwig turned her head to him, blinking oddly. 


"Yes, that's my name," she said. "But, | don't believe | told you that, 
I'm afraid. Sorry | never introduced myself to you properly when | 


saw you this morning. | didn't think | would be interacting with you 
four much." 


"It's fine, but | have a question,” Terron started to say. "| wanted to 
know who you are. Like, if you're on Yimtri's team or something." 


"Not really. My liege has no such thing as a team, unlike your own 
Fellowship," Chloe replied. "He is the only leader of Dusk Mines. 
However, he does have assistants since the work he has can be too 
much for one Pokémon. I'm one of those assistants. I'm the one who 
escorts the criminals into Erebus Woods for lying to the Fellowship. | 
usually have someone to help to make sure the captives don't 
overwhelm me, but it's a shift rather than an actual duty for them. I'm 
also the one who accompanies my liege when he must go 
somewhere other than here." 


"So that's why we saw you outside of Erebus Woods," Terron said. 
"Sounds like a tough job where you have to do all that." 


"It's not really," Chloe shrugged. "! only have to escort criminals 
about once a week since we don't receive too many of them from 
both your Fellowship and this one. The only part of my 
responsibilities that can be frustrating at times are when | have to go 
with my liege across Shiron. There are times where | wish | didn't 
have to go due to the location being a rather unpleasant place, but 
I'm forced to." 


"But you didn't go with Yimtri to Erebus Woods," Terron stated, 
growing confused. "| thought you had to go with him wherever he 
went." 


The Turtwig cast him a glare. It wasn't filled with murderous intent, 
but it still struck unease into the Cubone. He wasn't sure whether 
she was intentionally trying to drive this feeling into him, or if it was 
simply Erebus's influence making her do this. 


"No, | did not," she replied. "| don't go in there. | don't go inside any 
home of Erebus. Those are the only places | refuse to visit, no 


matter what anyone says. | don't want Erebus to increase the 
damage it's done to me. I'd rather not end up like my liege. It's a fate 
| do my best to avoid." 


Terron frowned uncomfortably. Perhaps he should have avoided the 
statement. It was obviously a touchy subject to Chloe. 


The Turtwig let out a sigh as her eyes softened. She shook her head 
as if to clear her clouded mind before looking away. 


After several minutes of silence passed, Chloe brought the children 
to their destination. Once again, the three Houndoom guards were 

patrolling the metal door. They looked upon the five Pokémon with 

narrow eyes. 


"Our liege wants to speak with the Aurora Town members," Chloe 
stated. "If you will, call upon a ghost so that we may go inside to 
speak with him." 


One of the Houndoom nodded slowly before letting out a howl. It 
echoed through the corridor, traveling far into the reaches of the 
mines until it disappeared. Seconds later, a familiar Duskull flew out 
of a nearby wall and appeared before the Pokémon. 


"Ah, it's Chloe and the west Fellowship members!" Rip cried 
pleasantly. "Wishing to go inside, are you?" 


"Yes, our liege wants to speak with them," the Turtwig nodded. "We 
need you to get us inside. You can do that for us, can't you?" 


"Why yes, of course | can," Rip smiled. 


The three Houndoom stepped away from the door and went to its 
sides. Without further ado, the Duskull took the five through the 
makeshift door, one at a time. When all had entered the office, they 
found the Sableye leader sitting upon his chair, gazing at them 
expectantly. He wore an unnerving grin, but it wasn't nearly as 
menacing as the ones he gave while in Erebus Woods. 


Terron felt himself having deja vu at seeing Yimtri. This felt so much 
like when he first met the Sableye. 


"And so, | see you children once more," Yimtri stated before bringing 
his gaze to the Duskull. "If you may, Rip, please give us time to 
speak in private." 


"Of course, my liege," the Duskull nodded. 


With a humble bow, Rip drifted into the wall and went out of sight. 
Yimtri slowly slid out of his chair and went around his desk. He 
stopped before the children, allowing them to see that he had truly 
recovered from his injuries completely. Not a single scratch was on 
him and his eyes shined with such vigor. It was as though his near- 
death experience never happened. The only sign that proved that 
the battle had actually happened was his Spell Cape. Zekra had torn 
new holes into it with her temporary Sableye claws. 


As the Cubone looked upon that tattered cape, his eyes grew 
tremendously. It was only now that he realized how much the other, 
older tears in Yimtri's cape resembled the tears that Zekra made. 


Those holes are from claw marks... they're not part of the cape’s 
design. They're all from battles... 


Before he could further ponder the implications of this, Terron saw 
Chloe leave Team Vendetta's side to join Yimtri's. She stood next to 
him, gazing at the children with a blank stare while Yimtri looked 
upon them with his usual smile. 


The four children suddenly felt an anxious chill run down their 
spines. Though Yimtri no longer seemed overshadowed by his 
psychotic tendencies, seeing him once more with that smile was 
unnerving. They worried that at any second, he would suddenly turn 
and attack them. After all, Erebus's influence reached to the very 
place they stood in... 


"I'm not going to kill you, children," Yimtri said as his smile 
immediately faded away. "You act as though you haven't left Erebus 
Woods." 


"Well you said that Erebus still affects you here!" Zekra stated. "So it 
could happen!" 


"That's only partially true," Yimtri replied calmly. "Erebus affects 
everyone near its vicinity, but it can't provoke us into hostility like it 
can in its domain... usually. Besides, that's what | have Chloe here 
for. She'll help bring me back if Erebus decides to exert its influence 
on me while | speak with you four. After all, | don't exactly want 
Erebus to corrupt my words. It has a much stronger hold on me now, 
thanks to my actions. It could make me do many unfortunate things 
much more easily now. But, the consequences of that can be 
lessened with Chloe here. She has the valuable ability to resist 
Erebus's influence since she avoids any direct contact with it and its 
homes. Yet, she'll still succumb to Erebus if you find the proper 
trigger." 


"I'd rather not discuss that fact," Chloe frowned. "You know that as 
well, my liege." 


"Yes, touchy little subject for you," Yimtri remarked. "Well, to bring 
you some solace, just remember that you could be far worse off. You 
could be like myself." 


The Sableye grinned as he pat the Turtwig's head with a claw, much 
to her disapproval. The children stared at one another, finding the 
casualness of the grim subject to be awkward. 


"Oh, that's right," Yimtri said, suddenly realizing something. "I almost 
forgot something from having all these distractions. Like recovering 
after nearly killing you four and having to calm my panic-stricken 
members once | awoke..." 


Yimtri then went behind his desk before coming back with his satchel 
and two bone clubs. He tossed the bones to the Cubone, who 


managed to catch the weapons with ease. 


"Those are some new clubs for you, Terron," Yimtri said. "I figured I'd 
give you them after breaking your other ones back in Erebus Woods. 
They're Gabite femurs if my memory of their skeletal structure is still 

accurate." 


"Why do you have these bones...?" Terron asked reluctantly. 


"We have a few members who also like to use bones for weapons," 
Yimtri said carelessly. "We keep a wide variety as well since many 
are very specific in what kind of bones they want. They come from 
the bodies we slaughter for our larder. We'd do the same for the 
criminal's bones whenever we visit Erebus Woods, but Erebus 
doesn't let us take any corpses out of its domain for some reason. 
Now, before | forget, it's time to give you the evolving stones | still 
possess..." 


He dug his claw into the bag and searched through its contents until 
he pulled out the evolution stones Terron and Syn had collected with 
him. He tossed them to the children, and once they had caught 
them, the stones were stuffed into their own bag that was around 
Terron's person. 


"Thanks for the evolution stones," Syn said. "We're sure our 
Fellowship will really like them." 


"Yes, of course they will. Anyway, the four of you are probably 
wondering why | called you here," Yimtri said as he became more 
serious. "The answer to that question is simple: it's to discuss this 
entire Erebus incident. Don't mind Chloe here; everything we're 
going to speak of is already a part of her knowledge." 


The team stared at the Sableye, their memories of the dungeon 
flowing through their minds. Mostly everything they had wanted to 
know had been answered after Yimtri finally succumbed to Erebus 
and tried to kill them. They understood why Dusk Mines and its 
members were so ominous, which had been their main question. 


What else was there to discuss now that the mystery had been 
solved? 


"Thanks to Erebus overwhelming me and intensifying the psychotic 
aspect of my personality," Yimtri began to say, "I revealed the true 
nature of the dungeon it lives in and its effects on our Fellowship. 
Had | been given a choice, | never would have explained anything. | 
only intended for you to know that Erebus Woods is very different 
from other dungeons, just like every other Pokémon that's not a 
member of Dusk Mines finds out. | thought | could resist Erebus's 
influence, but I'm afraid having spent twenty years around it makes 
me very susceptible to its atmosphere. And so now... because of my 
foolish choice... you four and Vantis know everything." 


"You're saying that us knowing this is a bad thing?" Terron asked. 
"Why did you have to keep it a secret in the first place?" 


The Sableye's claws curled inward as his eyes flickered eerily. The 
Cubone visibly flinched at the sight. 


"Because if the other Fellowships found out about the one known as 
Erebus that lives within Erebus Woods and its effects on us, 
especially the Pledge Mountain Fellowship, a number of unwanted 
consequences could happen," Yimtri answered with a grim scowl. 
“There are many outcomes | dread, but there's one in particular that | 
fear the most: that the other Fellowships might kill us." 


The four were taken aback by the statement. Even Chloe grimaced 
at the reminder of such a possible outcome. 


"K-Kill you?!" Syn gasped. "Why would they kill a fifth of their 
followers?!" 


"Let's put it this way. Pretend that you're the leader of a group of 
merchants," Yimtri started to say. "All of your fellow merchants are 
functioning quite well and are fulfilling the roles you give them. 
Everyone's role is to go to a certain place and gather certain items 
found within. That way, you can sell them at the market the next day. 


All of the members get along and there is no strife between any of 
you. And then one day... after months and months of this... you 
notice that one of those members is acting strangely. The 
bloodthirsty tendencies he showed very little of are now completely 
taking over his personality. Though he still performs his assigned 
tasks admirably, his mind continues to succumb to insanity. You ask 
him what's happened to him, and he tells you that the place he visits 
makes him this way. You investigate the very place he speaks of and 
find that he's absolutely right. Though you can't feel your own sanity 
disappearing, you can tell that prolonged exposure to this 
environment will corrupt your well-being. 


"SO what do you do now? Well, first you think that you can simply 
send your deranged member to a different location so that he might 
continue to work for you. After all, once he's removed from that 
horrifying environment, he should no longer be affected by it and 
return to normal, right? So you try that. You give your suffering 
member a different location to scavenge for items. You hope he 
returns to his usual self." 


A quiet, bitter laugh escaped Yimtri's mouth. 


"But no... your member doesn't return to normal. Oh no! His descent 
into insanity only continues to grow! You ask him what's wrong, and 
he tells you that whatever was in the original environment won't go 
away. It's following him in every location. This being that lived within 
the environment won't leave him alone. He says it won't go away 
now that it has a firm hold on him! He can't escape it!" 


The laughter became more hysteric. Chloe opened her mouth to 
prevent the Sableye's own descent into insanity, but he held up his 
hand to indicate that he was still well. The Turtwig let out a short 
breath, but didn't argue. 


"So what do you do with this member of yours who's forever become 
a lunatic? There's no way he can recover. He's still your member, 
and he still acts like himself at times, but he's still gone. He's not the 
member you knew anymore. And not only that, but whenever he's 


having his psychotic outbursts, he's giving away all of the information 
you want to keep secret to the world. He's telling everyone things he 
really shouldn't. He's telling the world about how you scam your 
customers sometimes. How you give special discounts to those who 
truly don't deserve them. How you work with the Black Market. How 
you not only let criminals go free when you see them, but also pay 
them with illegal items! How there's a swarm of Pokémon-killing 
monsters flying all over Shiron, devouring everything in sight! 


" So what do you do?! You can't let them keep living like this where 
they're ruining how you run things! No, you can't! You have to get rid 
of them! They're long gone anyway, so it doesn't matter! They're 
never going to get better! You have to kill them so that they'll stop 
talking! Even if they're one of your closest friends, they still need to 
die! You have to keep everything a secret! You have to get rid of 
those who threaten such a delicate matter! They can't live! They're 
not allowed to! They have to die!" 


The four children each took a step back, cowering at the sudden 
screaming. 


" Every one of them has to die! There can't be any survivors! Even 
the ones who still keep most of their sanity have to be eliminated! 
The secret of the Plagued Ones has to be kept! Even if we have to 
completely massacre a fifth of our members, we have to keep the 
secret safe! Every last one of those insane-" 


"STOP IT!" 


The children nearly jumped in the air at the yell. They brought their 
attention to the Turtwig to find that she was staring up at the Sableye 
with an intense glare. Not even an ounce of fear was visible in her 
eyes. It was only steely resolve. 


"You're already losing yourself!" Chloe stated harshly. "Snap out of 
it!" 


The laughter slowly, but steadily, began to cease. When all had 
become silent, Yimtri twisted his mouth into an agitated scowl. But, it 
didn't seem to be aimed for the team. It seemed to be directed to 
himself. 


"Anyway, that's your answer. Sorry for getting carried away,” Yimtri 
said, still repulsed by his previous words. "We can't tell the other 
Fellowships since they'll see their secrets being threatened and 
they'll kill us in order to keep those secrets safe. Which brings me to 
a favor | wish to ask of you four; never tell the other Fellowships of 
Erebus. Though it's in every dungeon... none of the other 
Fellowships see it. Erebus only seems to appear in Erebus Woods. 
That is, until you manage to escape Erebus Woods. Once you enter 
Erebus Woods and leave, you'll start hearing Erebus in the other 
Mystery Dungeons. It somehow marks you and follows you that 
way... but only if you've heard its voice while traveling through 
Erebus Woods. Which thankfully, we managed to avoid until now..." 


The Sableye gave what was supposed to be a friendly grin despite it 
appearing terrifying to Terron. 


"So, will you keep the knowledge of Erebus and its influence a 
secret?" Yimtri asked. "We would appreciate it if the other 
Fellowships didn't try to kill us." 


"And if we refuse...?" Terron asked cautiously. 


"Well, that truly depends," Yimtri said considerably. "We might just 
erase your memories of Erebus with the help of our resident 
Beheeyem. That's always an option we can manage, especially 
since we know how to do it to those who should be immune to 
psychic abilities, like little Zekra. Or we could use the Fellowship's 
favorite strategy of keeping secrets..." 


Yimtri held up a claw that suddenly became ablaze with black 
shadows. 


"And, | really don't want to resort to that option after | helped you 
escape Erebus Woods," he hissed. "No, I'd rather not do that to 
members of the Fellowship. But, I'll do it if you somehow resist the 
memory loss. Or | could always treat you like the criminals and toss 
you into Erebus Woods. So many options to choose from..." 


"Also know that if you try to fight back, it won't just be my liege you 
have to deal with," Chloe said to the Cubone, taking a step forward. 
"The entire Dusk Mines Fellowship will stand against you. And if you 
end up telling the others about Erebus despite swearing to secrecy, 
we will hunt you down, even if we must chase you all over Shiron." 


Terron grimaced as he felt the familiar wave of dread come over him. 
The two Dusk Mines inhabitants continued to give him such nerve- 
wracking glances, as if to drive the feeling deep into the Cubone's 
core. 


"You guys really aren't any better than the other Fellowships..." the 
Cubone muttered under his breath. "All of you are taking such 
extremist measures to keep secrets..." 


"At least we give you the choice of letting you live out the rest of your 
lives in blissful ignorance," Yimtri scoffed. "Now, what will you do? 
Do you intend to keep Erebus a secret? Or do we have to keep you 
quiet? The choice is yours." 


Terron let out an irritated groan. Yimtri was bent on keeping the 
being known as Erebus a secret from the world, just as how the 
Fellowship was with the Plagued Ones. He was going to make sure 
that the secret stayed safe, no matter the cost. To protect himself 
and his members... he took such drastic and paranoid measures. 
The Cubone vaguely wondered if Erebus was making Yimtri filled 
with such paranoia. 


"... fine, | won't tell anyone about Erebus," the Cubone said icily. 
"You have my word." 


"And mine too," Zekra added in. 


Syn and Impetus quickly nodded to support the group's oath to the 
Dusk Mines leader. The Sableye smiled, the tension leaving his eyes 
as the energy encasing his claws dissipated. Chloe resumed her 
place beside him and continued to look upon the children attentively. 


"I'm glad you made that choice," Yimtri said somewhat pleasantly. 
"Do keep to your promise. Now both you children and Vantis have 
been convinced. Because you've made this choice, I'll answer any 
questions you have for me. I'm sure that you have many floating in 
your troubled minds right now, and | can ease those thoughts. 
Consider it as my appreciation for your choice." 


"Alright, well, I've got a couple of questions," Zekra said, wasting no 
time in pondering since she already had her questions in mind. "First 
one is how you made everyone look like you. You know, how'd you 
make everyone hallucinate with that light?" 


"Light... oh yes, the light from my eyes. That was a little something 
called 'Confuse Ray'," Yimtri said casually. "Or, an amplified version 
of it. It's supposed to simply confuse Pokémon and make them see 
their allies as enemies, yet keep their true form's voices. Yet, thanks 
to my Spell Cape's ability to make ghostly abilities such as Confuse 
Ray more powerful, the ray added the voice effect to make the 
hallucination more realistic. It's a very effective tactic | use while 
dealing with ambushes, which is why | no doubt used it on you five. 
Thankfully, Vantis was able to figure out what it was and prevented 
himself from falling for its tricks once more. Otherwise, | probably 
would have continued to use it and probably have killed you amongst 
the confusion." 


"Wonderful..." Zekra deadpanned. "Well, at least | can use the 
technique the normal way whenever | take your form, and maybe 
even that Substitute power if possible... just seems kinda hard to do 
when | don't really get how it works." 


"You'll understand if you keep practicing it," Yimtri replied. "Just don't 
practice too often since it drains your health every time you use it. 
Like the Deception Amulet. You'll wear out very quickly that way." 


Zekra nodded as she made a mental note of the Sableye's words. A 
long frown started to form on her muzzle as her next question came 
to mind. 


"SO... you know Zev, huh?" Zekra asked, slowly losing the volume in 
her voice. 


The Sableye slightly tilted his head to the side. 


"You were talking about him during the battle," Zekra said. "You 
thought | was him when | took on his form... you know, Zeverous." 


Yimtri's eyes somehow seemed to widen. His face paled as the 
realization struck him. 


"You... you're his sister, aren't you, Zekra?" Yimtri asked quietly. "He 
mentioned he had one a number of times, but he never gave a 
name..." 


Zekra, who was too stunned for words, could only nod in response. 
Impetus and Syn cast odd stares at the two Pokémon, not 
understanding the significance behind Zeverous other than his blood 
ties to Zekra. Terron, being able to comprehend the subject, 
remained silent. This was Zekra's time to find answers to one of her 
most sought-out questions. She didn't need any distractions. 


"Yes, | Know Zeverous,” Yimtri confirmed. "He was one of my 
unofficial members in the late winter from two years ago." 


"So you knew him before he disappeared..." Zekra realized. 


"What?" Yimtri asked, not quite understanding what was going 
through her mind. 


"Oh, uh nothing,” Zekra dismissed. "What were you saying about 
Zev? He worked for you?" 


"Yes, he did for a time. For three months, to be precise," Yimtri 
explained. "You see, thanks to his profession, he had a number of 


skills | found very valuable to the Fellowship. Though he focused on 
using one specific skill, he still had a plethora of other useful talents. 
He could effectively locate hidden treasures within minutes while it 
took others hours to find the exact same item. He was an ace in 
combat, even without using his illusion abilities. And when he did use 
the power of illusions with the combined power of that Deception 
Amulet, it was truly a spectacle to behold. Such an amazing 
Pokémon he was. So when given the chance, | hired him. | wanted 
to make him a member, but he would say that it wasn't part of his 
lifestyle to remain in one place. Still, | managed to make him work for 
me for those three months by giving him an immense amount of 
money he couldn't refuse.” 


Yimtri smiled pleasantly at the memories. 


"And then what happened after those three months passed?" Zekra 
asked. 


The light in Yimtri's eyes dimmed as a troubled frown replaced the 
smile. He glanced off to the side. 


"Zeverous left and never returned," he answered. "I tried to convince 
him to stay, but he refused to keep working for me. He had 
discovered Erebus in the dungeon after two months of working with 
us and was desperate to get away from it. He finished his time with 
me, most likely out of dedication, but afterwards, he wanted nothing 
to do with us. So he ran away from Dusk Mines and Erebus, never to 
be seen again. When | saw you take Zeverous's form, | thought for a 
brief moment that you were really him and Erebus somehow 
captured him. Yet, as soon as you began to act suspicious, | realized 
you really weren't Zeverous. And from that point... | only pretended 
to think you were Zeverous since it was preventing you from 
attacking me. It made a decent distraction. Still, now that | really look 
at you, | can see how much of Zeverous you have in you. You have 
his eyes. You two truly are siblings." 


Zekra let out a depressing sigh as she glanced down at the amulet 
tied around her neck. She put her paw through the loop and held out 


the necklace toward the Sableye. 


"Is that why you gave me this?" she asked. "Did you give this to me 
because | reminded you so much of Zev?" 


"Perhaps | did subconsciously, but no, that wasn't the intended 
reason," Yimtri replied as he brought his eyes back to Zekra. "That 
was given to you in case | became overwhelmed by Erebus. | hada 
feeling it would happen, so | gave you that to help protect yourself. 
Do keep the amulet, though. | don't need it, and Zeverous certainly 
isn't coming back to reclaim it. He refused to take it after | offered to 
it when he left after all..." 


Zekra continued to wear a melancholy frown as the information 
about her brother became absorbed into her mind. She remained 
quiet, contemplating in something. Suddenly, she went forward and 
stopped in front of the Sableye. Chloe cast her a warning glare, in 
case Zekra chose to attack, but remained stationary beside the 
leader. Zekra didn't seem to notice Chloe as she looked up at the 
Sableye. 


"So you don't know what's happened to him?" Zekra asked in 
despair. "You don't know if he's still alive or not?" 


"No, I'm afraid not," Yimtri sighed. "No one's seen him, and we're not 
entirely sure whether he's still among the living or in the spirit world. 
I'm sorry that | had to be the one to inform you of this. | Know that it's 
difficult to cope with lost family members." 


The Sableye set a claw upon her furry head and gingerly caressed 
her scalp with his claws, somehow not puncturing her skin with their 
sharp points. Zekra cringed as she felt the Sableye's dreadful aura 
seep into her, but it quickly ceased after a second. She released a 
sigh. 


"What kind of profession does Zev have?" the Zorua then asked. "He 
never told me the reason he traveled so much, but you sure seem to 


know. Can you tell me what it was? It's the last thing I'll ask about 
him." 


Yimtri stared at Zekra in silence for a moment longer than what might 
have been necessary. 


"He was a treasure hunter," he said dully. "He spent most of his days 
traveling Shiron, searching for rare and valuable items to sell. 
Whether they were in Mystery Dungeons or caverns lost to time, he 
would search wherever he could to find these items. | found him 
because he was searching for some sort of rare gem that was worth 
a fortune near Dusk Mines." 


Zekra nodded. Yimtri released his claw from her head as the Zorua 
went back to her place beside her friends. There was a bittersweet 
glow in her eyes now that she had received answers to Zev's past 
whereabouts. 


"Sooo, guess I'll ask a question that's been bugging me," Terron 
said, breaking the silence. "Why do you guys make other Fellowship 
members go into Erebus Woods when you can just send your own? | 
mean, you could probably spare more lives that way if you send 
experienced Pokemon into there who know what to expect... Is it 
because Erebus makes you guys do that?" 


"Not necessarily," Yimtri said. "Erebus has nothing to do with making 
you go fetch your own evolving stones. No, we just do that because 
you'll have a much easier time finding your stones and escaping 
than my members would. We only go inside Erebus Woods if we 
have to, which is typically whenever we have to escort one of your 
teams into there or need the stones for our own reasons. We used to 
go inside Erebus Woods much more frequently, but we ceased that 
practice when we realized that Erebus was increasing its influence 
on us every time we went in there and made it very difficult to leave. 
You saw what happened when | went in there with you. Just imagine 
that happening to everyone, except their cases being much milder 
than my own. So, we avoid that by sending uncorrupted ones into 
Erebus Woods. It's a choice on our part, not Erebus's." 


“Though, there are times when the influence makes us want to trap 
Pokémon into Erebus's domain," Chloe then said distastefully. 
"You've seen it. We're not immune to it." 


Terron grit his teeth, suddenly remembering the criminals he had 
seen earlier. He said no more once. 


"So, | believe that answers your question,” Yimtri said as he clasped 
his hands together. "Any others?" 


Terron thought for a moment. Yes, he actually did have more 
questions. Two more questions to be precise. But, just as he was 
figuring out how to phrase the questions, someone else started 
talking. 


"Well... there's something | don't understand about when you were 
fighting us," Syn said uneasily. 


"And that would be?" Yimtri asked as he put on his usual smile, as if 
finding these on-going questions to be very amusing. 


Syn seemed to shrink on the spot and shifted around uncomfortably. 


"When you attacked us, you put that darkness into my brain," the 
Snivy started to say, his voice barely above a whisper. "When you 
did that, | was taken to these woods and there were these eyes 
there. All of these eyes... they were watching me and telling me 
weird things. | can't remember what they said, but it was really 
creepy. And | couldn't escape, no matter how far | ran. It was only 
until Terron restored some of my health that | was able to get out of 
there. What did you do to me so that | ended up in such a weird 
place?" 


"Yeah, the same thing happened to me too when you did that 
darkness thing," Zekra added. "It kinda felt like | died and went to 
some nightmare world..." 


"I've honestly never understood why | do that to Pokémon | attack 
while corrupted by my bloodlust," Yimtri stated as he looked down 
upon his claws. "You're not the first ones to say that. Many others 
who | attacked said the very same things. And still, | don't know what 
it is. I'm not sure what happens to you. It's a question I've asked for 
so long, but have never found the answer to." 


The Sableye set a claw against his head as he seemed to ponder 
more in the question. 


"It kinda sounds like something the Plagued Ones would do to 
you..." Syn said quietly. 


Everyone brought their disturbed gazes to the Snivy. They found he 
was Staring at the Sableye, his eyes eerily vacant. 


"What did you just say?" Yimtri gawked. 


"What you did to Zekra and | sounds like something Plagued Ones 
would do when they get ahold of you," Syn clarified. "When someone 
gets attacked by Plagued Ones, it's safe to assume that something 
really weird happens to them when they die. Like having their spirits 
being taken to a world of darkness rather than the spirit world..." 


Yimtri took a step back and frowned uncomfortably. He understood 
the accusation that Syn was making just as much as the others did. 


"You're saying that /'m a Plagued One?" Yimtri asked dubiously. "Is 
that what you're truly trying to imply?" 


"Well, after we defeated you, you did start giving off those wisps that 
Plagued Ones give off," Syn pointed out. "So-" 


"You know that statement is completely absurd, don't you?" Yimtri 
Snapped, suddenly growing defensive. "I'm not a Plagued One, | can 
assure you that. Though Plagued Ones have been revealed to be 
intelligent creatures by your Fellowship, they can't pretend to be 
normal Pokémon. I'm clearly a normal Sableye, even if I'm corrupted 


by Erebus's influence. Plagued Ones only have one form, which 
resembles a ghost in ways. Besides, I'm not massacring everything 
in sight. That's a notable trait of the Plagued Ones." 


"Then maybe you're just turning into one..." Syn reasoned. 


The Sableye flinched at the comment, and for just a moment, the 
team could see absolute terror flash in his eyes. The four slowly 
widened their eyes as the pieces started to come together in their 
mind. When Chloe saw this, she stepped in front of Yimtri. She 
glared sharply at the team. 


"| wouldn't say that," she growled. "That's a very dire thing to accuse 
someone of." 


"Maybe everyone here is turning into Plagued Ones..." Syn 
continued to say. "Maybe when you get trapped in Erebus Woods, 
you start turning into a Plagued One..." 


Chloe scowled, but said nothing. She held her protective and 
unwavering stance. 


"Yeah... it makes sense when | think about it," Zekra said. "| mean, 
the Plagued Ones... there's always so many of them. They have to 
be growing in numbers to do that. Maybe in order to do that... they 
do something to the ones they kill. Maybe they don't actually kill 
anyone. | mean, whenever they attack, they never leave any bodies. 
It's like the bodies disappear into thin air. Maybe... they just do 
something to their victims to turn them into Plagued Ones..." 


"And King once told us that Plagued Ones might be the cause of 
Mystery Dungeons," Terron said. "So maybe this 'Erebus' is actually 
some kind of special Plagued One that lives in each dungeon. 
Maybe when the Plagued Ones attack in their swarms, they kidnap 
all of their victims and dump them into Mystery Dungeons. And then, 
once they're trapped in there... that special Plagued One starts 
turning the other Pokémon into their own kind over time. | think 
Erebus Woods is much more dangerous than the other dungeons 


because it might be the main base of the Plagued Ones, so it's the 
one that can turn Pokémon into Plagued Ones quickest. So maybe 
the influence it has here can make you turn into a Plagued Ones 
over time... even if you're not in the dungeon since it's so powerful. | 
mean... having your bloodlust overwhelm you sounds a lot like how 
the Plagued Ones act..." 


"It would explain why the feral ones in the dungeons are more 
aggressive than they should be," Impetus stated. "We ferals do not 
crave violence. We only fight if we feel threatened or need flesh to 
fight off hunger. Feral ones in dungeons are not like us. They wish to 
kill everything in sight. | see it in their eyes. Plagued Ones are 
corrupting them. You are just like the feral ones. You live in the 
Plagued Ones' influence and your violent ways fill you. The 
atmosphere of here is the same one | feel within all dungeons. There 
is aresemblance. The feral ones might even be the ones the 
Plagued Ones trap, where its influence is slowly taking over them 
before they completely change. There are always so many of them." 


"So yeah... when putting all of that together," Syn began to 
conclude, "it seems pretty clear that you guys are turning into 
Plagued Ones. But, you guys keep stalling that by escaping from 
Erebus Woods. But you still act like Plagued Ones outside of the 
dungeon because you're still in the middle of the transformation. You 
even said that you stopped going into the dungeon because it keeps 
gaining a firmer hold on you. So... every time you go into that 
dungeon... possibly any dungeon... this 'Erebus' is just continuing 
the process. It might even be continuing the process if you're just 
living right next to it. All of you are going to turn into-" 


" SILENCE!" 
Syn abruptly stopped talking and gulped. 
The Sableye was gripping his head with his hands, digging the sharp 


claws into his brain. His body trembled, but none of the children 
could tell whether it was because he was enraged or utterly terrified. 


"I've heard enough!" Yimtri cried. "Leave my office, now! That's an 
order from one of your Fellowship leaders!" 


"You could stop the transformation, though!" Terron tried to reason. 
"If you just leave this area and go somewhere else-" 


" GET OUT OF HERE!" Yimtri screamed, his eyes now burning with 
ethereal light. "GET OUT, NOW! AND DON'T YOU DARE 
MENTION THIS INFORMATION TO ANYONE!" 


The four looked to Chloe for help, only to find that she was staring 

down the group with a glare completely consumed by disdain. She 
remained rooted to her spot in front of Yimtri, no longer serving her 
purpose of making sure Yimtri remained stable. 


Becoming unnerved at what would happen if they didn't follow 
Yimtri's commands, the children rushed to the metal door. They 
loudly banged their fists into it as they cried out for someone to let 
them out. Not even a second later, Rip came drifting through the 
wall. He glanced at Yimtri for but a brief moment before looking back 
at the children with eyes wrought in unease. 


He hurriedly pushed all four through the door at once, where they all 
tumbled out the other side an instant later. The Houndoom guards 
looked upon them questionably as the team got to their feet, gasping 
for breath. Rip sheepishly glanced at the children. 


"Um... | think you should leave my liege alone for a while," the 
Duskull suggested. "I've never seen him so unhinged before... sooo 
| guess you four should relax for the rest of the day. We have this 
garden you can relax in if you want, but it's up to you. I'll just leave 
you alone... just... just ask me or someone else where the garden is 
if you want to visit." 


Rip quickly drifted down the corridor, fading away into the darkness 
and leaving the sight of the four children. They took a moment to 
recollect themselves and process everything that had just happened. 
It all happened so quickly, like a blur... 


"Don't even bother trying to go back in there," one of the Houndoom 
guards growled. "If the liege wants to speak to you, he'll come visit 
you. Otherwise, you will probably not see him again. We will make 
sure that you cannot reach him if he wishes for the lack of your 
presence." 


The children were dismayed at this information, but nodded their 
heads in understanding. Seeing as how they couldn't stay near the 
office, the four began to walk away. They weren't sure whether they'd 
go to their room or to this garden Rip spoke of, but all that mattered 
right now was that they left the area surrounding Yimtri's office. The 
unblinking stares the Houndoom gave them were unnerving. 
Though, it was nowhere near as unnerving as the information the 
children had gathered about Dusk Mines. 


So... everyone here is turning into Plagued Ones, or at least, by the 
looks of things they sure are. Terron reflected mentally. One of the 
Fellowships is becoming filled with their very enemies. But, hopefully 
we won't turn into them. | mean, | know we heard Erebus talking, but 
| don't feel like | have a bunch of violent thoughts in my head now. 
I'm not acting like a Plagued One. So, | should be safe. 


An image of Zekra and Syn's lifeless bodies from the battle with 
Yimtri suddenly flashed into his mind. The moment he somehow sent 
their spirits to an unknown world. 


But Zekra and Syn... | think they were getting turned into Plagued 
Ones back there. That's what Yimtri was really doing to us when 
Erebus practically controlled him; he was trying to plague all of us. 
He wasn't actually trying to kill us... maybe. 


| know Zekra and Syn didn't get to finish the transformation, but they 
still started it. Will they continue to turn into Plagued Ones every time 
we enter a dungeon now that they've begun the process? Or will 
they remain normal Pokémon? What's going to happen to them... ? 


Terron took a moment to glance at the two he thought of. Syn was 
staring absently ahead of himself, as if unsure of how he was to 


react to the information they had gathered. He was simply ina 
nulling shock. Yet, he still seemed to be reality by the way he still 
seemed to have such vigor as he walked through the corridors. 


Zekra, on the other hand, wasn't quite so. Her eyes were also 
distantly vacant like Syn's, yet Terron could see very distinct traces 
of depression and wrath within those eyes. She was no doubt having 
a horrible reaction to the Erebus information in her mind, especially 
to the potential truth that she might become a Plagued One in time. 
Though the details of such transformation were unclear, it was no 
doubt plaguing her entire mind. Terron could see that, even if she 
wasn't saying anything. 


Terron sighed as he pat Zekra on the head in an attempt to comfort 
her. She had no reaction to such gesture. She didn't push the 
Cubone away, or give him an appreciative smile. There wasn't even 
a glimmer in her eyes. She was completely gone from reality. 


| wish we could still talk to Yimtri about this so we can figure out if 
they're really turning into Plagued Ones, but he probably won't want 
to see us again. 


Maybe we should tell the Fellowship about this, though. | mean... 
they need to know. But, if we do, everyone here is going to kill us. | 
don't want to live the life of a fugitive where every second of my life 
is in danger. But... if | don't tell anyone... 


Before the Cubone could ponder in his troubled thoughts some 
more, he noticed someone leaving a room in the tunnel the children 
were walking through. It was a Weavile that wore a tattered red scarf 
around its neck. 


Impetus and Terron immediately froze in place as a wave of 
memories overcame them. For just a moment, they could no longer 
feel their all-encompassing dread. Their minds were far too stunned 
to settle for one emotion. Even Zekra seemed to come out of her 
trance as soon as she saw the Weavile. Syn, being the only one who 
didn't understand the situation, looked up at them quizzically. 


"What's the matter?" he asked. "You guys look like you've seen a 
ghost... | mean, a dead Pokémon's spirit.” 


Just then, Impetus shot forward and sent a well-placed kick into the 
Weavile's stomach. It went the Weavile flying into the wall, where 
Impetus was quick to follow up with another kick. However, the 
Weavile was able to see the attack coming and managed to roll out 
of the way. 


It looked up at the Mienfoo in bewilderment, not understanding what 
had just happened. Yet, as it continued to gaze upon her, its eyes 
suddenly became grew larger than what seemed possible. 


The rest of Team Vendetta quickly came in to ambush the Weavile. 
Terron and Zekra leapt at it, managing to tackle the ice-type into the 
ground as it remained distracted. Zekra sank her fangs into its arm 
while the Cubone stamped his foot into the Weavile's chest to keep 
him down. 


"What are you guys doing?!" Syn asked in horror, being the only one 
who was not surrounding the Weavile. 


"Yeah, what are you children doing?!" the Weavile asked. 


"Don't play stupid with us!" Zekra quipped. "We know who you are! 
You're that Weavile that attacked us on Diamond Dust Mountain!" 


"| have no idea what you children are ranting on about," the Weavile 
grimaced. "You're clearly mixing me up with another Weavile." 


"That's highly unlikely," Impetus growled. 


The Mienfoo gathered power in her paw, but just as she was going to 
press it into the Weavile's face, something violently yanked her 
away. Shortly after, Zekra and Terron were pulled away from the 
Weavile as well. They tumbled to the ground, where they found 
themselves surrounded by three Houndoom, maws brimming with 
flames. Standing behind the dogs was a small crowd of other 


Pokémon the team had never seen before. But, must notable of the 
Pokémon was Yimtri, who was right beside the Houndoom. 


He seemed far more foreboding than he had been when the children 
last saw him moments ago. 


"| don't know what kind of callous rules they allow in your 
Fellowship,” Yimtri said, seething in bitter disdain, "but here, we don't 
exactly tolerate assaults on our members." 


The children's eyes grew. 
"M-Member?!" Zekra croaked. "You're joking!" 


Terron glanced at the Weavile's claw to find that there was a peculiar 
mark engraved into his flesh. It appeared to be an inscription of a 
gem of sorts, three lines slashing through it in a similar fashion as 
seen on the Cubone's own Fellowship mark. He slowly brought his 
gaze to the Sableye, and for the first time, he also saw a mark on 
Yimtri's left claw. It was the very same symbol, the only difference 
being that Yimtri's mark held a pair of menacing eyes within the 
jeweled shape. 


These marks were no doubt Fellowship marks. Though they held 
quite a difference from the Aurora Town marks, they were still the 
Fellowship symbols. They all had the same three lines within 
whatever symbol they chose. That was too much of a coincidence. 


Zekra saw the marks not long after the Cubone did. 


"But... but he attacked us!" Zekra pleaded. "This Weavile tried to kill 
us when we were exploring a mountain a few weeks ago!" 


Yimtri's scowl only seemed to deepen. He brought his gaze over to 
the Weavile. 


"Drae, these children claim to know you," he stated. "Do they seem 
familiar to you at all?" 


The Weavile shook his head as he slowly rose to his feet. 


"No, they don't, my liege,” the one named Drae said solemnly. 
"Never seen these children until now. Perhaps they've mistaken me 
for another. After all, I'm not the only Weavile in the world." 


Yimtri continued to keep his eyes glued to the Weavile's, saying 
nothing. 


"Don't listen to him!" Zekra shouted irritably. "He's lying to you! He 
attacked us while we were at Diamond Dust Mountain because we 
saw him with this Aggron corpse! | don't know why he'd want to kill 
us over that, but he wanted to! He really tried to-" 


" That's enough," Yimtri snapped, keeping his voice moderately low. 


The Sableye approached the three children and gave each of them a 
cold and unsettling stare. 


"I've heard enough out of you children," he said. "Obviously, there's 
been some kind of misunderstanding. | know for a fact that Drae 
would never even think about harming other Fellowship members. 
Maybe | might have believed you if you accidentally encountered him 
in a Mystery Dungeon where Erebus might have influenced him to 
attack, but no, you did not. You encountered him in an ordinary 
environment, where Erebus has no hostile control over us. Your story 
is nonsense. You did not encounter him. You no doubt met some 
other Weavile." 


"But-" 


" SILENCE!" Yimtri screeched, making the children leap back a few 
inches. "You children are going to be escorted to the gardens, 
where you can stay and rest your minds until you've regained 
your rationality. You will not harm any more members. Have I 
made myself clear?" 


Grudgingly, the three nodded. The Sableye let out a snort as he 
motioned for a few of his members to come forward. After a small 
commotion, a Zangoose and Mismagius came forward and stopped 
before the children. Drae wandered away, disappearing out of sight 
while Yimtri and the others turned to leave in the opposite direction. 
As they went away, Syn emerged from within the crowd and 
hurriedly made his way back to his friends. 


"Are you guys okay?" Syn asked worriedly. 


"Yeah, we're fine," Terron said, still feeling bitter. "They didn't hurt 
us." 


"Well that's a relief," Syn sighed. "But, what do you mean that 
Weavile attacked you? When did this hap-" 


"Alright, no more stalling," the Zangoose cut in. "Come on, it's time to 
go out. You can talk about your little ‘incident’ there." 


The Zangoose gently but firmly pushed the children forward with the 
blunt side of its claws. With a groan of irritation, the four began to 
walk down the tunnel and headed toward their destination, their 
escorts watching them carefully from behind. 


After being directed through Dusk Mines' several lengthy passages, 
Team Vendetta was finally brought to another exit of the enclosed 
facility and into the gardens Yimtri spoke of. It was located 
somewhere behind the mountain the Fellowship was built into, based 
on what the Cubone could tell. 


What lay before the children were an expansive sight of various 
trees and flowers, being very similar to a park rather than a garden. 
Every bit of vegetation was kept in perfect condition, and several 
empty baskets rested in the shade of the fruit-bearing vegetation. 
Various Pokemon were about the vicinity, in the sections of the 
garden where there were nothing but open fields. None of these 
Pokémon seemed to be here for any kind of punishment. In fact, all 


of them seemed rather peaceful as they strolled about or collected 
berries from the many trees for harvest. 


"We'll let you come back inside after you stay out here for an hour," 
the Mismagius said. "Until then, feel free to do as you wish. We'll be 
waiting right here." 


The four didn't say anything, choosing instead to go into the garden 
in silence. The sun was already starting to set over the horizon, 
casting its warm colors over the children. Yet, neither of them could 
actually feel the pleasantness of the disappearing light. 


Only a couple of minutes passed before they spotted someone 
familiar lounging by a tree. It was Vantis, surrounded by several 
apple cores. Just like Yimtri, not a single injury was present upon 
him. When he noticed the team's presence, he sat up. 


"Oh, hello there!" Vantis said cheerily. "| was looking for you guys 
back at our room, but you weren't there. So | just stayed here since 
it's a breath of nice air and a good place to relax." 


"You aren't staying in the medical wing?" the Snivy asked as he and 
the others crowded around the Flygon. 


"No, they released me a couple hours ago," Vantis said. "They got 
me healed up pretty quickly, though | had to stay there for a little 
while longer since Yimtri wanted to talk to me." 


"Was it about how he wanted you to keep Erebus a secret?" Terron 
asked bitterly. 


The Flygon frowned uncomfortably. 


"Yeah, that was it," Vantis answered. "And I'm guessing he asked 
you guys too." 


"We shouldn't have to keep this a secret," Terron spat. "The other 
Fellowships deserve to know. They should know that one of their 


divisions are going insane and turning into Plagued Ones." 


"Wh... What?!" Vantis cried, his face losing all color. "What do you 
mean they're turning into Plagued Ones? Where'd you get that 
from?" 


The Cubone and others went on to explain their theory to the Flygon, 
telling him all of their supporting evidence that lead to such an 
insidious theory. By the time they had finished, their leader was not 
well. It looked as though he was on the verge of fainting from the 
sheer horror. 


"Well, that really does point to everyone here being turned into 
Plagued Ones," Vantis cringed. "Did you tell Yimtri this?" 


"Yeah, we told him, alright," Zekra frowned. "He started yelling at us 
and kicked out of his office because of it. And now, he's so hostile 
toward us. | think he just realizes we have a point and just doesn't 
want to admit it." 


"Or maybe he's acting that way so that you don't actually realize 
what's really going through his head," Vantis sighed. 


"What do you mean?" Zekra asked curiously. 


"Well, think about it," Vantis began to explain. "Imagine that you 
found out you're being turned into a bunch of monsters against your 
will. You can't do anything to stop it, and if any outsiders find out, 
they're going to kill you before you become that monster. Every day 
is now filled with worries that you're either going to finish the 
transformation, or someone is going to kill you. Either way, your days 
are ending, and there's nothing you can do about it. How would that 
make you feel?" 


Zekra set her gaze to the grass in front of her paws. 


"Scared," she answered hollowly. 


"Exactly. And, you just can't go showing these feelings to everyone 
around you," Vantis continued. "You're the leader of a powerful 
organization. Everyone looks to you for guidance. If you start 
panicking, so will everyone else. Everyone's going to go crazy and 
your whole organization will fall into chaos. So, you have to put up a 
mask to keep everyone calm. You can't show weakness. Even if you 
have to show a completely different emotion to cover up the one you 
truly feel, it sometimes has to be done. It's part of being a leader. So, 
I'm sure he's just terrified, and is trying his best not to show it. Or 
maybe he's trying so hard to deny it, that another side of him shows 
when you mention it..." 


Vantis glanced off to the side. 


"Still... the more and more we talk about this, the more | begin to 
question whether we should keep Erebus a secret," he added. "I 
know they're doing it because they're scared, but..." 


"Yeah, | don't know what to think either," Terron admitted. "If we don't 
tell the Fellowship, they might turn into Plagued Ones. | don't know 
how long it'll take, but it's going to happen. | mean, Yimtri's pretty 
unstable. He's probably going to become a Plagued Ones ina 
couple of months, or maybe in a few years since he seems to be 
avoiding Erebus Woods. And then we'd also have to hide the fact 
that maybe al/ Mystery Dungeons turn Pokémon into Plagued Ones 
if you get trapped in them long enough. That's something the 
Fellowship should really know. But, if we do tell the Fellowship... 
everyone here is going to try to kill us. They'll figure out a way to 
evade the other Fellowships somehow to get that done. | Know they 
will. | don't want to die just yet. There's still so much | need to figure 
out. So which option do we choose...?" 


Silence wafted through the group. No one had an answer for sucha 
difficult decision. 


"Let's just think about this later," Vantis finally said after a while. 
"We'll sleep on it and discuss it on our way home tomorrow." 


Terron, Syn, and Impetus nodded. 


Zekra, on the other hand, suddenly began to clench her paws 
quietly, tearing out a few blades of grass. 


"Plagued Ones..." Zekra mumbled to herself in both irritation and 
despair. "| don't want to be a Plagued One... is that's what really 
going to happen to me...? | want to kill them... and now I'm 
becoming one..." 


"What are you talking about?" Vantis asked curiously. 
"| don't want to talk about it," Zekra said distastefully. "| don't." 


"Oh... well okay," Vantis said awkwardly. "Well uhhh... how come 
you guys are here anyway? What brings you to the gardens?" 


"Attacking some Weavile here named Drae," Zekra seethed. "I don't 
wanna talk about that either. Impetus, you wanna explain it to him?" 


The Mienfoo nodded before speaking to the Flygon. Syn listened in 
as well, wanting to hear more about the actual incident with the 
Weavile known as Drae. As the three became immersed in the topic, 
Zekra cast her glance at the Cubone. The repulsive stare she once 
held was melting away into a much more melancholy one, taking her 
bitterness with it. 


"Hey ummn,, is it okay if you and | talk in private for a moment?" she 
asked. 


"Yeah, that's fine," Terron said with a nod. "We can go to that tree 
over there." 


Zekra rose to her feet, followed by the Cubone. The two walked a 
little ways before stopping at the tree the Cubone had spoken of. 
They could still see their teammates and Vantis from where they 
were, but could no longer hear them talking out of earshot. 


"So thanks for coming here," Zekra said, bringing her eyes back to 
Terron. "I figured I'd talk to you later, but we could just do it now so | 
can stop thinking about that Plagued One thing..." 


The Zorua's eyes became ablaze with her illusion light at the thought 
of the demons. She seemed ready for a violent slaughter, but 
thankfully for Terron, was quick to regain composure. She let outa 
sigh and shook her head. 


"Ugh, sorry. Getting distracted," Zekra said hastily. 
"It's fine, but what is it that you wanted to talk about?" Terron asked. 


"Well, | wanted to thank you for staying with me," Zekra said as her 
voice became calm once more. "It means a lot, knowing that you're 
still my friend, even after the horrible thing | did to you. And now, 
because of that, | want to start over. | don't want to pretend you're 
Terron anymore. So, | was wondering if | could call you something 
else." 


Terron stared into her eyes. He could see the honesty behind her 
request. 


"You don't have to. | mean, everyone's going to call me Terron from 
now on since that's what we told everyone," Terron stated gently. 
"And, | don't mind taking your friend's name. It can be like I'm 
honoring him or something." 


"Still, as long as I'm calling you 'Terron’, I'm going to start thinking of 
my old Terron,” Zekra replied. "| want to stop doing that. | can't 
pretend you're him anymore. He's gone, and | have to accept that. 
So... | want to call you by a different name, so | can do that. No one 
else has to call you by that name, but I'd like to so | can start being a 
better friend. It can be like a personal thing between us." 


She smiled brightly. 


"Well, like | said, | don't mind being called Terron," the Cubone said 
again. "But, if you really want to, you can call me something else. If it 
makes you happy, | won't mind. What name do you think you'll call 
me?" 


The Zorua started to laugh awkwardly. She rubbed her head with a 
paw. 


"| don't know," Zekra admitted. "| haven't thought of one yet." 


"Well, you should probably get thinking of one then,” Terron 
chuckled. "I can't wait to see what it'll be." 


Nightfall had come upon Dusk Mines. It was now a couple of hours 
past midnight, and everyone was fast asleep. The only ones who 
remained awake were the few nocturnal Pokémon who guarded the 
many tunnels within, or the watchers who stayed outside. Even still, 
their numbers were not many. 


The Shuppet night watchers floated high above the Fellowship's 
entrance, keeping alert with their bright eyes. Their eyes saw 
everything from their positions. No Pokémon were in sight, leaving 
only an empty world to behold. 


Without warning, one of the Shuppet dissipated into the air. 
Understanding what was going on, the remaining Shuppet opened 
its mouth to let out a ghostly shriek. Before it could, however, it 
suddenly felt a horrifying darkness pierce into its transparent body. 
Its body abruptly burst into streams that soon disappeared into the 
wind. Not a single sound had been made. 


The scarf-wearing Weavile hiding near the entrance of Dusk Mines 
cautiously crept out. He glanced up at where the Shuppet had once 
been, checking to make sure they had been obliterated. Not evena 
trace of them was left. Their forms would reappear in time, as he 
didn't kill them, but for now, they had been eliminated from 
existence. He released a relieved sigh before looking back at the 


open world before him. He walked toward it, no longer hiding the 
sounds of his footsteps. There was no longer any need to stay 
concealed. He had escaped Dusk Mines undetected. 


"Going somewhere, Drae’?" 


The Weavile froze in place as a wave of panic overcame him. He 
knew that voice. He had known that voice for so long. 


A light suddenly appeared against the exterior wall of the Fellowship. 
Drae reluctantly twisted his head back to find a Sableye, its eyes 
now alight with an otherworldly brightness. Those eyes were locked 
onto the Weavile. 


"Don't you think it's a bit too late to be strolling about?" Yimtri asked. 
"It's the dead of night... where creatures are lurking in the 
shadows... watching you... waiting to strike..." 


The Weavile said nothing, once again donning a stoic persona. 

"You know... | really didn't want to believe those children," Yimtri 
started to say. "I'd like to think that my members are honest with 
me... just as how | am honest with them." 

The Sableye took a step forward, met by Drae taking a step back. 
"You really did attack those children, didn't you?" Yimtri asked 
powerfully. "That's why you're leaving now, isn't it? So that | won't be 
able to catch you after | find out the truth." 

Even still, Drae said nothing. Yimtri raised a claw high into the air. 


"So you won't talk," the Sableye scowled. "I figured so. Well then... 
I'm afraid that leaves me with only one other option." 


Drae bolted in the opposite direction of the Sableye. He knew he 
could outrun the leader. His speed was unmatched to many. There 
was no need to fight his way out. 


The Weavile only managed to cover a few feet of ground before a 
giant fireball impacted his side. Drae fell to the ground as the fire 
began to consume his arm. He hastily put out the scorching flames 
with his hand and looked around to see what had sent the attack. 


Drae was no longer alone with Yimtri. He was now surrounded by 
about thirty Pokémon, their forms now made visible by the various 
Chandelure and their now-lit lights within the group. All formed a 
distant circle around the Weavile, crouched into hostile positions. 
The ghostly flames from the Chandelure all around them gave an 
eerie glow to their eyes. 


"You really thought I'd come alone?" Yimtri asked incredulously. 
“Thought you could easily escape me? Sorry, but I'm more prepared 
than you might assume | am." 


His raised claw became infused with dark spiritual power. 


"We don't have to resort to this option. You still have time to change 
your mind,” Yimtri offered. "Surrender and answer my questions, and 
all of this can be avoided. It's your choice." 


Drae cast a glare to the Dusk Mines leader. It was filled with such 
malice and trepidation. 


There was a flicker of motion from the Weavile, and before anyone 
understood what was happening, they found him far above their 
heads. 


A powerful storm of ice shards rained down upon the Pokémon, their 
jagged ends glistening. Every Pokémon scattered out of the way, 
managing to mostly avoid the icicles. There were some that had 
been impaled by the shards, but their numbers were few. And even 
so, the attack had not been fatal to anyone. 


Yimtri pointed his claw to the airborne Weavile. 


"For those of you who have flames within your being, aim it at Drae!" 
the Sableye ordered. "We mustn't let him escape!" 


With an affirmative nod, many Pokémon opened their maws and 
released streams of fire at Drae. They meshed together, forming a 
massive pillar of flames. When the Weavile saw this, he put his 
claws close together and sent a vortex of darkness at the oncoming 
attack. The two energies collided, creating a large cloud of black 
smoke. It blinded the vision of the many Pokémon, but none 
panicked. They became quiet and listened for the commands of their 
leader, who could see through the impenetrable shroud. 


The Sableye glanced around for a brief moment, seeing through the 
haze as if it weren't even there. Seconds later, he spotted Drae 
landing behind a Raichu, ready to take off. 


"Behind you, Raut!" Yimtri warned. 


The Raichu's tail quickly became filled with a bright light as he 
smacked it into the Weavile. Yet, before it could make contact, Drae 
leapt out of the way and took off running. The others fired a wide 
range of attacks at him, but he managed to avoid all of them with his 
swift movement. He gave all of them a mocking smile as he headed 
for the nearby fields. He would escape very soon. 


Suddenly, Drae's foot caught over something. Because he had been 
moving so fast, he was unable to keep his balance and proceeded to 
fall over onto his face. As dirt flew into his mouth, something jumped 
onto his back and fired multiple projectiles at the back of his head. 
Drae let out a groan as he swiveled his head around and released a 
breath of sleet at whoever was holding him down. The unknown 
Pokémon quickly jumped off his back, hissing in pain. 


"Now! Pin him down!" 


Just as Drae was to get up, ten Pokémon surrounded him and 
pressed him into the ground with their paws. He blew ice shards at 


all of them, but they refused to release their hold on him. They only 
grit their teeth as they tolerated the pain. 


"All of you may now do as you please. But do not kill him." 


A moment later, the rest of the group appeared, where everywhere 
then proceeded to bombard Drae with a variety of attacks. The 
Weavile let out a scream as just about every element impacted him. 


When the attacks finally stopped, and the dust cleared, Drae looked 
up to find Yimtri standing before him. The leader's eyes flickered. 


"You brought this upon yourself," the Sableye said before turning to a 
Scizor in the group. "Put him out." 


"Yes, my liege." 


Yimtri stepped out of the way as the Scizor took his place. It gazed 
upon the Weavile for a brief moment before raising its metallic claws 
into the air. Drae struggled against the ones pinning him down, but it 
was futile. 


The Scizor sent a mighty blow to Drae's head, instantly rendering 
him unconscious. Still, the ones surrounding him did not let their 
guard down. They turned to their leader, waiting for his commands. 


"Take him to one of the prison cells," Yimtri instructed. "Restrain him 
with any kind of metal binds we may have. That is all. Thank you, all 
of you, for helping me capture him. | could not have done this by 
myself. Each of your efforts made this possible. As a thanks, all of 
you are relieved from your usual duties tomorrow. You will be givena 
free day for your help." 


Everyone around the Sableye thanked him for his generosity with 
cheery smiles. He returned it with a small smile of his own. 


"Now, go take care of Drae and get your rest," Yimtri said. "I'll see all 
of you in the morning." 


The members nodded as one of them carefully picked up the frail 
form of the Weavile. Once he was in tow, all of the members went 
back to the mine. Yimtri watched each of them disappear before 
glancing at a very peculiar sight. He could see that there were two 
blades of grass somehow tied together in a knot. The knot rested 
upon the ground, having been pulled out somehow. He chuckled at 
the sight before bringing his gaze over to the one who had made the 
knot: Chloe. 


She was still with Yimtri, mostly because her front legs were coated 
in ice. Every time she moved even an inch with them, she would 
wince in pain. When the Sableye saw this, he let out a dispirited 
sigh. 


"Do you need assistance?" he asked gently. 


"No, I'm fine," Chloe said quickly. "I just need to wait a few moments, 
and the ice should melt away. All that needs to be done is let time 
pass by." 


"If you insist," the Sableye replied. "But, thank you for using your 
Grass Knot. It greatly helped in Drae's downfall. Without that, I'm not 
sure how much longer we would have had to chase him." 


"It's no problem," the Turtwig smiled. 


The two waited patiently, Keeping each other company until the ice 
had completely melted off of Chloe. Once that had been resolved, 
they then went back to the Fellowship and retired for the night. 


The next morning, the entire team and Vantis were awake and ready 
to go back home. They had quite an eventful time at Dusk Mines, 
and they couldn't wait to return to the peacefulness of Aurora Town 
where there wasn't an Erebus Woods or a frightful atmosphere filling 
the halls. As soon as the children finished their breakfast, they would 
finally depart from the northern Fellowship. Vantis had finished his 
breakfast long before them and told them that he would wait for them 


outside. He had said something about wanting to get some fresh air, 
which Team Vendetta had no problems with. 


As the children ate in a semi-circle without the Flygon, Terron still 
found that he still wasn't sure whether he would keep his oath to 
Yimtri or not. His sleep had offered him no answers, and judging by 
how no one else talked about it, he imagined the others didn't have 
any answers either. 


Perhaps they could discuss it on their flight home, where no one 
would be able to hear their conversation. 


Just then, the door to their guest room opened, and in came Yimtri. 
He no longer seemed unsettling as the children had seen him 
yesterday. Instead, he seemed composed and organized, like a true 
leader. Still, this didn't ease the four Pokémon. They immediately 
stopped eating and grew tense. 


"It seems | came before you left," he spoke as he closed the door 
behind him. "And even better, Vantis isn't here. Perfect." 


"What do you want?" Zekra asked, her bitterness from yesterday still 
as powertul as before. 


"Why, to talk to you children," Yimtri answered. "Why else?" 

Zekra didn't say anything. The four watched as he took a few steps 
forward before stopping in front of the children. The glow in his eyes 
darkened. 


"| want to talk to you, specifically, about Drae," the Sableye then 
said. "I'd like to hear more about that incident you had with him." 


"Why?" Terron asked. "I thought you didn't believe us." 
"No, that was a lie | had to fabricate in order for me to catch Drae off- 


guard when he tried to escape," Yimtri explained. "Besides, why 
would you have any reason to lie about such a matter? Do you really 


believe that I'm so oblivious and closed-minded that | wouldn't even 
consider the possibility that you're telling the truth?" 


"Wait... you captured him?" Terron then asked. 


"Yes, yes | did," the Sableye smiled. "With the help of my fellow 
followers, that is. He's locked up in one of our prison cells right now 
and we plan on interrogating him later." 


The four children were at a loss for words. The Weavile that had 
once tried to attack them was now being held somewhere in Dusk 
Mines, and soon to be questioned. The meaning behind every 
cryptic word he had been speaking was going to be found soon. The 
agitation in their hearts greatly reduced, but still managed to faintly 
linger around. 


"Now, if you do not mind," Yimtri then said, "please, tell me what 
happened when you met him. Describe every little detail you can 
remember. It'll greatly help in trying to gain information out of him." 


For the next few minutes, Zekra, Terron, and Impetus went on to tell 
of their encounter with the Weavile. They told him everything they 
could remember, ranging from the Aggron corpse to the strange 
obsession with his red scarf. Syn remained silent the whole time, 
nodding thoughttully. 


"Hmm, | see," the Sableye finally said after absorbing every bit of the 
story. "Yes, all of that is very interesting. | don't understand what all 
of it means, but when we find out, I'll be sure to let you children 
know. So yes, thank you for telling me this." 


The children nodded, feeling a wave of relief pass through them. 
Their worries of ever encountering Drae again were now eliminated. 
As the Sableye started to leave, Terron suddenly remembered 
something. 


"Oh, wait! There's something | wanted to ask you, Yimtri!" Terron 
called. 


The leader came to a halt. He turned his head to the Cubone, gazing 
at him curiously. 


"What is it?" he asked. 
The Cubone grimaced as an uncomfortable feeling overcame him. 


"| Know you might not agree with our theory on Erebus, but you 
should still move away from Erebus Woods," Terron suggested 
weakly. "I mean, it's driving you guys insane. You can't deny that 
fact. So why don't you just go somewhere else? I'm sure you can just 
take little hikes to still visit Erebus Woods, but at least you won't be 
anywhere near Erebus's influence..." 


The Sableye gave Terron a blank stare. There was simply no 
reaction from him. Terron was starting to feel frightened by his lack of 
emotion, but he wasn't sure if Yimtri intended to evoke that emotion. 


"... we can't leave," Yimtri said after a time, his voice completely 
monotone. "Don't you remember my parable? Once you're in its 
grasp, you can't leave. It will follow you, no matter where you go. 
Every Mystery Dungeon around us suddenly becomes another 
Erebus Woods, and then immediately returns to normal once we 
leave. Even in places where dungeons don't exist, Erebus still 
appears and creates dungeons that disappear the second we leave 
the vicinity. We are forever trapped in its grasp." 


He turned around to look directly at the Cubone. 


" That is why we have never left here. It Serves no purpose other 
than to make it more difficult to collect the evolving stones. You 
cannot help us, though you can certainly make things worse if you 
tell the other Fellowships of Erebus. Remember, you're sworn to 
secrecy." 


Terron's grimace only further deepened. 


"Now, go home, children," Yimtri finally said. "You no longer have a 
reason to be here. You will begin encountering Erebus in other 
Mystery Dungeons because you heard its voice, but all of you are 
untainted by its influence at the moment. You haven't spent enough 
time near it to start becoming like myself and my members. 
Though... you will start becoming just like us should you choose to 
venture into Mystery Dungeons of any sort from now on. All of you 
will. Do remember that." 


The four cringed at the thought, feeling a dreadful chill wash over 
them. Though Yimtri wasn't saying it, they knew that he was implying 
that they were going to slowly become Plagued Ones should they 
explore dungeons anymore. It wasn't just Zekra and Syn who had 
this potential fate anymore. It was everyone on Team Vendetta and 
Vantis. 


Yimtri once again began to walk away, choosing not to give them any 
sort of comfort. 


"| have one last question," Terron said quietly, yet firmly. 


The Sableye didn't give a reply, but he stopped by the doorway and 
seemed to wait for such a question. 


"Why did you keep asking me those weird questions?" Terron asked. 
"Like, why Erebus or Yomi sounded so familiar. Why were you doing 
that?" 


The Dusk Mines leader kept his back to the Cubone. He remained in 
front of the closed door. 


"... That question will remain unanswered until the proper time 
comes." 


Before Terron could say anything, Yimtri stepped into the door and 
went straight through it. He was now gone. 


Half an hour later, Team Vendetta exited the Dusk Mines Fellowship, 
ready to depart. They found Vantis standing near the entrance, 
staring out into the vast field bathed in morning sunlight with a small 
smile. When he saw the children, his smile seemed to grow. 


"Ah, looks like you kids are ready," Vantis noted. "Got the evolution 
stones?" 


"Yep, we sure do," Terron said as he held up the bag around his 
person. "All seven of them." 


"Awesome," Vantis cheered. "Well, shall we get going?" 


"Yeah, time to go home," Zekra said with a bittersweet smile. "Let's 
go." 


Without further ado, the Flygon crouched down and let the four climb 
onto his back. Though Terron felt somewhat nervous about flying so 
high into the air again, that was no longer his main concern right 
now. No, he had more important and dire worries on his mind right 
now. But most prominent of those worries was his choice in whether 
or not he would be keeping Dusk Mines' secret. 


He would need to discuss that with the four as they went home. 


As the group ascended into the sky, Terron saw someone standing 
outside of the Fellowship. He squinted his eyes to get a better look, 
and found that the one he saw was Yimtri. He was staring up at the 
group, specifically, at Terron. There was a strange glimmer of 
wistfulness in his eyes. The Cubone continued to stare at him oddly 
for as long as he could, until finally, the Sableye had become a mere 
dot in the vast landscape of Shiron. 


The group of Aurora Town members disappeared far into the 
horizon, no longer in the sight of the Sableye. He let out a low sigh 
before sitting down, taking in the morning sun. So much had 
happened while those five had visited. It was difficult to believe that 


all the events of yesterday were brought forth by that Cubone. Such 
a tiny Pokemon was the catalyst to all the unexpected trials of the 
day. Yet, Yimtri realized that he was no different. He was only a mere 
Sableye, yet he was the chosen leader of the Dusk Mines Fellowship 
with hundreds of Pokémon to guide. He was the catalyst for all of the 
unfortunate events that had happened to them. 


"You children are truly such bright Pokémon,” he said. "You put the 
pieces of the puzzle together so efficiently..." 


The Sableye frowned unpleasantly as he reflected upon the 
experiences he had with the five Pokemon. 


"Oh, there you are. | was wondering where you were." 


Yimtri turned his head to find Chloe standing near the entrance of 
Dusk Mines. She had her eyes set upon the Sableye and wore a 
faint smile. 


"Hello," Yimtri said simply. "What brings you here?" 

"| wanted to inform you that Drae regained consciousness a few 
moments ago,” she reported. "The metal binds we put on him are 
holding him fast. | just thought I'd let you know that so you can 
interrogate whenever you feel like it." 


"I'll probably get around to that later," Yimtri replied. "Perhaps I'll give 
him more time in the prison before | bother try talking to him." 


"If you insist," Chloe said with a nod. 

She turned and began to head back into the Fellowship. 

"Chloe, do you think | made the right choice?" Yimtri suddenly asked. 
The Turtwig stopped. She glanced over at the Sableye to find that he 
had his gaze to the open fields before the mines. With a sigh, she 


made her way to him before lying beside him. She looked into his 
distant eyes. 


"What choice do you speak of?" she asked. 


"Two choices, now that | think about it," Yimtri answered plainly. "If 
going into Erebus Woods with those five was actually worth my 
intention... and if it was right to give them death threats so they 
would keep our secret safe..." 


Chloe grew a melancholy frown. Still, she kept her gaze on the 
Sableye and prevented her voice from filling with the sadness that 
welled up inside her. 


"| really can't say," she replied. "It's true that | wish you hadn't made 
the choice of going into Erebus Woods, and that part of the situation 
we're in now /s your fault. This whole thing might have been avoided 
had you sent someone else with those five, but that doesn't 
necessarily make it the wrong choice. I'm not really sure if there 
even was a purely ‘right’ or 'wrong' choice. Perhaps both choices 
held unwanted consequences and you simply picked the one with 
the most foreseeable penalties. There could have been much more 
horrendous consequences if you had chosen to stay here, for all we 
know, and we would never be able to see them until it was too late." 


Yimtri let out a short chuckle. 


"And the other choice | made?" he asked. "What do you think of 
that?" 


Chloe thought for a moment. 


"The death threat was inevitable," she said. "We couldn't take any 
chances. | know you gave them a reason to keep the secret safe, but 
| believe that they still needed extra convincing. Sometimes, you 
have to take drastic measures to get something done. Those 
children hold our lives in their hands. We couldn't afford to be 
gentle." 


"| suppose so," the Sableye replied. 


The Turtwig nodded and silence once again resumed. Yet, another 
troubling thought was quick to come to her mind. 


"Those children know we're turning into Plagued Ones," Chloe stated 
grimly, visibly cringing at the thought. 


The Sableye brought his gaze to her. He appeared hollow, lacking 
any kind of reaction. 


"Are you worried that it'll motive them to tell their Fellowship about 
Erebus?" Chloe asked. 


There was a long pause. 


"Yes, | do," Yimtri replied, looking back to the fields. "Though, my 
main concern is not that. No, it's that they've reminded me of our 
inevitable fate. It's strange. None of this is anything new. We've 
known about this for years. Only once over those years, did | ever 
find my thoughts racked with this troubling subject. Yet, now that it's 
been brought up again... the buried dread rekindles. | can't help but 
wonder how much longer we have left, and... how much time it will 
take for Erebus to completely turn us into Plagued Ones from the 
outside of the dungeon now that | have been reminded of this..." 


Chloe glanced at the ground. She had no words for this. Even she 
felt the unease upon being reminded of her potential fate. 


"... did you ever find out what you needed from that child you were 
mentioning?" she asked curiously, deciding to get Yimtri off the 
depressing subject. 


"| found some information, but not as much as | wished to obtain 
from him," the Sableye replied blankly. "The questions | still ask 
myself regarding him are still filled with vague answers. But, | have a 
feeling I'll be seeing him again. So perhaps then, | will finally get a 
true answer. Until then, all that can be done is to wait for that day.” 


"| see. Well then, | hope you find what you're looking for," Chloe 
nodded. "I'll help you if you need some." 


"I'll remember that," Yimtri said. "But until then... we have other 
things that need to be accomplished. | can only hope we can do 
such things before we become Plagued Ones... or before the other 
Fellowships eliminate us." 


The Sableye rested his head against the side of Chloe's shell, 
sighing deeply. Though Chloe felt the dreadful chill from his touch, 
she remained there with him. She wished for him to find comfort, and 
if this was all the comfort that could be offered, then she would 
provide it. 


They rested together in silence, trying to allow their anxious thoughts 
to drift away into the summer breeze. 


Assistance to All 


Chapter 29 


Assistance to All 


Coming back to Aurora Town had not been a challenge for Team 
Vendetta and Vantis, even if it was still a nightmare for Terron to be 
in the air. There had been very little turbulence in the clouds far 
above Shiron. And yet, despite the ease of the flight, no one had 
spoken about Erebus the entire time. No one had gained the 
courage to speak. The only thing that had been discussed on the 
journey home was to warn Vantis about how he would become a 
Plagued One in time, should he continuously explore Mystery 
Dungeons. He had become very alarmed and tense by the 
revelation, but he didn't say anything about it. He had no words for 
the disturbing news, as if he had become completely stunned. 


After the children had told him that, the tense, restrained silence 
resumed for the whole flight. 


By the late afternoon, the five were able to return to their home. 
Seeing their precious Aurora Town again brought a great joy to their 
hearts, temporarily easing their worries. It was such a welcome 
contrast to Dusk Mines and its gloomy atmosphere. And for just a 
moment, it made the five completely forget about Erebus and the 
Plagued Ones. 


After basking in the peace for a few moments, the children and 
Vantis went to Emdox and gave him the evolution stones their 
mission called for. They had told him the mission went well, and did 
all that they could to keep their thoughts free of Erebus in the 
presence of the Xatu. It required intense mental concentration, but 
somehow, everyone managed to find a way. Once that had been 
taken care of and they received their reward, the team and Vantis 


went their separate ways to tend to different tasks of the day. Yet, the 
five agreed to meet up again the next day to discuss a particular 
incident. 


It was now that very day. The children had just finished their day's 
mission, which had been to simply refill the Fellowship's larder with 
fresh meat. For this hunting mission, they had gone to a nearby 
place known as Cedar Forest, where they were quick to find the wild 
Pokémon they sought. The task had not been a difficult one, at least, 
not compared to their last mission. 


Once the children had gathered enough carcasses, they then took 
the meat to the Aurora Town Fellowship and received their promised 
reward: seven hundred Poké. 


Now, with their mission complete, the team found themselves with 
Vantis in a remote section of the city. He too was now finished with 
his tasks of the day, which had involved sorting out the various 
assignments that had been turned in to the Fellowship that day. 


The five sat around each other in a circle, the afternoon sun shining 
upon them. Everyone was thinking over their situation with Dusk 
Mines, mulling over the crucial information in extreme reluctance. 


"Soooo, here we are again," Vantis announced. "Here we are... 
talking about what to do..." 


"Yeah, here we are," Zekra said lowly. 


Terron turned to Zekra to find that she appeared to be both bitter and 
melancholic. The Cubone sighed at seeing her like this. She was no 
doubt still thinking of how Dusk Mines was filled with Plagued Ones, 
her sworn enemy and how she, herself, was becoming one of the 
monsters. Though she had tried her very best to not appear affected 
throughout the entire day, Terron knew she was consumed by the 
horrifying thoughts of such monsters. 


It was in her eyes. Her eyes said everything. She couldn't hide what 
her eyes showed to the world. Even now, there was still a look of 
despair and frustration that was apparent in those windows to her 
soul. 


It was the same expression she wore since she found out the truth 
about the Plagued Ones. It had never gone away. 


"SO, | guess we'll review what we know so that we aren't missing 
anything," Vantis suggested. "That's a good start. Well, let's see. 
Everyone inside Dusk Mines is becoming a Plagued One thanks to 
some being known as Erebus. We don't know how long it's going to 
take, but they're becoming them by staying near Erebus Wood, 
which is home to this Erebus. Right?" 


"Yeah, that's right," Terron said. "But, I've got a quick question now 
that | think about it, Vantis. When you went to Dusk Mines last month 
or whenever it was, didn't you see Erebus Woods? | mean, it was 
right there. You make it sound like you've never heard of the place 
before." 


"That's because | didn't get to see the woods when | went," Vantis 
sighed. "I could feel Erebus's influence in the mines, but | didn't 
actually see the dungeon. | mainly stayed inside." 


"Do the other Fellowships even know about Erebus Woods?" Terron 
then asked. "Because | remember on our mission paper, it said 
nothing about visiting a dungeon. It said to just pick them up. So, is 
Yimtri Keeping the place a secret or something?" 


"No, we know about Erebus Woods," Vantis said with a shake of his 
head. "We're aware that it's the place where Dusk Mines gets their 
evolution stones. We just don't put it on the papers since that 
mission has been around for so long. We figured everybody knew 
about it by now because of that. But yeah, we know Erebus Woods 
exists. We even know that it looks a lot different than other dungeons 
and a lot more dangerous. What we don't know, however, is that you 
can actually die in there. Of course, now we know that you probably 


become a Plagued One when that happens, but still. And we don't 
know about this 'Erebus' either. No one ever said anything about 
some kind of entity living inside the dungeon. We never knew any of 
that." 


"So basically, you guys don't know anything," Terron frowned. "Every 
crucial detail you should know isn't a part of your knowledge." 


Vantis shifted uncomfortably in his spot. 


"Yeah... that's right," the Flygon admitted. "I'm mainly speaking for 
the Aurora Town Fellowship, but | have a feeling the other 
Fellowships don't know either. Otherwise, they probably would have 
told everyone else. All of the Fellowships tend to share their new 
information with the others pretty quickly. | mean, remember when 
you four found out the Plagued Ones could talk? We managed to get 
that information to the others within a few days, and now, basically 
every Fellowship member knows it." 


Terron let out a snort. He stuffed one of his clubs into the ground and 
rested his arms and head upon it. 


"SO," Vantis then said in a lowered tone, "if we choose to open our 
mouths, we can be fairly certain that, well, the whole world is going 
to hear what we say." 


Everyone was quiet for a moment. The reluctance once again took 
hold of each of their hearts. For a moment, Terron thought they 
weren't going to get anywhere. But, thankfully for him, someone 
managed to gain the courage to start talking. 


"If we tell the Fellowships of Erebus and its ties to the Plagued 
Ones," Impetus began, "what will happen? What will you do? What 
will the others do? Exactly what will happen? | wish for all details." 


"Len will probably tell the other Fellowships about the news since it's 
pretty important," Vantis answered frankly. "Except Dusk Mines, of 
course. And then... I'm pretty sure the Pledge Mountain Fellowship 


will tell everyone to start killing everyone who follows Yimtri. And 
then we'll start hunting them down. " 


"And then those of Dusk Mines will hunt us down," Impetus stated 
with grit teeth. "Fellowships will hunt Dusk Mines, and Dusk Mines 
will hunt us. And we will have to run." 


"Well, the Fellowships can try to protect you," Vantis suggested. "I 
bet they'd be willing to help. | mean, you're their members. They 
always do their best to protect their members." 


"| don't believe that," Impetus spat. 


Everyone cast her an odd gaze. Though she still managed to keep a 
calm composure, everyone could see that her eyes held a faint 
bitterness. 


"Why do you say that?" Vantis asked curiously. 


"Because if they truly wanted to protect their members, they wouldn't 
be killing them," Impetus said, her words dripping with cynicism. 
"Protect their members? | think not. They will not care about us. 
They do not care about Yimtri, leader of a Fellowship. The other 
Fellowships want to kill him and his own followers. That is not what | 
call 'protecting'." 


"Well, we can't protect everyone at Dusk Mines if they're turning into 
Plagued Ones," Vantis sighed. "There might not be anything left to 
protect. | think they might have reached the point of no return. | 
mean, | guess we always could ta/k to them and try to get some kind 
of solution where they can help us somehow, but | don't know. From 
what you told me, Yimtri really seems in denial about this whole 
thing. | don't know if we can convince him to help us..." 


"You could still try something," Syn suggested, now inspired to begin 
speaking. "| mean, instead of killing everyone at Dusk Mines, maybe 
you could study them or something. Like, figure out if there's some 
cure that works on them or figure out how we can kill Erebus. You 


could find out so much by doing that. You could stop this whole 
Plagued One thing if you work with them! And, they're not completely 
Plagued Ones yet, so I'm sure they'll let you. At least, if we can 
convince them to. But, I'm sure they'd be okay with that if it means 
that everyone isn't trying to kill them." 


"Hm, | can see how that could work," Vantis said thoughtfully. "That's 
an interesting idea. But, in order to do that, we'd have to tell the 
Pledge Mountain Fellowship that. They're the ones who make the 
big decisions that everyone has to follow. They're sort of like the 
main leaders." 


"Do you think Pledge Mountains would like the idea?" Terron asked. 
"| mean, if we tell them this, and they don't like it, then they're 
probably going to send out the killing order. And then both us and 
everyone in Dusk Mines will have to go on the run." 


Vantis put a claw against the side of his face. He nodded quietly to 
himself. 


"Well, in all the time I've known the leaders of Pledge Mountains, 
they've been pretty reasonable," the Flygon stated. "They're rational 
and usually listen to what you have to say. So if we do give them this 
proposal, | think they'd listen." 


"Alright, then let's try that," Terron proclaimed. "But first, we have to 
convince Yimtri about this. If we talk to the Pledge Mountain leaders 
first, and he doesn't go along with the idea, it's going to get ugly 
really quickly. So, as much as | hate to ask this, do you think you can 
take us to him again? | don't want to go anywhere near Erebus 
Woods again, but we need to talk to Yimtri. We have to talk some 
sense into him and get his support with the whole idea. And then, 
once we do that, we can tell Pledge Mountain about the idea." 


"Sounds like a plan," Vantis said pleasantly before his smile abruptly 
disappeared. "But there's something you need to consider before we 
actually go along with this. You need to think about something before 
you finally decide to take this course of action." 


The Cubone gave Vantis an odd stare. 
"And what would that be?" he asked curiously. 


"What happens if Yimtri disagrees with your idea?" Vantis asked as 
he stared deeply into Terron's puzzled eyes. "What if he doesn't want 
to listen to you? You do know what's going to happen, don't you?" 


Terron grimaced at the thought. Yes, he understood the 
consequence of this choice he was now making. Yet, he did not let 
the fear take him. He had resisted its most powerful form when Yimtri 
was about to kill him, so surely he could do it again. He had reached 
a decision and he couldn't back down. 


"He'll listen," Terron stated firmly. "| Know he's denying it, but | saw 
the look in his eyes when we told him about how they're becoming 
Plagued Ones. He knows it's true; he just doesn't want to admit it. 
But, there's a way we can convince him. There has to be. And if he 
doesn't listen... well, he still can't kill us. We haven't told anyone else 
about the situation except you, and he doesn't know that. So we 
won't die. But, I'm not going to think about that. He'll listen to us. | 
know he will. He's still reasonable even though he's becoming a 
Plagued One. Even as we were traveling through Erebus Woods, 
and Erebus slowly began to corrupt him, he kept his reason for the 
most part. He's still rational." 


The Cubone turned to his teammates. 


"Are you guys with me in this situation?" he asked them. "I want to 
know what you guys think." 


Impetus rose to her feet. 


"| stand for this decision," she spoke in a powerful voice. "It's for the 
good of everyone. It will help everyone. No one will die anda 
conclusion can be found. | do not wish to die and I'm certain the 
Dusk Mines ones wish for life as well. This decision is a step forward 
to the end of Plagued Ones." 


"Yeah, I'm all for this too," Syn chimed in, also deciding to stand up. 
"From what I've been told, you guys have been fighting the Plagued 
Ones for fifty years. You guys haven't really gotten anywhere in 
figuring out what they are, except that they can talk apparently. This 
is a great opportunity to figure out what's happening to those who 
become Plagued Ones since | can assume you guys have never 
really caught a Plagued One before. You can find cures, figure out if 
it's doing something to their bodies, all kinds of stuff! The 
Fellowships are wasting an opportunity if they kill everybody in Dusk 
Mines!" 


Terron looked toward Zekra to see if she was going to say anything. 
Much to his chagrin, she was still lying on the ground, her eyes 
glassy and void. She seemed as though she hadn't been paying 
attention to the entire conversation. In fact, it was only then that 
Terron realized she hadn't said much the whole time. 


"Zekra? What do you think?" he asked, attempting to rouse some 
words out of her. 


The Zorua glanced at the Cubone for a brief moment. A strange 
flicker of tension went through her eyes. 


"Yeah whatever, do whatever you want," she stated blandly. "You're 
our leader. The leader makes the final call. Just continue without me. 
| need to go somewhere. I'll catch up with you guys later." 


She immediately picked herself up off the grass and leapt into the 
air. The illusion and Deception Amulet lights merged as she 
transformed into a Pidove. She cringed as a fraction of her health 
was sapped away, but was quick to get over it as she flew away from 
the group. 


Terron scowled at her attitude, but decided not to go chasing after 
her. He would do that later. Right now, he needed to confirm their 
decision. 


"So it seems we're all in agreement," Terron said to Vantis as he too 
stood up. "My team is willing to go along with this. We know that if 
Yimtri refuses to listen, we'll have to do something else, but that's not 
going to happen. He will listen. I've said it at least five times already, 
but he will. He has to. So Vantis, whenever it's possible, we'd like to 
go back to Dusk Mines. | don't care how we do it, but we need to get 
back there." 


Vantis gave a wry smile to the team. 


"Alright then," the Flygon said. "It's your choice. | won't stop you. I'll 
give you my full support since I'm a part of this too now. Just give me 
some time to figure out how and when | can get you kids to Dusk 
Mines. | have a bit of a busy schedule, and it might take some time." 


"That's fine," Terron replied. "We can wait for a while. We'll just 
continue our Fellowship duties until then. Just don't tell the other 
leaders about all of this, including Len. We have to talk to Yimtri 
first." 


"Yeah, | know," Vantis chuckled. "No need to remind me. | 
understand everything. Get you kids to Yimtri somehow, let you guys 
convince him, then go tell the Pledge Mountains Fellowship of our 
idea. Yeah, it's all good. I've got it." 


"Or you can somehow get Yimtri to come to us," Syn suggested with 
a shrug. "But yeah, you've got it all right." 


"Alrighty then," the Flygon said as he slowly rose into the air. "Looks 
like this meeting is over. I'll see you kids around. Take care of 
yourselves." 


Once he had risen a few feet off the ground, Vantis took off and left 
the children to themselves. All three of them sighed as they sat back 
down. Finally, they had reached a decision. All of the tension that 
had been building in their hearts melted away and filled with calming 
relief. There was still the lingering doubt that insisted Yimtri wouldn't 


listen to their idea, but it was so miniscule and insignificant at the 
moment compared to the resolution they had finally reached. 


Unfortunately for Terron, he soon found that dark feelings were 
creeping into his heart, drowning out the short-lived relief. When he 
glanced at the empty spot in the circle between himself and Impetus, 
he knew why. 


"Hey, | need to go get Zekra," he told his two team members. "Can 
you two just stay here together while | go get her?" 


"Yeah, that's fine," Syn said. "But, how do you know where she is?" 
Terron gave a bitter smile. 


"There are just some things you know when you're with someone for 
a long enough time," he answered. 


Gray Lands 


Zekra sank her teeth deep into the Sentret's lungs, listening to its 
pleading cries. It gazed up into her eyes, begging to be spared of 
death. Unfortunately, Zekra held no mercy in her soul at the moment. 
She was completely consumed by her bloodlust. 


With a carnivorous snarl, she tossed the wild Pokémon into the air 
before shifting into Zev's form. With her sharp claws, she sliced its 
body into two, letting the blood rain down upon her fur. The blood slid 
into her maw, filling her tongue with the wonderful taste of precious 
life. Unfortunately, it wasn't enough to satisfy her. She needed more. 


She needed more to kill. 


Zekra spotted a Hoppip floating around idly in the distance. It was 
strange for it not to be traveling in a pack, but Zekra didn't care. It 
was easy prey. 


She bolted after the Pokémon before leaping into the air and 
Slashing at it. The Hoppip shrieked as it darted out of the way in the 
nick of time. Zekra landed back onto the ground with a fierce snarl, 
cursing herself for missing. As the Hoppip hurried away, she shifted 
into a Swellow and sped after it. With her swift speed, she rammed 
her beak into its body. The attack connected, and blood spilled with 
the fresh wound. The Hoppip let out a cry as it plummeted 
downward, but before it could even touch the ground, Zekra 
swooped in and returned to Zev's form. 


The false Zoroark bit down upon the feeble creature, severing its 
heart in a mere second. Zekra descended upon the ground 
gracefully as she kept the Hoppip in her maw, savoring the blood 
that now trickled down her throat. It was intoxicating to her. It 
numbed any thoughts in her mind. All that existed in her mind now 
were her predatory instincts. 


"Yeah... | thought I'd find you here." 


Zekra quickly swiveled her head to the side to find Terron a few feet 
away. He was standing beside the Sentret corpse with a dull 
expression upon his face. The false Zoroark spat out her Hoppip 
meal before changing back to normal. 


"How did you know | was here?" she asked, her voice relatively 
calm. 


"It was a hunch," Terron said. "And also... because you always go 
hunting to get your mind off something. It's how you cope. You've 
been doing this for as long as | can remember. | figured here of all 
places was where you'd come since it's so close." 


Zekra grimaced, allowing the Cubone to see the crimson that stained 
her fangs. There was hardly any white on her teeth. 


"But, I'm not here to lecture you on that," Terron stated. "I'm not 
going to judge your ways of escapism. | just want to Know exactly 
why you're so bitter. | know it's because of what we found out about 


the Plagued Ones, but exactly what about all of the information is 
bothering you? Because you didn't sound very happy when we were 
talking about solving this little situation with them." 


The Zorua made her way to the Cubone before stopping in front of 
him. Her eyes were faintly flickering with a dark light. 


"I'm not happy with a lot of things," Zekra explained quietly. "I'm not 
happy knowing that a fifth of all the Fellowship members are a bunch 
of walking, soon-to-be Plagued Ones. I'm not happy that if we start 
going into dungeons, we're going to start seeing Erebus again. I'm 
not happy that we have to avoid dungeons for missions that the 
Fellowship wants us to do. I'm not happy that I'm going to slowly 
start turning into a Plagued One if | go inside of any more dungeons. 
But, there's one thing I'm most not happy about." 


"And what would that be?" Terron asked. 
Zekra cast her eyes away from him. 


"That we're not actually going to kill the Plagued Ones,” she said, 
barely above a whisper. 


Terron's eyes became wide at the comment. 
"What did you just say?" he gasped. 


"| don't want to just find a cure for them! | want to get rid of them! | 
want to kill them all!" Zekra answered, snarling fiercely. "They ruined 
my life! They took everybody | knew! | don't want to just turn them 
back into normal Pokémon! | know it's stupid thinking, but | just can't 
stand it! It's like if somebody killed your parents and the police finally 
found the killer after a while. But, instead of bringing that killer to 
justice by killing them, they just throw them in prison for a few years 
and then release them! Nothing gets solved! The one responsible is 
still out there, living and breathing while your parents aren't! It's not 
fair! They deserve the same fate!" 


"But Zekra... it's not the normal Pokémon's fault if they become 
Plagued Ones..." Terron tried to say. "It's not the same as what 
you're saying. | don't think infected ones really want to kill Pokémon, 
but are forced to once they become Plagued Ones. It's not their 
fault... it's Erebus's fault for making them Plagued Ones and making 
them want to kill and turn others into more Plagued Ones..." 


"You don't know that!" Zekra cried. "You said that the Plagued Ones 
can talk! You said you heard them! So tell me, did they sound 
brainwashed to you?! Did they sound like they were forced to be 
doing anything?!" 


"... no, they didn't," he said hesitantly. 


"Exactly! They could be killing everyone on their own free will! 
Erebus might be the reason they become Plagued Ones, but that 
doesn't guarantee it's the reason they want to kill everything! They 
just might be doing that on their own!" 


"Zekra, stop-" 


"And so what happens if we manage to turn the infected back to 
normal?! Is that going to get rid of their bloodlust as well?! Or is that 
something we can't get rid of?! Because if it is, they'll just go around 
killing everybody, even after they go back to normal! That's not 
progress!" 


"Zekra, you really-" 


"If we kill all the Plagued Ones, then we won't have to worry about 
that problem! We can just kill them, kill Erebus, and then it's all over! 
It's the plan we should go with! We don't need to waste time on 
convincing Yimtri! Just kill him! Just get rid of him and everyone else 
at Dusk Mines! Just-" 


There was a blur of movement. 


Zekra suddenly found herself collapsed on her side, her left temple 
throbbing painfully. She found Terron giving her an intense gaze, his 
fist still clenched tight from the punch he had sent to her. One of his 
clubs rested behind him, having been discarded to allow his previous 
action. 


"You know, for someone who hates the Plagued Ones so much," 
Terron seethed, "you sure are acting a lot like one." 


Zekra's eyes became wide. She opened her mouth to give a violent 
retort, but suddenly stopped before any words could come. She was 
acting like the Plagued Ones. She would kill everything in sight 
whenever she felt such wrath come upon her. She would let her 
bloodlust completely consume her so that nothing else mattered. 
That was very much like what those demons did. They slaughtered 
all with no remorse. 


Her ways were uncannily like the Plagued Ones’. She was no 
different than her enemies. 


As this dawned upon the Zorua, she seemed to become completely 
blank. Seeing that he had gotten her attention, Terron started to 
speak once more. 


"Look, | know killing everybody at a Dusk Mines is an option we 
could go for," Terron began, easing his voice. "It's simple and easy. 
But you're forgetting something; we don't know how to kill the one 
who's making them turn into Plagued Ones. We don't know how to 
kill Erebus or how to get to it. And not only that, but there's more 
than one Erebus. They're in every dungeon; they're just weaker than 
the one in Erebus Woods. At least, we can only assume that. There's 
still so much we don't know. There can be only one Erebus for all we 
know that's just following you around after you get marked somehow. 
We don't know. Yimtri might know, but how are we ever going to get 
that knowledge if we kill him?" 


Zekra didn't answer the question. 


"Yeah, we'll never get the knowledge,” Terron answered for her. "So 
rather than kill everybody and throw away this vital information, we 
can convince Dusk Mines to help us and use that knowledge for the 
better. We can figure out how to prevent more Plagued Ones from 
forming. It's like with Combee and Vespiquen. Combee, or workers, 
rely on the Vespiquen to keep them alive and give them orders. Their 
entire existence revolves around the Vespiquen, their queen. Without 
her, the workers will eventually die since they need her to lead them. 
The same thing applies to the Plagued Ones. You can get rid of the 
workers, the Plagued Ones, all you like, but until you get rid of the 
queen... the problem won't go away. The source is still there. The 
queen will just keep making more workers. No progress will be 
made. We have to kill Erebus, the 'queen' of Plagued Ones if we 
want to get any kind of progress done. And in order to do that, we 
have to study the 'workers' of Erebus and figure out information from 
them . Killing everyone in Dusk Mines isn't the way to solve this. | 
know it's hard to prevent your emotions from getting the best of you, 
but you need to do that and look at this logically. This is going to help 
us in the long run. It'll end the Plagued Ones, just not the way you 
want them to. 


"If our plan doesn't work, then we'll go with your idea with killing 
everybody. But until then, just try to cooperate with us. Let's try to 
stop the Plagued Ones in the most rational way possible. Don't be 
like the Plagued Ones you're trying so hard to destroy." 


Terron retrieved the bone he had abandoned. Once he had done so, 
he stared at Zekra in silence, waiting for a reaction. Zekra continued 
to remain quiet as she thought to herself. 


Her blank state slowly disappeared as a more thoughtful, melancholy 
one overcame her. 


"... You're right," she sighed in defeat. "I'm not any better than the 
Plagued Ones if | act this way. | have to be better than them if | want 
to beat them." 


Zekra frowned unpleasantly at such a revelation. 


"I'll listen to you and go along with this plan," Zekra then said. "I'm... 
I'm sorry for acting the way | was." 


Zekra stood up and gave an absent nod. Terron smiled, but it wasn't 
a happy smile. 


"Let's go back to Aurora Town," Terron said quietly. "The others are 
waiting for us." 


After a long walk in mostly silence, the two made it back to Impetus 
and Syn. Just as Terron asked, the two were still in the same place 
where the meeting was held, speaking to one another. 


"Hey, we're back," Terron called, not much energy in his voice. 


The two stopped talking as Terron and Zekra sat down beside their 
members. Zekra still appeared to be somewhat hollow, but was 
attempting to smile again. She looked at the Snivy and Mienfoo. 


"Sorry about earlier," she said. "| just wasn't feeling very good about 
this whole situation. But, I'm better now." 


"What was wrong?" Syn asked curiously. 
Zekra grimaced. She swallowed hard. 


"| wasn't happy with our plan is all," she answered quietly. "I just 
wanted to do something else, but I'm better now. I'm going with the 
plan we discussed." 


"What did you want to do?" Syn continued to ask with honest 
Curiosity. 


"|... I'd rather not talk about it," Zekra said hesitantly. 


Terron let out a sigh. Everyone was still so reserved from each other. 
They still weren't operating like a real team. 


That had to change. 


Terron suddenly remembered how he felt, lost and stranded in 
Erebus Woods, knowing that it was caused by his own inability to 
open up to his teammates. He remembered what disastrous 
consequences that had. Having just barely escaped with his life and 
his teammates, and not without lasting scars, he knew now more 
than ever that he couldn't let something like that happen again. He 
was on a team now. They all were. Keeping secrets was dangerous; 
they needed to learn to act as one. They needed to be one . 


And now was the perfect time to create such unity by getting 
everyone to Start talking. 


"Zekra, just tell them why," Terron stated. 
The Zorua looked at the Cubone in bewilderment. 
"Wh-What?!" she cried. 


"Tell them what you told me," Terron said again. "We need to start 
talking to each other. We can't hide our problems anymore. We're a 
team. Teams work together, and in order to do that, we need to start 
understanding each other. We can help each other if we know what's 
going on in each other's heads. Starting now, we're going to do that. 
We're going to talk about our current problems so that we can learn 
how to talk about our problems without hesitation. So Zekra, tell 
them why you didn't want to go with our plan. Please. | know it hurts, 
but just talk about it. It'll help you." 


Zekra continued to stare at Terron in disbelief. Syn gave the Cubone 
the same expression while Impetus simply waited for someone to 
talk. No one was saying anything. 


"Fine, I'll go first," Terron said, mustering every bit of courage he 
could. "I'm the leader, so | suppose | should have gone first anyway 
to set the example." 


The Cubone took in a deep breath as the eyes of all his companions 
continued to watch him carefully. He looked directly at the youngest 
member of their team. 


"Syn... you're the only member of the team who doesn't know 
something about me," he started to say. "I'm... I'm not really... I'm... 
yeah..." 


Terron put his hands underneath his skull to clutch his scalp in 
frustration. 


Why can't | talk?! Why won't the words come out?! | have to say 
something! | have to tell everyone what's going through my head so 
they can do it too! | can't keep hiding secrets! | have to talk! 


Terron's helmet accidentally came tumbling off his head and rolled 
onto his lap. Yet, Terron made no effort to put it back on. He was far 
too infuriated with his inability to talk to even care about the helmet. 


"Talk, Terron," Impetus said powerfully. "Do not hold back. Get rid of 
the pain." 


The Cubone let out a few raspy breaths as he tried again. 


"Syn... I'm... I'm not really a Cubone," he managed to say, actually 
getting the words he wanted out of his mind. "| wasn't born... or 
hatched as one. You might have heard me talking about it with 
Zekra... but I'm not a Cubone. I'm... a human. | just woke up in this 
body, not being able to remember anything about myself. Not my 
name... not my family... not even who | was... | don't Know anything. 
The only reason why I'm here now with you guys... is because Zekra 
found me in the Gray Lands, unconscious, in this body, and with this 
amnesia. I've gotten a little better, but | still don't Know anything 
important, like why I'm a Cubone now." 


The Snivy's eyes slowly started to grow. His gaze became blank as 
the information processed in his mind. 


"You're human..." Syn managed to say. "Your kind aren't Supposed 
to exist... everyone thinks humans are extinct or live in some 
faraway region no one's ever heard of..." 


"| do live in a faraway region," Terron said quietly. "It's called Kuron. 
It's a planet. I'm from another world. That's why Pokémon can't find 
humans. I'm... I'm not sure where it is, though. | just Know that's 
where I'm from..." 


Syn continued to stare at Terron with such an unreadable 
expression. The Cubone felt such uncomfortable tension well up 
inside him from the silence. 


"You don't believe me, do you?" Terron asked weakly. 


The Snivy remained quiet as he seemed to consider the question 
carefully. 


"| just don't Know what to think," Syn replied wearily, grimacing 
uneasily. "I just never thought humans were still around. | mean, no 
one believes you exist, and there's really no way to tell if you're really 
human. It's just... So much to take in." 


Terron let out a depressed sigh. He shouldn't have set his 
expectations too high. Not everyone could believe he was once 
human. It was such a bizarre truth that not all could grasp. 


"But... you're my friend, and | don't see why you'd lie to me," Syn 
then said, catching Terron by surprise. "So... even though | still feel 
unsure about this... I'll believe you. | can accept that you used to be 
human. And, | promise not to tell anyone else." 


Terron smiled warmly. Knowing that brought such warmth to his 
heart. Syn believed him. Despite dropping this secret on him so 
suddenly, the Snivy had chosen to believe Terron. 


Silence once again resumed as the others processed the information 
Terron gave them and figuring out who would speak next. Several 


minutes passed. 
"Alright, I'll talk," Zekra said with a pained groan. 


She grimaced as a wave of unpleasant memories swept through her 
thoughts. 


"Everyone, " she began. "I'll explain everything... from the very 
beginning. Please... don't judge me. | know it'll look bad... but just 
don't hate me for what | have to say... that's all | ask..." 


"No one's going to hate you," Terron said gently. "We all have our 
problems. Just let it out. It'll be okay." 


He put a paw on her head and stroked her fur gently. Zekra gave a 
small smile to him for a brief moment before looking back at the 
other two members of the team. 


Then, Zekra closed her eyes, gave a long and deep sigh, and began 
to speak. 


She told them everything. 


She told them of her former life. Her friends. Her family. Her brother 
Zev and all the gifts he had given her. Her desire to travel the world 
with him. 


She told them how they had all been lost on one fateful day, the day 
she had first met the Plagued Ones. 


She told them how she had narrowly escaped with her life. She told 
them how a tiny part of her had always wished that she hadn't. 


Then she told them about how she found the Cubone with no 
helmet, and no memories. The Cubone who wasn't really a Cubone. 
She told them why she had given the Cubone his name. She told 
them about joining the Fellowship and learning to run missions with 
her new partner. 


And she told them about the vendetta. The force which moved her, 
becoming the reason she rose from bed each day. The reason she 
breathed. This immense hatred, this scathing, endless desire to 
make the Plagued Ones pay for what they had done. This desire to 
make them suffer. To make them bleed. To make them die, not 
caring that they might have already been dead. To never stop until 
she had finally eliminated them all. 


And, with heavy breaths, she explained why she didn't like the idea 
of curing them. Why it merely wouldn't satisfy her. Why she needed 
to see them die. 


And, at last, when she had reached the present, she stopped. 


It felt as though an hour had passed. By the time Zekra had finished, 
her eyes were red and tears were coursing down her face. Terron 
continued to caress her head as she tried to recompose herself. 
Everyone stared at her in silence, their eyes reflecting the 
melancholy they all felt. 


"Well done," Terron said gently to his partner, smiling softly. "Feel 
any better?" 


"Yeah..." she sobbed, still trying to restrain her tears. "Yeah... | do." 


Zekra wiped her eyes with a paw as the last of her tears fell onto her 
matted muzzle. Terron Knew she would be getting better. He knew 
she could feel all of the weight, all of that constrained darkness, 
being lifted from her heart. She was finally letting herself free. 


"Wow," Syn simply said, blank-faced, as he thought about Zekra's 
story. "I get it now. | get you guys now. It makes more sense. | never 
would have known you guys had been through so much. | mean, for 
the longest time, | thought this was just our job. | thought we were all 
just... well... just a boring old Fellowship team." 


Terron couldn't restrain an awkward chuckle. 


"Yeah... it's been anything but boring, Syn," he said. "See... this is 
exactly what | mean. We really need to do more talking." 


"What was it you said?" Impetus spoke unexpectedly, looking at 
Terron. "On the mountain, you intended to kill me for my bones. You 
never told me this. So the existence of Drae and my decision to fight 
him is the reason | am still alive." 


"Well, when you put it that way, yeah," Zekra said, chuckling. "Yeah, | 
guess it is." 


Terron blinked. He couldn't believe it; Zekra was laughing. It was 
such a strange sound for him to hear, something he hadn't heard for 
many weeks. But it sent a pleasant shiver down his spine knowing 
that Zekra was feeling better, that opening up to her friends was 
exactly what she needed. 


They spoke for a little while longer about Zekra's story, laughing 
about the odd things that had happened, and solemnly discussing 
the darker issues, until Zekra's friends ran out of things to say and 
an awkward silence once more fell over the group. 


Syn sighed and bowed his head. He knew he would be the one to 
break the silence this time. He told himself that if Zekra could be so 
open and honest, that he could as well, but it still wasn't easy. 
Eventually, he stood up and gave it a try. 


"Well... | guess it's my turn," Syn started to say. "I... | guess I'm 
really not the only one who's in a lot of pain and has issues after all. 
That kinda makes this easier." 


The Snivy nervously glanced at the ground and began to toy with his 
hands. 


"You guys know most of my story already," he said. "I'm adopted, 
and | was abandoned shortly after | met you guys. | really don't know 
how | feel about that, though. Sometimes, | feel really sad that my 
parents don't want me anymore. Other times, | just feel really mad at 


my parents for doing that. | can't decide how | feel. But, there's one 
thing that's always been clear to me; it's that I'm starting to think I'm 
the reason they left me. | think there was something | did that they 
just couldn't stand... so they left because they didn't want to put up 
with that... " 


The Snivy squeezed his eyes shut. 


"And sometimes, | feel that you guys don't want me either. But, | 
suppose that's my own fault for forcing myself onto this team." 


"Syn, | already told you that we don't want to get rid of you,” Terron 
stated. "You don't need to worry about that anymore." 


"| know... | Know," Syn said weakly. "But, | just need to get that out of 
my head. | mean, | still feel it's true at times even though | know you 
guys care about me, but that's not your fault. That's my own guilty 
complex's fault, or whatever you call it. It's not going to go away fora 
long time. Probably... not until | find my parents or get over what 
they've done." 


"Well, we'll help you with that," Zekra spoke up, her voice no longer 
as teary as before. "When this is all over, we'll help you find them. 
But until then, just know that we're your new family. You're not alone. 
You have us now, Synergy. Don't forget that." 


"You guys don't mind being my replacement parents?" he asked. 

"| think family is a better word, but yeah, we don't mind," Zekra 
replied. "We're all family here. | mean... none of us really have 
families with us anymore... so this team is like our new family. We all 


support and love each other. And, when you think of it like that, we're 
really not all that different from real families." 


Syn smiled warmly as few tears streamed down his face. 


"Thank... thank you," he whispered. "| feel a lot better now..." 


Terron smiled at seeing all of his team members opening up. The 
pain everyone held was slowly numbing. He knew that the hurt 
would never go away completely, but at least now, it didn't need to 
be hidden. The heartaches didn't feel nearly as painful now that 
everyone had support. 


The Cubone looked upon the last member of his team: the only one 
who hadn't yet shared any secrets. 


"| know you always talk about what's on your mind, Impetus," Terron 
began. "But, is there anything you want to say anyway? Something 
that's been bugging you, maybe?" 


"| do not have anything that pains me," she said, answering without 
hesitation. "| have a single question that bothers me, but it brings no 
pain." 


"What's the question?" Terron asked. "We might be able to answer it 
if you tell us what's on your mind." 


"| already asked you the question, but now | have better understood 
the question | was asking," Impetus answered. "And that question is 
why civil Pokémon work together despite such strange clashes." 


"What do you mean?" Zekra then asked. 


"In my old world, Pokémon of the same species work together,” 
Impetus explained plainly. "The Pidgey fly in the sky together. The 
Durant form a colony under the ground. Pokémon care for their 
mates and their young. But in civilization, it's different. Pokemon of 
all types work together. They ignore species and types and form 
alliances despite them. The predator is allied with the prey. The 
Staraptor speaks on equal terms with the Rattata. The fire Pokemon 
accepts friendship with the water Pokémon. This is what | do not 
understand. How can the civilized Pokémon defy their natures? Why 
do civil Pokémon form friendships with those that their instincts 
demand they hate? Even though | can feel it happening to me as 
well, | do not understand why. This is my question." 


"Oh, | see," Zekra said, somewhat unsure of how to react. 


"That is why | stayed with you and Terron after you brought me to the 
civil world," Impetus went on. "| stayed here to find the answer. It's 
why | also followed you while you were at my home. You two are 
different species, yet you work together so well. It's something | don't 
see in my world. | wanted to understand it." 


Zekra nodded thoughtfully as a glum frown etched its way onto her 
face. 


"So, what are you going to do when you get your answer then?" 
Zekra asked as her voice lowered. "Are you going to leave us and go 
back?" 


"| haven't decided," Impetus said nonchalantly. "This world has many 
interesting things... but | miss my old world at times. But, | cannot 
stay in both. | must pick one world to stay in, or I'll remain trapped in 
between them. But, | will not decide until | get my answer to my 
question. That answer will help me figure out what to do. It'll tell me 
to stay here... or to go home where I'm supposed to be." 


Zekra let out a melancholy sigh. 


"Don't talk like that..." Syn said quietly. "You're making it sound like 
you really are going to leave us..." 


"| only wanted to let you know how | feel," Impetus clarified. "I still 
don't know what I'll do. | probably won't know for a while longer." 


"If you say so..." Syn said, still saddened by the news. "Just let us 
know what you decide when the time comes..." 


Impetus smiled softly as she reached over to the Snivy. In an 
unexpected gesture, she pat the child's head with a paw. It was the 
first time she willingly showed any kind of physical affection and 
seemed to understand its implication. 


"| will," she promised. "I will." 


And so, with everybody having spoken their minds about everything, 
they all released a collected sigh. The four members of Team 
Vendetta sat together in peaceful silence, letting their weary hearts 
rest. 


After everyone had spent enough time relaxing, the team decided to 
continue about their day as they normally did. They were going to 
visit the gym as usual, but first, there was something else they 
needed to take care of. It was something specifically meant for 
Zekra. 


It was learning Dark Pulse from King. 


The team had finally completed a "B" level mission after so long, 
which was to collect the evolution stones. The mission had been 
much more difficult and eventful than the children expected, but 
nonetheless, they had completed it with flying colors. Now, Zekra 
could learn the power she had so eagerly wanted when she saw it so 
long ago. 


When the four arrived at the Fellowship base to search for the 
Bisharp, they were surprised to find that he was outside for some 
reason. As the group came forward, wondering why he was standing 
out there, they were able to see that he was actually up to something 
else. He was currently having a duel with another one of the 
Fellowship leaders: Jade. The two sped at each other with blades of 
different affinities, each trying to out-best the other. Their blades 
clashed ceaselessly, never losing their sharp edge despite the many 
strikes. 


"Your precision has greatly improved since last time we fought," King 
stated matter-of-factly as he blocked an oncoming Leaf Blade with a 
blade of his own. "It's becoming increasingly difficult for me to stop 
your attacks." 


"Or maybe you're just getting slower with age," Jade teased. 


The Grovyle pushed back the Bisharp, creating more space between 
the two of them. She then sent a flurry of projectiles out of her mouth 
and toward the Bisharp. Unfortunately for her, the Bisharp was quick 
to encase himself in a green barrier of energy. The projectiles 
bounced harmlessly off the shield before disappearing completely. 


"Tch, | hate that tactic of yours," Jade cursed. "But at least you can't 
use it twice in a row..." 


A second after she had said this, the barrier dissipated, leaving King 
exposed to any attacks. She took this opportunity to rush forward, 
holding her arms in scissor formation. 


Just as she was to close in on King, the Bisharp suddenly darted to 
the side and out of harm's way. Before she could stop her 
momentum, King slammed the blunt end of his blade into the back of 
her head. Jade immediately fell to the ground, groaning painfully 
from the impact. King was about to send another attack, but was 
quick to notice the children coming his way. He withdrew his steel 
razors back inside his arms. 


"Well, if it isn't you children," he said. "It seems you've gained more 
members last | Saw you." 


Jade quickly got back to her feet, rubbing her scalp with a grimace. 
When she realized who King was talking to, she gave the team a 
warm smile as the light filling her own blades disappeared. 


"Hello," she said pleasantly, no longer bothered by the pain. "How 
are you four doing?" 


"Good good," Zekra said. "Got our mission done today. What are you 
two doing out here, though?" 


"Training," Jade answered carelessly. "King and | use similar battle 
styles, So we sometimes fight each other to improve our skills. It's 


really helpful." 
"Ah, okay then," Zekra said with a thoughtful nod. 


The Bisharp glanced down at the two members of Team Vendetta. 
He stared at them with his impenetrable gaze. 


"So, you two are now members. Who are you?" King asked. "! 
haven't been keeping progress with Team Vendetta's team growth." 


"Well, I'm Syn," the Snivy answered before gesturing to the Mienfoo. 
"And this is Impetus. We've been here for about three weeks. We 
joined around the same time." 


King brought his intense gaze to the Mienfoo. Impetus returned the 
same stare, not becoming unnerved by his cold demeanor. 


"So King, you said you'd teach me Dark Pulse if we completed a 'B' 
level mission," Zekra started to say. "Well, we did. We did the Dusk 
Mines mission you guys posted. So, can you teach me the move 
now that I've proved myself?" 


The Bisharp removed his gaze from the Impetus and brought it over 
to the Zorua. 


"| would normally ask for proof that you've done this, but | can see 
that you're speaking the truth," King stated. "Fine then. You've met 
my expectations. I'll teach you this power." 


Zekra giddily hurried over to the Bisharp and awaited his 
instructions. As King started to explain the details of the power, the 
rest of Team Vendetta simply watched in silence. That is, until Jade 
came to the children and stopped before them. 


"Hey, remember how you guys said you wanted me to talk to 
Impetus?" she began. "Well, | can talk to her now if you want. I'm not 
really doing anything right now." 


"Yeah, that'd be great," Terron said with a smile. "| almost forgot 
about that. Sure, go ahead." 


Impetus turned her head to the Cubone. 
"Why do you want me to talk to her?" the Mienfoo asked. 


"Well, to help you," Terron explained. "I realize that you're still a little 
confused about things in the civil world, so | thought maybe Jade can 
help you with that since she was also a feral at some point. Like... 
maybe she can answer that question you keep wondering about. It's 
just to help clear things up a little for you." 


Impetus was quiet for a moment. 


"| suppose | shall try this," she said, somewhat reluctant. "I! would like 
answers." 


"Yeah, Syn and | will stay right here while we watch Zekra in case 
you need us,” Terron assured. "We won't go anywhere." 


"Alright then," Impetus said with a nod before looking at Jade. 
"Whenever you want to talk to me, I'm ready." 


"Well, let's go over there first so we can hear each other more 
clearly," Jade suggested. "Then we'll talk." 


The two left behind the team as they made their way over to one of 
the giant trees that made up the Aurora Town Fellowship's base. 
Once they were there, they found an empty spot next to one of the 
giant roots. Jade hopped onto the root and sat down upon it while 
Impetus remained standing on the ground. 


"Sooo, let's just try to get to Know each other first," Jade suggested 
uneasily, not sure how to initiate the conversation. "That might help 
break the ice." 


"You don't talk like a former feral," Impetus suddenly stated. 


Jade scratched her head awkwardly. 
"What do you mean?" she asked. 


"You sound like a civil," Impetus clarified. "| Know that you're a feral, 
though. You fight like one and you have the eyes of one. The same 
is for King. | can tell both of you were ferals, but neither of you sound 
like them. | just noticed that. I'm wondering if | will start talking like 
that." 


"Yeah, you will," Jade said. "It just takes time. Probably in another 
couple of weeks. Do you not want to sound like a civil?" 


"| don't mind what | sound like," Impetus answered. "It's just 
something I've noticed and | wondered if | would be like that. But no, 
| don't mind what | sound like. | already sound half civil right now. | 
don't mind sounding full civil. It lets me express my thoughts more 
easily." 


Jade didn't know what to say. She half-wished King was here to talk 
to Impetus instead. After all, he had been the one to help Jade when 
she was becoming sentient. He was far more of an expert at this 
kind of thing, even if his ways had been more brutal and involved 
less talking. 


"Why are you here in the civil world?" Impetus then asked. "Why did 
you leave our old world behind for this one?" 


"Well, that was so long ago, that it's getting harder to remember 
nowadays," Jade said slowly. "But, | think | came here because | 
wanted to understand something. It was something about how... oh, 
| remember now! Yeah, that was it. Yeah, it was to know why they 
saved me..." 


"What are you talking about?" Impetus asked. 


Jade smiled wistfully as she glanced up at the sun. 


"A long time ago, a little less than two decades, Emdox, King, and 
Vantis had to go visit the Nestati City Fellowship for whatever 
reason," she started to say as the memories came back to her. 
"They were going through this jungle that | happened to live in. And, 
as they were resting, | tried to steal their bag since | was so hungry 
and they had so much food in it. Well, they weren't exactly happy 
with that and chased after me, trying to kill me to get their stuff back. 
But, before they could catch up to me, this Seviper came out of 
nowhere and tried to eat me. 


"| thought | was going to have to fight that Seviper, but then 
suddenly, Emdox came in and took care of it for me. | remember that 
was so shocked to see that. | mean... these Pokémon | had never 
met were helping me. | know now that they didn't really intend to 
save me and just wanted their stuff back, but | still couldn't believe 
what | had just seen. It was something | had never seen before as a 
feral. So, instead of running off again, | started following them 
around so | could figure out why they had saved me. And, | guess | 
followed them out of the jungle and they just took me with them. And 
then | eventually became civil like you see me now." 


"So that was your reason for coming to this world," Impetus said, 
more so to herself than Jade. "It was still out of curiosity, but not my 
same kind... but why did you stay? After you found your answer, why 
didn't you leave? You know your answer now." 


The Grovyle thought for a moment. 


"|... | really don't know why | didn't go back to the wild," Jade 
admitted. "Once | came to the civil world, | didn't really think about 
going back. Something about this world seemed better than the feral 
world. It might have been because I'm not always in danger in this 
world, or that | always have help now, but | really can't say. The 
thought of going back never came to me. It's very strange." 


"| see," Impetus said blankly. 


There was a moment of awkward silence. 


"How come you came here?" Jade then asked, trying to get Impetus 
talking again. 


"| want to know why Pokemon of clashing natures work together," 
Impetus answered simply. "That's all | want to know. Once | find that 
answer, I'll decide whether | stay here or not. This world is nice, but | 
do wish for my old world as well.” 


"So, you're here for a philosophical question," Jade confirmed to 
herself. "Interesting. What do you mean by ‘clashing natures’, 
though?" 


"Why the Cubone doesn't fear the Dewott in the civil world," Impetus 
clarified. "The Dewott is a water Pokémon. The Cubone is a ground 
Pokémon. Ground Pokémon fear water Pokemon in the feral world 
and stay away from them, but not in the civil world. Here, the 
Cubone will speak with the Dewott with no fear. They talk as if they 
are friends. As if their instincts do not exist." 


"Oh, | understand now," Jade nodded. "You mean why such different 
Pokémon can get along when they should be fighting against them. | 
see. Huh, that really is an interesting question. | kinda wondered that 
myself when | first came here." 


Impetus said nothing as Jade started to mull over the question. 
After a few moments passed, the Grovyle let out a sigh. 


"| wish | could answer that question for you," Jade started to say 
uncomfortably, “but in truth, | don't Know the answer either. | never 
really thought about it. | just accepted it without questioning it after 
staying here for a while. I'm afraid you're just going to need to find 
out on your own." 


Impetus nodded silently. It seemed that this conversation had been 
for naught. Nothing had been explained. It had been a waste of time. 
With this realized, the Mienfoo began making her way back to her 
team. From how things seemed, Zekra had just learned the power 


she was attempting to wield. She could use it efficiently now, and 
seemed very excited to do such. Terron and Syn were congratulating 
her for gaining her newfound power while King seemed as stoic as 
ever. 


"I'm sorry | couldn't help you," Jade said quietly, causing Impetus to 
stop and listen. "I'm not very good with this kind of stuff. But, | can 
give you a reason for why you might want to consider staying here 
after you get your answer." 


The Grovyle looked straight into the Mienfoo's eyes. 


"You have friends in this world, and they bring a kind of joy you can't 
get anywhere else," Jade said seriously. "| know you've felt it. Every 
feral feels it after staying in the civil world for a while. You can't find 
that in the wild. In the wild, there's no happiness. There are only 
instincts that crave for you to live and for others to die. You've come 
so far here, that you now crave this happiness as much as you crave 
food and water. If you go back to the feral world, then it's going to be 
a painful process turning back into a feral. You'll be like King... 
where you're alone for years... with no one there to love and support 
you until you finally get reduced back into a feral. But, until you revert 
back into a feral, you're going to be very miserable and lonely. 
Whenever you look into King's eyes, you can see what those years 
of suffering did to him. He doesn't talk about it, but he used to be civil 
and then became feral before finally becoming civil again. He's 
different than us, but he was where we were at one point in time. 
He's made the choice you might make when your answer comes. 


"It's your choice for what you do after you find your answer, but | 
want you to remember that, Impetus. | want you to know what will 
happen to you if you go back so that you can avoid it if you don't 
wish for those consequences." 


The Mienfoo stared at Jade for a long time in silence. She could see 
the boldness and truth behind those words. It was not something that 
could happen; it was something that would happen if she went back 
to the feral world. She'd have to suffer for so long before she could 


be reduced back into nothing but living instincts. It was the cost of 
living in this civil world and allowing its ways to take hold of her. 


Yet, Impetus wasn't frightened. Whenever the answer she sought 
came, she would use that to decide where she'd go. Even if she 
would be in torment should she go back home, she'd do it if her 
answer pointed her back to the feral world. 


"I'll remember," Impetus stated as she turned back to her team with a 
bitter smile. "When the time comes, | will remember." 


Special thanks to ScytheRider for helping with this chapter. 


Forged by the Flames 


Chapter 30 


Forged by the Flames 


After having learned Dark Pulse from King, Zekra and the rest of 
Team Vendetta set out to the gym to take care of their training for the 
day. Though the four had a confidence boost in their abilities thanks 
to their Erebus Woods mission, they knew that they still had to keep 
improving their skills. There were always tougher enemies to fight 
and more skills to be learned. Never would there be a point in time 
where one should stop progressing, and the four knew this very well. 


At the moment, the four were once again split up to visit their 
separate mentors and learn from them. That is, except Impetus. She 
was with Novus at the moment, as she always had been, for the 
fighting-type master of this gym refused to teach her. Yet, Impetus 
didn't mind too much. She felt she learned many things from Novus, 
even if these things had nothing to do with battles. 


Impetus and Novus sat together in front of the large Reshiram statue 
now, something the two usually did whenever they talked. The 
Mienfoo never understood why this spot before the great dragon 
seemed to be Novus's favorite spot, but she never bothered to ask. 
She considered that now would be a good time to ask. 


"Why do we sit here whenever we talk?" Impetus asked. "I wish to 
know." 


"The answer to that question is simple," Novus stated. "It's because | 
feel at peace whenever I'm in the presence of Reshiram. Though this 
is nothing but a mere statue of him, | feel he is protecting me. 
Whenever it's possible, | always like to be here, even when none are 
with me." 


"Why would do you need to feel at peace?" Impetus then asked. "Do 
you feel threatened?" 


"No, | don't feel threatened,” Novus laughed. "| never feel such. | 
mean to say that it brings me comfort to be before the statue. It 
brings a very similar feeling to being at my home after so long. You 
understand that, don't you?" 


"Yes, | understand now," Impetus nodded. "Thank you. Perhaps one 
day you will meet Reshiram and you can talk to him. You seem to 
like him very much. I'm sure he would like you too, should you be 
able to meet him." 


"I'm sure he would welcome my insignificant, mortal presence for still 
believing in him after no one else does," Novus said quietly. 
"Perhaps that one day will come. | await that day." 


Silence once again resumed as Novus seemed to ponder in 
something. Impetus glanced up at the pearly, majestic statue and 
gazed deeply into its blue eyes. It returned such stare, as if it were 
the actual living legendary rather than a lifeless, stone replica of 
such. 


Just then, Impetus heard someone entering the room. She turned to 
find a Charizard standing by the entrance. Though Impetus had 
never seen this Pokémon before, she had a vague idea of who it 
was. She gently prodded the Quilava with her paw, trying to get his 
attention. 


Novus came out of his strange musing a moment later and was 
quick to see the Charizard as well. His eyes seemed to dull. 


"Hello, Blaize," Novus said simply. "I believe | know why you're here, 
but do confirm my suspicions." 


"Well, | just came to say that the ones in charge of your gym made 
their decision," the one named Blaize said. "They've confirmed that 
I'm taking your place. You'll be leaving here soon." 


The Quilava blinked. He seemed to think of something to say, but 
nothing came. Yet, he didn't appear bitter by the information. He 
seemed rather thoughtful, for some reason. 


"When do you think you'll be replacing me?" Novus then asked. 
"Probably tomorrow," Blaize frowned. 


Novus stared at the Charizard wordlessly. And yet, his eyes reflected 
no ill will. He didn't seem to be filled with such disdain at the thought 
of being removed from the gym he worked in. It was a very strange 
sight to Impetus. She started to wonder where Novus would go if he 
was taken away from here. Then, she started to wonder what would 
happen to her. Would she be accompanying one of her companions 
while they trained? Or would she simply need to wait outside for 
them until they finished their training? 


She continued to ponder these things as the Charizard and Quilava 
continued speaking. She paid no attention to their words. She 
understood all that she needed to know from the beginning of the 
conversation. Perhaps when Blaize left, she would ask Novus where 
he would go now that he was forced to leave the gym. 


But then, her thoughts were disrupted when she noticed another 
Pokémon entering Novus's chamber. This Pokémon, unlike Blaize, 
was someone Impetus knew very well. She resisted the urge to let 
out a hiss as she watched a certain Lucario enter the room. 


Though Impetus could see Rey, she knew that he couldn't see her as 
easily. Blaize's bulk was partially obscuring her from view. She didn't 
know how long she would remain hidden, but Impetus chose to 
remain quiet until her presence was known. She had several violent 
thoughts running through her mind, and she didn't want a reason to 
listen to them. 


In the Lucario's paws was what appeared to be a small, marble 
statue. However, due to its small size, it was hard to tell exactly what 


the statue was supposed to be. But, as he drew closer, it became 
obvious as to what the statue was: a miniature Reshiram. 


Rey came up to the Quilava and set the figure in front of him. 


"The others heard you were leaving soon," Rey started to explain. 
"They knew that you can't take your prized Reshiram with you, and 
though they don't know exactly why you continue to believe in him, 
they knew you would miss the statue. So, they all chipped in and had 
this smaller one crafted for you. They wanted me to give you this 
since the others had errands or students to take care of." 


Novus looked upon the statue. It was only a few inches tall and held 
as much detail as the original statue despite being on a smaller 
scale, serving as a near-exact replica. He smiled faintly at seeing it. 


“Thank you for the gift," he said. "I'm afraid it will be the only thing | 
can bring with me after | leave here. | must discard the portraits 
since carrying all of them serves me no purpose." 


The Lucario nodded and turned to leave. Yet, he only took a few 
steps forward when he finally noticed another aura presence in the 
room that belonged to neither Novus nor Blaize. He looked over the 
Charizard to see whose aura he was sensing, allowing him to find a 
Mienfoo staring back at him with an icy gaze. 


Rey scowled at the sight of seeing the feral. 
"So... it's you," Rey seethed bitterly. " You're here..." 


Impetus wished to say something, but was interrupted by the 
Charizard before any words could come. 


"You know her?" Blaize asked the Lucario. 
"Yes, | Know this thing," Rey answered. "She's a wild. You can tell 


because of the claws. Civil Mienfoo do not keep their claws. She 
does." 


The Charizard's eyes wandered to the Mienfoo's paws, where he 
saw such claws Rey spoke of. A very disgusted look suddenly 
overcame the once friendly Charizard. 


Impetus grimaced upon seeing this. She knew what was going on. 
Despite not being told that feral Pokémon were looked down upon, 
she knew of such truth. She had understood what Rey said to Terron 
the first time she and the Cubone met Rey. Even in her disoriented 
state, thanks to the Dark Pulse Rey had used on her at that time, 
she had understood it well enough. 


Novus suddenly stepped in front of Impetus, streams of fire escaping 
his nostrils. 


"| ask that you two leave now," he warned, resisting a snarl. 


"Why do you have that wild with you, Novus?" Rey asked witha 
scoff. "You know that they're unintelligent creatures. They're 
meaningless. All they're good for are their meat for when you're 
hungry. Otherwise, they have no other purpose." 


"Leave, now," Novus said once more, this time with more force 
behind his voice. "| seek to prove you wrong, but that has failed in 
my past attempts with others. | will no longer try to reason with those 
who hold no room in their hearts to accept the truth. Get out. Do not 
bother Impetus." 


"There is no ‘truth’ you're talking about in regards to wilds. That 
Mienfoo is just a filthy-" 


Without warning, the Lucario suddenly felt a paw press into his face. 
Energy erupted from behind the paw a second later, sending Rey 
tumbling to the ground. Impetus rushed in to deliver a kick, but was 
unable to connect the attack due to Rey performing an elaborate 
backwards roll in the nick of time. He quickly rose to his feet and 
gathered the aura energy between his paws. 


Impetus clenched her teeth tight as her eyes became ablaze with 
ferocity. 


"Attacking me again, are you?" the Lucario asked with a bitter, 
knowing laugh. "You really haven't changed." 


He proceeded to throw the sphere of energy at the Mienfoo. Impetus 
quickly bounded out of the way, though she didn't retaliate. Instead, 
she continued to give the Lucario such a dark glare as her paws 
seemed to twitch. Novus immediately proceeded to stand in between 
the two dueling Pokémon, not caring about his well-being. Blaize 
remained where he stood, choosing simply to watch what was going 
on. 


"Both of you, cease this at once!" Novus demanded. "I refuse to-" 
"It is you who hasn't changed." 


Novus abruptly stopped talking while Rey and Blaize seemingly 
became frozen in place. They slowly cast their eyes to the source of 
the voice: Impetus. 


"You, who refuse to consider the fact that we ferals may actually be 
intelligent given time," Impetus said boldly. "You, who believe that we 
cannot grow. You are the one who is not intelligent. You haven't 
changed.” 


Impetus put her paws close together in a very similar manner as Rey 
did when using a particular attack. 


"You are the same as when | first saw you. Nothing's changed," 
Impetus went on. "| am changed. | can speak and show you my 
thoughts. That is change. That is progress." 


A red energy slowly began to form in the space between her paws. It 
flickered slightly, but managed to remain stable. Everyone's eyes 
grew at the sight. 


"lam not an unintelligent feral. You know nothing." 


The power pulsed, drastically amplifying in size before shooting out 
of her paws a second later. 


It sailed toward the Lucario, glowing with the brightness of her aura. 
Yet, just as it was going to close in on Rey, the sphere promptly burst 
with a blinding flash. 


Everyone shut their eyes as the uncontrolled energy flew all around 
them, creating a small gale in the room. 


When the energy had died down and the light faded, everyone found 
that no one was harmed. Not even the objects in the room had been 
damaged. 


The three adults looked toward the one who had attempted to create 
the Aura Sphere. 


Impetus was scowling in disgust as she looked upon the Lucario and 
Charizard. Her paws steamed of crimson aura. 


"You're... you're not supposed to..." Blaize tried to say. 


"Not supposed to use this power? Not supposed to talk? | can do 
both," Impetus spat. "| am a feral, and | can do more than you ever 
thought possible. Remember that next time you see one of my kind." 


With a snort, the Mienfoo began to walk toward the exit of the 
chamber. Rey and Blaize could only stare at Impetus, completely 
speechless from the spectacle. 


"Impetus, where are you going?" Novus called. 


"Leaving," she said curtly. "| have made my point to those two civils. | 
no longer have a reason to stay here." 


Novus said more, but Impetus didn't listen to what had to be said. 
She didn't want to tolerate Rey and Blaize's presence for much 


longer. 


Without another word, she left the chamber, not looking back at 
those she left behind. 


An hour later, Terron came walking out of the ground-type chamber, 
finished with the day's session. He still hadn't learned much in 
regards to using the power known as Earth Power, but he felt he was 
making some progress. Perhaps tomorrow or the next day he would 
finally be able to use the technique. 


As the Cubone thought this over, he went into the fire-type chamber 
to get Impetus. Yet, the moment he walked inside, he found that she 
wasn't inside. In fact, no one was inside the room. Novus nor 
Impetus were nowhere to be found. All that seemed to accompany 
Terron was the magnificent Reshiram statue. 


Terron rubbed his skull awkwardly before turning back around to 
leave the room. Perhaps his friends knew why Impetus and Novus 
were gone. He wasn't sure why they'd know, but he supposed that 
asking his friends was better than panicking. 


Just as the Cubone came into the main part of the gym, he found 
that Zekra and Syn had already finished their training and were 
about to wander toward Tunra's chamber. But, as soon as they saw 
Terron emerge from Novus's chamber, they quickly came over to him 
with pleasant smiles. 


"Oh hey, we were just about to get you," Zekra said before she 
realized something wasn't right. "Wait, where's Impetus? You just 
came out of Novus's room, didn't you?" 


"Yeah, she's not there for some reason. And neither is Novus," 
Terron answered. "| was just about to ask you guys if you knew 
where they went." 


"No, | haven't seen any of them," Zekra said. "I've been with 
Arcanum this whole time." 


"Me neither," Syn added as a depressing frown overcame him. "Do 
you think Impetus might have left to go back to the wild? | mean, she 
was saying she might do that earlier today..." 


A nervous chill went down Terron's spine. Yes, Impetus had said 
such thing. There was a good chance she actually left the team to go 
back to her home. Terron's mind became frantic at the thought of her 
leaving so unexpectedly, but his brain was quick to remind him of 
one extra, important detail: that Impetus had said she would tell the 
others if she would leave the team. She had never said anything 
about leaving for certain at all. 


Still, despite knowing this, it didn't change the fact that Impetus had 
mysteriously disappeared. There was still reason to worry over the 
Mienfoo's wellbeing. Perhaps it was tied into why Novus was missing 
as well. 


"Impetus wouldn't leave for the wild without telling us," Terron stated, 
trying to remain calm as a true leader would in these situations. 
"Let's just look around. Everyone, check all of the rooms. When 
you're done, let's meet back here." 


With a nod, the three split up and checked every chamber that they 
hadn't visited already. A couple of minutes later, the three came 
rushing back to the meeting spot Terron had assigned. No one had 
Impetus with them. 


"Did you guys find anything out?" Terron asked. 


"No, no one's seen her," Syn reported glumly. "In fact, no one really 
knows who she is. | had to describe her and everything." 


"Yeah, same here," Zekra said. "No one's seen a Mienfoo. And, they 
don't know about Novus either." 


Terron started to feel very uneasy. It was becoming hard to focus 
now that the panic was settling deep into his heart, but he refused to 
let that show. Impetus had to be around somewhere. He needed to 
stay collected. Distress wasn't going to help in this situation. 


"Let's start looking around town," Terron suggested. "She might be 
back at the Fellowship for whatever reason, or maybe at one of the 
shops. Just look wherever we usually go every day." 


The children proceeded to leave the gym, thinking over every 
location they visited daily. There was the Drifblim Transportation they 
went to every morning. There was the market place to get their 
supplies for their never-ending missions. The bank to deposit all of 
the funds they made that day. The storage center to keep their 
excess supplies in a safe and organized place. The Fellowship base 
that they called home. 


There were so many places to visit that were a part of their daily 
lives. 


Not to mention, there was the possibility that Impetus went to visit a 
place in town they didn't always visit. If that was the case, they would 
have to check every single corner of Aurora Town. But, they'd do it to 
find Impetus. They wouldn't give up on finding her. 


Once the three came to the outside of the gym, they prepared to split 
up once more. But, just as they were about to, they saw a bright 
flash go off nearby. Thankfully, it didn't blind the children due to how 
distant the flash was. The children brought their attention toward the 
light, only to find exactly what they had been searching for. 


It was Impetus standing near a tree with Novus sitting in the grass 
nearby her. 


The three quickly ran toward the Mienfoo, relief drowning out their 
anxiety as happy smiles grew on their faces. When they were 
reunited with Impetus, all of them quickly tackled her with a hug. 
Thankfully, Impetus was able to resist their momentum and wasn't 


knocked down. She managed to remain standing as the three 
Pokémon embraced her, Zekra included by wrapping all of her limbs 
around Impetus. 


Impetus gazed upon them curiously as they clung to her tightly. 
"Why are you so happy to see me?" the Mienfoo asked. 


"Because we couldn't find you and we thought you might have left 
us!" Syn cried. "We were worried about you!" 


"Worried about me..." Impetus repeated in melancholy. "I didn't 
realize | was worrying you. | just wanted to leave and come here. 
Novus also came to keep me company." 


The three nodded in understanding as they slowly released their 
hold on Impetus, still relishing the relief they all felt. Zekra brought 
her gaze over to Novus. 


"You came out here with Impetus to give her company?" Zekra 
asked, wanting verification. 


"| felt she could use someone's presence," Novus shrugged. "I'm 
also assisting her with the training she's doing out here, even if I'm 
only giving simple tips rather than actually mentoring." 


"Training?" Zekra asked curiously. 


Impetus nodded as she cupped her hands close together. A small, 
flickering orb of light manifested itself between her paws. Her paws 
flexed as she attempted to keep the energy contained. 


"| saw this power again today," Impetus stated. "| wanted to use it to 
prove something. It proved its point, even if this power isn't 
complete. But | need to make it better. It cannot stay in the outside 
world long." 


"Rey saw you, didn't he?" Terron asked tensely, realizing that was 
what Impetus was vaguely referring to. "Tch, | swear, when we see 


him again..." 


"Don't worry about him," Impetus said calmly, catching Terron off- 

guard. "| have shown him the truth. Whether he and the Charizard 
accept it is their choice. But | have made my point. | am satisfied. 

You do not need to bother them. All that's left to do is improve this 
power. | have awakened it, and wish to make it stronger." 


Terron didn't know what to say. He had no idea what Impetus did, but 
he knew she was speaking the truth. He could see Novus in the 
distance, giving an affirmative nod to confirm Impetus's words. The 
Mienfoo had shown Rey and this Charizard how she was an 
intelligent Pokémon. Terron felt such speechlessness at knowing 
this. 


"But how did you learn to use Aura Sphere so quickly?" Zekra then 
asked. " No one learns that quickly." 


"Everyone around me uses power so much like this," Impetus 
answered as she gazed down at the manifested aura. "The pulse of 
dark feelings. The ball that comes from a ghost spirit. The seeds that 
are plant energy given physical form. They are all the same. | have 
seen it so much. | have watched it and seen how they are all brought 
from the inner world to the outside world. They are all the same with 
different energies. | have watched it and now try to copy that with the 
energy all radiate. I've succeeded for the most part." 


Impetus turned back to the tree and threw the sphere at its trunk. 
The energy only managed to remain stable for a few seconds before 
exploding with the flash seen from earlier. Everyone blinked away 
the fuzzy lights that they were now seeing. 


"Yes, still needs work," Impetus noted. 
"Well, I'm glad that you're learning a new move," Zekra smiled. "But, 


I'm mostly glad that nothing happened to you. We really thought you 
left us for a moment." 


Impetus gave a soft smile, but otherwise, said nothing. As the three 
children continued to look up at their feral friend, Novus got up from 
his spot and started to leave. 


"| believe my presence is no longer necessary,” he told them. "Take 
care, children. | will not be here tomorrow at this gym, but | can 
assure you that I'll see you four again." 


Everyone abruptly brought their eyes to the Quilava. He stopped and 
turned to them, waiting for their words to come so he could address 
them. 


"Wait, you're leaving?" Zekra asked in disbelief. "What do you 
mean?" 


"That's right; | didn't tell you or Syn," Novus chuckled to himself. 
"Yes, this organization has replaced me with a Charizard named 
Blaize. | am to leave tomorrow. | won't be staying here anymore." 


"But... you were such a nice friend..." Zekra tried to say. "You were 
the reason Ter- | mean, our leader and | found out about this place. 
It's thanks to you that we're stronger than we were when we first met 
you! Who are we going to talk to whenever we visit the gym, now 
that you're leaving?" 


"Do not feel so melancholy," Novus smiled. "I assure you: we will 
meet again. Do not take this as a parting. Take this as a temporary 
goodbye." 


Zekra and the others slowly nodded, feeling the sadness well up 
inside of them as they watched the Quilava wander back to the gym 
to gather his small amount of belongings. They would miss him. 
Though they weren't incredibly close to him, the team had still 
formed a tight bond with him. They visited him almost every day, 
whether it was to give a simple hello or to have a short conversation. 
Having him out of their lives would create a small but noticeable hole 
in their hearts. 


But despite this, everyone on Team Vendetta gave Novus one last 
smile before he finally disappeared from their view. 


The very next day, Team Vendetta's typical routine resumed. They 
woke up at dawn, ate their breakfast as they talked about whatever 
came to mind, and then used the Drifblim Transportation to go on the 
day's mission. Their mission of the day had involved gathering some 
honey from a Combee hive for a particular bakery in a distant city. 
The team had been provided the location of the hive, which was 
conveniently close to the town the bakery resided in. 


Though there had been some complications, such as the bees 
swarming the children and trying to drive them out of the colony, the 
four had managed to get a decent amount of honey out of the 
various honeycombs. Once they had gathered the resource, they 
brought it back to the bakery and were given their reward. But, after 
the Fellowship had taken their sum of the money, the children were 
only left with six hundred Poké. Still, they didn't mind. It was still a 
sufficient amount of money for the job. 


Now, Terron was sitting outside the gym with Impetus, resting from 
the day's excitement. Zekra and Syn were training inside the building 
as usual. Terron normally would have been inside with them, training 
alongside Tunra, but he felt he needed a break from that today. He 
felt it was okay to take these "vacation" days once in a while. 


As he relaxed, Terron watched Impetus practice her Aura Sphere 
again. She seemed to be doing better with keeping the energy stable 
for a longer time, but it still didn't last as long as she wished. Yet, 
despite the many failures and blurred visions received from such, 
she continued to practice. Her dedication ceased to waver. 


The Cubone smiled at the sight. 


"At the rate you're going, you'll probably have that mastered by 
tomorrow," Terron chuckled. 


"Perhaps," Impetus said distractedly as she once again created the 
energy in her paws. "I'm in no rush to master it. It can be tomorrow 
or a month. | don't care which." 


"Well, you've got patience and dedication, so that'll help you,” Terron 
said. 


Impetus nodded as she tried to make the sphere amplify in size. 
Once it had reached the size of a baseball, she then reduced it back 
into the size of a marble before enlarging it once more. She 
continued to do this, keeping a close eye on the fluctuating aura 
energy. 


"Hey, Impetus," Terron suddenly said. 
"Yes?" she asked, not looking at the Cubone. 
"Thank you." 


The Mienfoo abruptly stopped focusing on her task. The power faded 
away from her paws, not exploding into a brilliant light this time. She 

brought her gaze over to the Cubone to find that he was smiling with 

bright happiness. 


"Thank you for encouraging me to open up to everyone,” Terron said 
warmly. "It's because of you that everyone's much happier now. All of 
the pain we had doesn't feel so bad anymore." 


She watched him get to his feet and stand before her. He looked up 
at her with such gratitude shining in the eyes behind his mask. 


"If you hadn't told me to open up, I'm not sure what would have 
happened,” Terron went on. "We might have escaped Erebus 
Woods... but | might have not learned my lesson about keeping 
secrets if it weren't for you. It was only because you constantly told 
me to talk to the others, that | was able to realize what kind of 
damage | was causing to our friends. So, thank you, Impetus. Thank 
you." 


The Cubone wrapped his arms around the Mienfoo, resting his head 
against her leg. Finding that the skull felt uncomfortable when 
pressing against her body, Impetus gently lifted the mask off the 
Cubone and set it beside them. Once she had done that, she 
reached down and picked up the small Cubone. She held him to her 
chest, returning the hug as she felt Terron's warmth spread through 
her. 


After a happy minute passed, the two separated and Terron put his 
mask back on. The two sat down in the grass that filled the area, 
their backs pressing together, before starting a casual conversation 
about what they thought of their current world. They spoke of the 
things they both grew to cherish in the civil world of Pokémon, such 
as the wonderful Pokémon they had met along their journey and the 
fascinating things that could be found in neither of their worlds. 
When they had finished that topic, they went on to another, and 
another, caring not how much time had passed. 


They had become so absorbed in their conversations, in fact, that 
they failed to realize a certain Flygon approaching them from the 
distance until he landed right in front of them. 


"Ah ha! | Knew I'd find you here!" Vantis exclaimed triumphantly. "I 
just thought you were in the Fellowship and spent so long looking in 
there. But, | kinda figured you'd be here. This is a good place for 
training." 

The Flygon looked around for a moment. 

"Where's Zekra and Syn?" he asked obliviously. 


"Oh, they're still inside, training," Terron answered. "We can go get 
them if you want." 


"Nah, it's fine," Vantis said carelessly. "I'll just tell you two what's 
going on, and then you can pass along the message. Sound good?" 


"Yeah, sounds good," Terron nodded. "So Vantis, what do you want 
to tell us?" 


"Well, | checked my schedule and saw that | can take you kids to 
Dusk Mines the day after tomorrow," Vantis explained. "So, | can 
take you four to Yimtri on that day. And, | made it so that you can go 
on that day too. | talked to Len and said that you needed to go there 
since you forgot something important there and wanted to look for it." 


"He didn't suggest that the Dusk Mines members just look for the lost 
thing for us and send it back here?" Terron asked oddly. 


"Nah, he didn't ask," Vantis assured. "He said it was okay if you guys 
go with me. So yeah, we can go in two days!" 


"Great!" Terron cried as an eager grin came over him. "I can't wait to 
tell Zekra and Syn about that! Finally!" 


"The end of the Plagued Ones is soon, once we convince Yimtri," 
Impetus added with a smaller, more tranquil smile. 


"Yeah!" Vantis said just as enthusiastically. "We'll meet at dawn in 
front of the Fellowship two days from today. That sound good to 
you?" 


"Alright, we can do that," Terron nodded. "That sounds fine. Thanks, 
Vantis. You're a big help." 


The Flygon smiled widely. His wings buzzed, as if to compliment his 
cheeriness. 


"You're welcome," Vantis replied. "And, | came here for another 
reason too. It's about you, Terron.” 


Terron's happy expression slowly changed into that of a more 
confused one. 


"What do you mean?" he asked curiously. 


"Well, | saw how you were having a hard time during that fight with 
Yimtri," Vantis began. "You didn't really seem to know any kind of 
attacks other than how to use your bones. Is that true?" 


"| Know how to make earthquakes, but otherwise, yeah," Terron said 
with a shamed sigh. "I'm trying to learn other techniques, but it's 
going kind of slowly since I'm a Cubone and Cubone don't exactly do 
much other than attack with their bone weapons. | mean, | have a lot 
of different bone weapons that can do all sorts of things, but | never 
got to bring them with me when we went to Dusk Mines since | 
wasn't expecting to go dungeon crawling. But yeah, | don't know 
much other than that." 


"Ah, | see," Vantis said solemnly. "Well, that's the other reason why | 
came here. | wanted to help you with that so you can be better 
prepared in case something like that happens again. | wanted to 
teach you more abilities." 


Terron's eyes widened at the offer. 


"But I've got Master Tunra teaching me already,” the Cubone started 
to say. "He's working on this one power with me at the moment. 
Even if that's not going too well right now..." 


"Haha, well let me try anyway," Vantis laughed playfully. "| have a 
feeling | can get you to learn that power much more quickly than you 
can with Tunra. What's this power you're trying to learn?" 


"Earth Power," Terron said meekly. 


"Ha, yes! | know | can teach you that!" Vantis cried. "I haven't used 
that power in a while, but it's still fresh in my head! I've known that 
since | was a little Trapinch!" 


"Why do you think you can teach me that ability better than Tunra?" 
Terron asked, trying not to make the question sound like an insult. 


Thankfully for Terron, the Flygon wasn't offended by his words. 
Vantis looked upon the Cubone with a confident smile. 


"Being part dragon has made me learn what it feels like to not be like 
other ground-types," Vantis explained. "| get how you feel. You 
Cubone don't use the ground to your advantage most of the time, 
unlike most of the other ground-types. Your kind just decided to use 
bones even though you can still use ground abilities, and thus, now 
that's basically all you Cubone and Marowak do now unless you try 
other stuff. When | became a Vibrava, a similar thing happened to 
me. Even though | hated flying and remained on the ground, | found | 
couldn't use my ground powers as much thanks to my new form. | 
couldn't control it as much as | could as a Trapinch. Something about 
being able to fly changed all of that. And for the longest time, | had to 
relearn how to use ground abilities in the new form. So yeah, | know 
how it feels. I've been there. And that's why | think | can help youa 
little more efficiently than Tunra. I'll show you that by teaching you 
Earth Power right now. You'll be able to use in a matter of minutes." 


Terron continued to stare at the Flygon with an odd gaze, but 
decided he'd give Vantis a chance. He seemed to know what he was 
talking about. Plus, there was nothing to be wasted by doing this. 


"Alright, I'll give this a try," Terron said. 


"| will practice my power as you practice yours," Impetus stated, 
catching both of the ground-types' attention. "I will give you room to 
work." 


Terron gave her a nod as Impetus went around the gym to finda 
more remote place to work. The Cubone brought his attention back 
to Vantis once Impetus had found a spot and began to work on her 
own abilities. Vantis took a few steps back from Terron. 


"First, a demonstration," Vantis said. "| Know you've probably seen 
this before, but I'm going to show you it anyway." 


The Flygon immediately proceeded to slam his claws into the 
ground. The ground trembled as a fissure tore through the grass, 
widening rapidly as it made its way forward. Terron watched the 
crack creep past him, seeing nothing but darkness deep within the 
crevice. Yet, a second later, that suddenly changed. A golden light 
immediately proceeded to shoot out of the very end of the fissure like 
a powerful geyser. The energy continuously sprayed into the air for a 
few more seconds before finally dying down and disappearing back 
inside the fissure. The crack in the ground then narrowed, stitching 
itself back together just Vantis removed his claws from the soil. 


"And there you have it," Vantis said proudly. "Now, it's time to teach 
you Earth Power. Get in a stance where you won't easily fall over." 


Terron nodded as he set his feet apart and mimicked the stance he 
held whenever creating quakes. 


"Alright, that's a good stance. Good," Vantis beamed. "Now... | want 
you to reach down and feel the dirt under you. | want you to soak it 
all up. Not literally of course, but you know, take in the feeling.” 


"SO... you want me to become one with the dirt, basically," Terron 
deadpanned. 


"Don't say it like that! It sounds so cheesy that way!" Vantis cried. 
"Just do it!" 


Terron shook his head in annoyance, but didn't complain. He shoved 
his hands into the ground beneath him and waited. He felt rather 
ridiculous for doing this, but he continued to follow Vantis's 
instruction anyway and let his thoughts focus on how comfortable the 
soil made him feel. 


"Now, | want you to think about Groudon," Vantis said. "Think of the 
legendary who created the land we live on. Put him in your mind and 
imagine him creating the very land you're feeling. When you're using 
Earth Power, you are basically copying what Groudon did in the 
ancient past. After he created a giant mass of land, he then split it 


with giant fissures to make the different lands. These fissures you 
make are the same kind, only on a smaller scale. The energy you 
release from these fissures is Groudon's essence living inside you. 
His spirit lives in every ground-type, and this is how it is manifested. 
You are using your Groudon's power. You basically are Groudon 
when you use Earth Power." 


"I'm using Groudon's power..." Terron repeated thoughtfully. 


"Yes. Now, search inside yourself and find Groudon's spirit," Vantis 
instructed. "He's with you; you just have to find him. Every ground- 
type has him inside them, no matter who they are." 


The Cubone closed his eyes as he imagined the behemoth, ancient 
being from long ago. He could see the great being so clearly in his 
mind, standing in a large pool of lava as it remained unharmed from 
the intense heat. Yes, he could see the being so clearly. He had 
found Groudon's spirit within him. 


Terron opened his eyes... 


... only to find that he was no longer with Vantis in Aurora Town. He 
was now with Groudon in the world of molten rock, the only piece of 
land being the one he stood upon. Its golden eyes were staring at 
the Cubone with its impenetrable gaze. 


The Cubone's eyes widened in horror when he realized what was 
happening. 


No... | can't be here again... Terron thought in disbelief. / haven't 
seen here in so long... why am | here now? | don't remember 
passing out... 


" You have returned once more," the Groudon spoke. "! thought 
you wouldn't return after you had managed to do so after so 
long. But now you are here." 


Terron's heart stopped. The Groudon had the exact same voice as 
the voice he had heard several times within his mind. 


The one who had been speaking to him this whole time was 
Groudon. And yet... this fact brought no answers to Terron's mind. It 
only brought forth a hundred more questions from his mind that 
nearly nulled his ability to soeak. Yet, Terron refused to let the shock 
overwhelm him. He had been meaning to come to visit the voice that 
was inside his head. And now that he was here, he needed to get his 
answers. He couldn't let this opportunity go. 


"Yes, I'm here," Terron said. "I'm here... wherever here is. And | have 
questions. Questions that you need to answer." 


" You do not belong here," the Groudon said. "You will surely 
perish should you stay much longer. Why do you refuse to heed 
my warnings?" 


"Because you never give me a straight answer whenever | ask you 
questions!" Terron yelled irritably. "So give me my answers and | 
promise | won't come back here again! Tell me how you're me when 
you're Groudon! Am | supposed to be you reincarnated or 
something?! Because | know that's not possible when I'm a human! 
And what do you even mean when you say you're me?! It doesn't 
make any sense!" 


The Groudon lowered its head to gaze straight into the little 
Cubone's eyes. Terron could feel the intense heat radiating off the 
being's body as its large eyes penetrated deep into the Cubone's 
soul. 


"1am you, and you are me," the behemoth said. "Such a fact Is 
truth. |!am Groudon because you chose for me to be this way. 
You have made me appear as this creature. | had no form 
before, but | do now because | am growing stronger. | am 
growing stronger because you keep returning here." 


"|... | made you appear this way?" Terron asked unsurely. "You're 
growing stronger... what do you mean by that?" 


The Groudon opened its mouth to speak, but it abruptly stopped. It 
glanced around for a brief moment, not moving its head as its eyes 
darted around in every direction. 


"Your time here has ended. Someone from the outside world is 
summoning you away from here," it said in what appeared to be a 
relieved sigh. "Leave, Terron. Do not come back. For the next 
time you come back... you will not be able to leave here." 


Terron cried out in alarm, but no words escaped his mouth. Instead, 
the world around him suddenly faded away as his sight and hearing 
dulled. Everything slowly disappeared into nothingness... 


The Cubone's eyes immediately snapped open. As to be expected, 
he found himself lying on the ground, Vantis shaking him awake as 
Impetus stood beside him. The Flygon's eyes were wide with worry 
and his breath was rather short. He wasn't even bothering to mask 
his panic, unlike the other times he was in a crisis. Impetus, on the 
other hand, managed to remain collected despite the obvious 
unease in her eyes. She let out a relieved sigh at seeing him 
conscious again. 


"Terron, you're awake!" Vantis cried. "You just passed out for no 
reason! You okay?" 


The Cubone rubbed his skull as he slowly got to his feet. He felt an 
intense amount of fatigue coursing through him, but after a few 
seconds, it managed to fade away. His body felt energized once 
more. 


"I'm fine," Terron stated. "Sorry about that. I'm not sure what 
happened to me." 


"Are you sure?" Vantis asked. "| mean, we can get you the doctor if 
you want. Fainting for no reason really isn't something that's good for 
you..." 


"I'm fine, really," Terron said again, this time more firmly. "Let just get 
back to training. I'll see if | can use Earth Power now." 


Though the Flygon still appeared concerned, he nodded in 
understanding. He and Impetus gave Terron his space as they 
waited for the Cubone to try out the power. Terron took in a deep 
breath as he tried to clear his thoughts of the incident that had 
happened moments ago. He could focus on those later. He could 
even talk to the others about it if he wanted to. After all, he still 
needed to explain this last secret to them. He had completely 
forgotten about it yesterday, and they deserved to know about the 
strange being in his mind after everything they went through. But for 
now, he made the choice to push the thought out of his mind. 


The Cubone curled one of his hands into a fist as he focused on the 
thought of Groudon's power being a part of him. It was bringing forth 
other unwanted thoughts, but Terron made sure that he didn't ponder 
in such thoughts for long. He felt a strange, foreign energy course 
through him as he thought of the behemoth, but he didn't become 
alarmed. This was no doubt the power Vantis was speaking of. He 
had finally tapped into it. 


Terron smacked his fist into the ground below and watched as a 
large crevice formed in front of him. It slowly crept toward the Flygon, 
but no energy began to form from deep within the fissure. 


He was about to grimace in frustration, but suddenly, a dim light filled 
the newly-formed crevice. Vantis smiled eagerly at the sight. 


"That's right! Now, gather all the energy you feel into one place!" the 
Flygon said. "And then, release it all at once!" 


Terron nodded as he put all of his concentration on the power. He felt 
every bit of the power flow through his veins as it gathered to his free 


paw. His hand twitched from having such a massive concentration of 
energy in one place, but he didn't release his hold on it. He kept it in 
his hand until every last bit of the energy managed to gather in the 
one place. When all of the power was in paw, Terron immediately 
made a fist and slammed the paw into the ground. 


The power abruptly left his hand and flooded into the ground all at 
once. The light within the fissure suddenly intensified before a bright 
ray of raw power shot out the end of the crack. Vantis, who was 
dangerously close to the fissure, immediately leapt out of the way as 
the energy exploded into the air. Terron laughed victoriously as he 
watched the power continue to burst out of the ground for a few 
more seconds until he removed both of his hands from the ground. 
The golden energy faded away as the fissure slowly closed up. 


Terron panted as his own strength seemed to waver for just a 
moment. He let himself fall into a sitting position as he took in a few 
deep breaths. Impetus left the Cubone to go back to her training 
area, feeling he could use some time to rest without her presence. 


"See! You did it!" Vantis exclaimed as he came over to the Cubone. 
"How do you feel?" 


"Kinda tired," Terron said with a weak smile. 


"Ah, yeah that tends to happen when you first learn it," Vantis noted 
thoughtfully. "You're using energy that you're not used to using, so it 
makes sense that you'd feel a little weary. But rest assured; once 
you use Earth Power enough times, you get used to it and you'll stop 
feeling so tired." 


"Heh, thanks,” Terron said. "When Master Tunra tried to teach me 
this, he didn't mention anything about Groudon energy. He just said | 
need to look within myself for the power. | guess by having a good 
idea of what to look for, it became easier to use the power. That's 
what you were going for, right?" 


"Yeah, something like that," Vantis said with a shrug. "I've found that 
if you think about Groudon when using ground powers like that, it 
makes things a lot easier. But yeah, | taught you something new 
today. And, | can keep teaching you too, if you want. | Know all kinds 
of abilities you might want to know." 


Terron chuckled as he slowly got to his feet. Though he still felt 
slightly light-headed, he didn't feel as exhausted. He could still stand 
without feeling the need to rest. 


"I'd like that a lot," the Cubone smiled. "Thanks." 


"It's no problem," Vantis grinned. "I'll teach you some more stuff 
another day though, since | need to get going. But, I'll see you again 
two days from today. Make sure that you're ready for whatever might 
happen there." 


Terron nodded as the Flygon quietly rose into the air. Vantis was 
about to take off, but suddenly seemed to remember something as 
he looked back at the Cubone. 


"Oh yeah, | figured I'd tell you this, but you get the day off tomorrow," 
Vantis said. "Everybody in the Fellowship does. So, | just wanted to 
let you know that, even though you'll probably find out anyway by 
looking at the Bulletin Board." 


"Why does everybody get a free day tomorrow?" Terron asked 
curiously. 


"Because," Vantis smiled, "tomorrow will be the twentieth 
anniversary of the Aurora Town Special Tasks Fellowship. We want 
our members to relax on the day our Fellowship was established. It's 
our way of saying thanks for working for us. I'd take you to Dusk 
Mines on that day, but | was gonna relax since it's been a while since 
| got a day off. | was going to take a little trip tomorrow." 


"Oh, | see," Terron said simply. 


"Yeah, sorry about that. But, at least you have all of tomorrow to 
discuss how you're going to convince Yimtri," Vantis said. "But, until 
then, enjoy your time off. I'll see again at dawn the day after 
tomorrow. Good luck, Terron." 


The Flygon then flew away, leaving Terron behind to ponder in the 
news. 


A couple hours later, the four members of Team Vendetta were 
reunited and now walked back to the Fellowship together. Though 
everyone was somewhat tired from the day's training and mission, 
everyone managed to keep a pleasant air about them. 


"So, Vantis told me that we get the day off tomorrow," Terron told his 
team. "He said it's to celebrate the day our particular Fellowship was 
established." 


"Really?" Zekra asked curiously. "Huh, that's interesting. But alright, | 
guess we get the day off. What do you want to do for tomorrow 
then?" 


"Well, I'm not really sure," Terron admitted. "The last time we gota 
day off was when we got Impetus on the team. | mean, | wanted to 
spend part of the day discussing our strategy for getting Yimtri to 
listen to us, but that won't take long. So, what do you guys want to 
do?" 


"That's a good question,” Syn said. "Hmm, what to do, what to do. It 
feels so weird to have all of this free time after being so busy." 


"We could visit somewhere," Impetus suggested. "We could take a 
walk through a new place. | would like to see new places. They are 
always a sight to see." 


"What kind of place would you wanna visit?" Terron then asked. 


"Somewhere different,” Impetus said nonchalantly. "It doesn't matter 
where. Somewhere | haven't seen before." 


"We could go to this river that's near here," Zekra suddenly said. 


Everyone turned to look at her. There was a faint, reminiscing shine 
in her eyes. 


"When | was leaving Blackoak Town, my friend Chi and | were talking 
about this river that's supposed to be near here," Zekra explained 
softly. "| don't know where it is or what it's called, but I'm sure our 
maps can point it out. I'd like to go there, if it's okay with you guys. 
It'd be a nice place to relax, and we can talk about our plan for Yimtri 
there. And, it's a different place, so I'm sure you'd like it, Impetus. 
But, it's your decision." 


A melancholy, yet peaceful smile grew on her face as she waited for 
their answer. Everyone continued to stare at her for a brief moment 
as they took in the information, but their answers required no 
thinking on their part. They already knew their answers. 


"Sure, I'd like to go," Syn said as a happy smile came over him. "It 
sounds nice." 


"I'll go too," Impetus added. "I! would like to see this river. I've never 
seen a river before." 


"Well, looks like we're all in agreement then," Terron said cheerily. 
"SO, as soon as we get to the Fellowship, we'll try to find this river 
you're talking about and maybe stay there for the day." 


Zekra's smile brightened at hearing their answers as the sadness 
inside her seemed to fade away. 


The four then talked among each other as they made their way back 
to the Fellowship, discussing what they'd do on their small trip to the 
river. Syn made several suggestions, such as to buy special lunches 
for all of them to eat together. He gave such thought about what the 


meal could be and where they could buy all of the food. Amused by 
his idea, the three had decided to follow his idea and promised to 
buy their special meals the next day so that they could be as fresh 
as possible. 


As the children arrived at the base, now chatting about what games 
they could play during their river visit, they noticed someone familiar 
standing near the entrance. The four cut their conversation short as 
they came close to the familiar face and surrounded that Pokémon 
with odd glances. 


It was Novus with a small, brown sack resting beside him. He looked 
up at the four with a grin. 


"| told you that our parting wouldn't be permanent," he chuckled. 
"Hello again, children." 


"Novus... what are you doing here?" Zekra asked, unsure if she 
wanted to sound excited or confused. "| mean, you weren't at the 
gym when | checked. It was that Charizard instead. | thought you left 
town." 


"| was considering the option of such," Novus confessed thoughtfully. 
"| know of many places | could venture off to. Shiron is such an 
immense world; I'm sure it has a new place for me somewhere. But, 
| decided against that after careful thought. | have reached a 
different decision of what | shall do now." 


"And what would that be?" Zekra asked. 


The Quilava's smile became smug as he held up a paw and 
gestured to all four of the children. 


"Why, to ask if | may become the fifth member of your team," he 
answered. 


Everyone except Impetus felt their jaws drop. Novus laughed heartily 
at their reaction. 


"I've thought long and hard of this decision," Novus began. "For the 
longest time, I've always wanted to join the Special Tasks Fellowship 
and assist in terminating the Plagued Ones. Yet, that wasn't possible 
because they do not accept single member teams. So, | became a 
trainer to monitor the Fellowship and wait for a team to ask me to 
join them. Of course, such never happened. But now that | am free 
of my trainer responsibilities and have met you children, | can join 
the Fellowship by becoming a part of your team. I've grown to 
admire each of your dedications and seen how much you've grown 
since | first met you after you attacked me. And so, | wish to join 
under your team name. You've proven that you're a competent team, 
and | do wish for such. Then also, you seem like you could you use 
someone like me. You may be competent, but | believe having 
someone such as myself may further help your team. So please, | 
ask to let me join your team. Let me lend you my power and wisdom 
and together, we will to stop the ones known as Plagued Ones. " 


He looked up at them expectantly, wearing a calm and collected 
smile. 


No one on Team Vendetta had to speak to reach their unanimous 
answer. Though they understood that they'd have to share all of their 
secrets and thoughts with this new member, they didn't feel any 
dread overcome them. They knew Novus long enough to have 
developed a degree of trust in him. Adding him to the team only 
meant deepening such bond they had already forged with him. 


"Of course we'll let you join us, Novus," Terron beamed. "I'm sure it'll 
be really interesting having you on our team." 


Dusk Mines 


In the deeper, underground section of the northern Fellowship, Yimtri 
found himself leaning against a wall of an empty hallway. He was 
just outside the area where he and his members contained their 
criminals: the prisons. They occupied the entire lower section of his 


Fellowship, and he was in the few parts of the vicinity that were not 
surrounded by prison cells. 


The Sableye was thinking himself. Even as Erebus continued to 
send such surreal things into his mind, he managed to keep his true 
thoughts focused. Any traces of abnormality were promptly ignored 
to the best of his ability. 


Drae... you still refuse to talk. Yimtri thought. I've been trying for two 
days now... and you refuse to say anything. We have tried to get into 
your mind with our most talented psychic, but for some reason, they 
are unable to access your hidden thoughts. How and why are you 
being so difficult, Drae...? What are you hiding deep in your 
consciousness...? 


You will never be able to find his thoughts. 


The Sableye became very tense as an unnerving voice very akin to 
his own overshadowed his thoughts. 


You cannot access them through the power of your psychics. 
No... 


Yimtri suddenly felt a sharp pain in his cranium. He gripped the side 
of his head and dug his claws deep into his scalp. 


"God... not this..." Yimtri cursed as he grimaced. "Just when | 
thought | was able to avoid this..." 


You cannot reach them. You cannot, as you are a lowly being 
compared to the higher powers. 


The pain grew more intense as the voice became louder. The 
Sableye pressed his claws further into his head. If it weren't for the 
fact that he was a ghost, blood would have been drawn by now. 


Yimtri continued to tolerate the voice, waiting for the aching to 
subside. These migraines typically lasted twenty seconds, though 


sometimes they lasted an entire minute. There was nothing to do 
other than to suffer in silence. 


You will never find your answers the way you are going about 
now. That Is- 


"Stop tormenting me!" 


Yimtri found he couldn't wait out the rest of the torture. The pain was 
too much this time. It was much more agonizing than what he had 
become accustomed to. It was what happened thanks to him 
exploring Erebus Woods days ago. It could make the suffering even 
more excruciating now. It was the consequence for allowing Erebus 
to plague him further. 


*Thump!* *Thump!* 


The Sableye repeatedly bashed his forehead into the wall behind 
him, trying to stifle the gibberish that was going through his mind. 
Though his instincts screamed to make himself intangible, Yimtri 
didn't listen. He needed to give himself physical trauma. He forced 
himself to remain tangible as he continued his attempt to drown out 
the garbled words. 


Thankfully for him, enough abuse to his cranium allowed him to drive 
off the voice. He only had to slam his head for a few more seconds 
before his mind was at peace once more. For the most part. 


Yimtri let out an exhausted sigh as he put his head in his hands. It 
throbbed painfully, but it was much more favorable than letting the 
voice remain in his head, where it could cause more gruesome 
agony. 


"| should be glad that I'm part ghost," he said with a bitter laugh. 
"Otherwise... these methods would no doubt leave lasting scars on 
my mind. But, my mind's ruined by Erebus anyway. It probably 
wouldn't matter what kind of Pokémon | am. My mind will be 
corrupted no matter what | am." 


The Sableye shook his head in dismay before dropping his hands. 
He let out yet another sigh before glancing down the corridor that led 
to where Drae was held captive. He thought for a moment before 
walking toward the prisons. He needed to see Drae. That was the 
original reason he came down here. He didn't need to ponder any 
longer. 


Yimtri passed by various prison cells as he made his way to where 
Drae was being contained. At first glance, there were no cells in 
sight. All that was around Yimtri were several small holes in the rock 
walls that stood on either side of the corridor. Yet, Yimtri knew better. 
The holes in the walls were actually makeshift windows for the 
holding cells behind each wall. Behind the walls, wherever a window 
was, there was a small room that served as the cell. There were no 
doors to these chambers. The only way to access the many prison 
cells was to have the ability to phase through the solid rock. 


After passing by several of the hidden chambers, the Sableye finally 
came to the one where Drae was being held. He exhaled deeply 
before stepping through the wall. 


When Yimtri come out the other side of the wall, he found himself in 
the small prison cell with Drae. The Weavile was sitting against a 
wall on the other side of the room, metal chains wrapped tightly 
around his body while his feet were shackled into the ground. He 
was Staring vacantly ahead of him, seemingly lost in his own 
thoughts. He still wore his scarf, which was the only possession he 
was allowed to keep while in the cell. 


The second the Weavile saw Yimtri, however, he gave a dark glare 
before turning his head away with a frown. 


"This is going to be the third time I'm going to attempt to talk to you," 
Yimtri stated matter-of-factly. "And hopefully... this will be the time | 
actually get something out of you." 


The Weavile glanced at the Sableye for a brief second before 
averting his gaze once more. Yimtri approached the Weavile and 


stopped right in front of him. He didn't need to crouch down to speak 
to Drae eye-to-eye. Drae's current position allowed the two of them 
to be at about the same height. 


"I've tried two different ways to gain some kind of information out of 
you," Yimtri began. "I've interrogated you in the most orthodox way. 
I've had our most talented psychic come in and enter your mind 
despite the psychic barrier you and | have thanks to being Pokémon 
of the darkness. Neither of those two worked. | don't know how you 
were able to prevent our psychic from accessing your innermost 
thoughts, but | won't bother to ask. | know you won't answer the 
question. You haven't even spoken since those children attacked 
you." 


The Weavile continued to remain silent, causing Yimtri to grit his 
teeth in frustration. Yet, he didn't let his agitation get the best of him. 
He had to remain rational. 


"SO, because neither of those strategies work, I'm afraid I'll have to 
resort to a more drastic approach." 


Without warning, Drae felt a hook to his face, knocking him onto his 
side. There were now three, bloody streaks dangerously close to his 
eye. The Weavile looked up to find the Sableye standing over him, 
his right claw stained with Drae's blood. 


"Why did you attack those children, Drae?" Yimtri asked sternly. 
"Answer the question." 


The Weavile let out a pained groan, but otherwise, said nothing. 
Yimtri's scowl deepened. 


*Slash!* 
Another set of claw marks formed on the Weavile's face. 


"Who are the others you kept referring to when you attacked those 
children?" Yimtri asked. "Do you work for someone other than me?" 


No answer. 
*Slash!* 


"Why were you so concerned that those children saw you with an 
Aggron carcass? Why were you filled with such paranoia?" 


There was still no answer. 
*Slash!* 


"Why were you practically obsessed with that scarf of yours? Those 
children said you jumped off a cliff to retrieve it. What's so special 
about it?" 


Even still, the Weavile continued to remain silent as his blood leaked 
onto the ground beneath him. The Sableye's eyes became eerily 
bright at Drae's lack of words. It seemed the Weavile wasn't going to 
say anything, no matter what happened. Torture certainly wasn't 
working. 


So, the Sableye went with a different option. 


He grabbed the Weavile's scarf in his claw with a firm grip before 
ripping it off him in one pull. 


Drae's vacant, yet pained eyes suddenly became wide with hysteria. 


"Give that to me!" he howled. "Give it back to me or I'll tear you to 
pieces!" 


The Weavile attempted to lunge at the Sableye, but found he 
couldn't due to his restrains. Even still, he desperately squirmed 
around, attempting to break free. Yimtri grew alarmed by Drae's 
sudden energy, but managed to remain calm. Maybe now, he could 
finally get some answers. 


"Why do you want this back?" the Sableye asked. 


"Because | need it!" Drae screeched. "| NEED it!" 
"Why do you need it?" Yimtri asked. 


"Because | need it!" Drae babbled. "You don't understand how 
important that thing is to me! Give it back to me! Give it back! Give it 
back! Give it back! GIVE IT BACK!" 


Yimtri cringed at the sight of seeing his member slowly losing his 
hold on reality. He took a couple of steps back as the Weavile 
continued to flail around uselessly. 


"I'll return it if you answer my questions," Yimtri said. "Go on. Tell me 
why you attacked those children." 


" | NEED it!" Drae spouted as his voice changed into that of a 
delirious maniac. "Give it to me! It means everything! It's mine! 
It's mine! Give me it! Give me the scarf! NOW! NOW! I 
NEEEEEED IT! NEED! NEEEEEED!" 


"Drae, answer the questions!" Yimtri snapped. 


Coherent words no longer seemed to come out of the Weavile's 
mouth. He was now shouting complete gibberish that seemed to be 
a mix of pathetic wailings and anguished shrieks. Drae could no 
longer answer the questions. He was long gone now. 


Yimtri let out a low sigh. There was nothing more that could be done 
for the moment. 


"I'll be Keeping this with me," Yimtri stated as he turned around to 
walk away. "If you want this back, then it'd be best if you answer my 
questions. I'll give you time to ponder in your decision." 


Drae continued to spout his garbled words as he moved sporadically. 
Yimtri found he couldn't look at his member in such agony without 
feeling pity. This Weavile was one of his trusted followers after all. 
He cherished each and every one of them. Even though Drae had 


betrayed that trust, the Sableye still wished things didn't have to be 
like this for his member. 


Yimtri shook his head in shame as he phased through the wall with 
the crimson scarf in tow, leaving behind the crazed Weavile as his 
insane ranting echoed throughout the entire prison. 


Tension Rising 


Chapter 31 


Tension Rising 


The warm, pleasant rays of the sun poured into Team Vendetta's 
room the next morning, slowly stirring Terron out of his slumber. He 
tiredly opened his eyes to find everyone was still asleep. Zekra was 
on her side, cuddling the Cubone as she rested her head under his 
chin. Impetus slept with her head against the other side of Zekra, 
with Syn curled up comfortably on the Mienfoo's chest. 


Terron smiled at the sight of seeing everyone at such peace. He 
turned his head and much to his surprise, he found the newest 
member of their team was actually awake. Novus was still lying in his 
bed of hay a few feet away from Terron, as if he was asleep, but his 
eyes were open and he was clearly alert and ready for the day. 


Seeing this, the Cubone sluggishly got to his feet and made his way 
over to Novus before sitting in front of the Quilava. 


"How long have you been awake?" Terron asked curiously. 


"Since dawn," Novus answered simply. "In other words, 
approximately three hours." 


"How come you got up so early, though?" Terron then asked. "I 
mean, we don't need to get up early for any missions today. We're 
just relaxing today since today's our day off. We told you this last 
night before we went to bed." 


"Yes, I'm aware of such thing," Novus stated. "Even still, my resting 
schedule refuses to change despite this fact. I've become 
accustomed to arising at dawn every day. | cannot undo such thing 
after having done it for years. At least, not right away." 


"Well, | suppose it prevents you from wanting to over-sleep in the 
future," Terron shrugged. "| mean, tomorrow we'll have to get up 
early again, and that might be hard since we've slept in kinda late 
today. But, sorry for having you stay awake all by yourself while you 
waited for one of us to get up." 


"It's not a problem," Novus said dismissively. "I spent time venturing 
through the base and town in order to pass the time. There were not 
many Pokémon, as to be expected, which was rather peaceful.” 


Terron nodded silently before gazing back at his other teammates. 
All three of them were still fast asleep, not disturbed by the chatter 
between himself and Novus. 


"So, how do you like being part of the team?" Terron asked, trying to 
create a bit of small talk with the new member. "I know we haven't 
really done much yet, but | just wanna know what you think of it so 
far." 


"It's rather peculiar to be working with four Pokémon for most of my 
waking moments," Novus said cautiously, as if trying to find the right 
words. "I've become rather accustomed to the idea of operating by 
myself. It's especially so when those four are merely children. I've 
never had a moment in my life where | was the only adult 
surrounded by children." 


"You do know we're not that young, right?" Terron then asked, 
becoming somewhat peevish at the slightly demeaning comment. 


"It's only a statement," Novus frowned, but otherwise remained 
collected. "It is not an insult to wound your pride. There is nothing 
wrong with working alongside children. It's simply a very different 
experience for me. Besides, | understand you 'children' are actually 
nearing adulthood. You're more adolescents than children. | only call 
you ‘children’ due to that being what every Pokémon refers to those 
that are not adults. Except for Syn, that is. He truly is a child. Either 
way, do not take insult to my statement. You wished to know my 


thoughts. Do not be quick to judge what | mean by those thoughts 
without receiving verification." 


"Oh," Terron said sheepishly. "Sorry about doing that. I'm just so 
used to everyone calling us kids and making that sound like a bad 
thing, that it's kind of getting annoying now. | must get that from 
Zekra." 


"| understand," Novus said dismissively. "Not understanding the 
intentions and viewpoint of another can give one a rather warped 
perspective. It'd be best to avoid that. Always try to see the entire 
picture of a situation. Always search for the truth.” 


"I'll remember that," Terron nodded. "Anyway, if you don't mind 
asking, | have a question for you." 


"And what would such question be?" Novus asked. 


"How come you want to join the Fellowship?" the Cubone asked in 
return. "| Know you're doing it to eliminate the Plagued Ones, but 
how do you know about them when the Fellowship hides their 
existence? Did they do something to you?" 


Novus cast Terron a long stare. Tiny flames seemed to be burning 
deep within his eyes. Terron grimaced as a sudden, uncomfortable 
chill went down his spine. 


"You don't have to answer if you don't want to!" Terron quickly said. "I 
mean, | know it's probably personal and you probably don't wanna 
talk about it with some Pokémon you haven't kno-" 


"They defiled my home," Novus spoke in a quiet voice, his words 
seething in deep malice. 


The crimson spots upon Novus's head and back suddenly became 
covered in red-hot flames. Terron flinched back at the unexpected 
heat escaping from the Quilava. He felt he would be roasted alive if 
he didn't increase the space between him and Novus. 


"They corrupted it with their filthy presence and massacred countless 
unfortunate souls," Novus went on. "| was not there to stop such 
blasphemy, but | saw their damage. | saw the damage those 
sickening creatures left behind when | returned to my home. | 
loathed at the thought that they would continue to do this as a time 
went on. | simply refused to let their existence remain any longer. 


"| side with the Special Tasks Fellowship because no one else will 
side against the ones called 'Plagued Ones’. No one else knows of 
their existence except the Fellowship. | need assistance if | ever wish 
to fight against these demons, even if working alongside others isa 
rather different concept than what | am used to. That is why | wished 
to join the Fellowship. | am rather glad | was able to join with 
Pokémon | know, but | wouldn't have minded how | joined. | would 
have joined, should an already established team ask for me to 
become a part of their team. | wouldn't know any of them, but | would 
join so | can fulfill this mission | have set upon myself. That's all that 
truly matters. Do you understand now?" 


Terron nodded slowly. Yes, he understood everything. It seemed that 
Novus was similar to Zekra in terms of why they fought for the 
Fellowship; for vengeance. The Plagued Ones had done something 
to personally affect each of them. Yet, as the Cubone looked into the 
Quilava's eyes, he could see that Novus's vendetta was not the 
same as Zekra's. The vengeance Novus harbored seemed to be 
under his control, not the other way around as it had been with Zekra 
for quite a while. It didn't appear to be hindering his reasoning, yet it 
still Kept the ferocity such a powerful emotion contained. Perhaps it 
really wasn't vengeance. Perhaps it was something so similar, yet 
not as consuming. 


Novus let out a low sigh, releasing a few small embers from his maw 
as he relaxed. Thankfully for him, the flames didn't touch the floor 
and were quick to dissipate into the air. The flames still burning upon 
his body snuffed themselves out as a grey haze escaped from the 
once burning parts of his flesh. 


Zekra, Impetus, and Syn were immediately roused from their sleep 
as a coughing fit overcame each of them thanks to the smoke. The 
three of them awoke in start and separated from one another, 
expecting to find the room on fire. However, as soon as they saw the 
smoke that was now disappearing from Novus's body, they were 
able to ease their worries. 


"Oh, it's just you, Novus," Zekra sighed as she looked over at Terron 
and the Quilava. "That's a relief. How come you two are awake?" 


"I've been awake since dawn," Novus answered. "And Terron here 
saw | was awake not too long ago and simply stayed awake to talk to 
me. And now, you three are awake." 


"Yeah, | guess we are," Zekra said with a yawn. "But, we probably 
needed to get up anyway. We've got to buy our stuff for the trip still." 


"How long do you want to stay at the river anyway?" Terron then 
asked her. 


"Oh, probably a few hours," Zekra shrugged. "We can probably go 
there after we buy everything and then come back here in the 
afternoon to do whatever we want." 


"Like sit around lazily and just talk to each other about whatever?" 
Syn asked with a chuckle. 


"Heh, we can just do that at the river," Zekra said as she pat the 
Snivy on the head. "We'll see. Maybe we'll just go to bed right when 
we get back so we can get up nice and early for tomorrow." 


Terron smiled at the sight before getting to his feet. He brought his 
glance to the door of their room. 


"Well, we might as well go buy our lunches for the little trip now," 
Terron stated. "That's all that's left to do since we looked up where 
the river is yesterday. You guys ready to get going?" 


Everyone nodded in agreement before the five exited their bedroom 
and set off to enjoy their day off. 


An hour later, after having bought their meals, the five members of 
Team Vendetta found themselves hovering above the river they 
sought thanks to Zekra's Flygon form. Terron, Impetus, and Syn sat 
upon her back while Novus rested in her arms since his size was a 
bit too big to allow him to fit with the others. Nonetheless, he seemed 
content with the different mean of transportation. 


The sight before the team was actually part of the forest the children 
had visited not too long ago for their hunting mission. There was a 
river that ran through the place apparently, and after carefully 
searching through the many clusters of trees, the five were able to 
spot such river. It was not a very wide or powerful river, but rather 
more of a peaceful stream. Part of the river held a small waterfall 
that cascaded down into a small gathering of water lilies and small 
rocks. 


Zekra carefully descended near the water's edge and allowed her 
passengers to leap off her back. Once that had been taken care of, 
she shifted back into her normal, Zorua self. She cringed for a brief 
moment as a small portion of her energy was sapped away due to 
her amulet, but was quick to get over it after it passed. 


She glanced upon the running water with a happy, serene smile 
before jumping into the river with a loud splash. She remained 
underwater, swimming around for a brief moment, before bringing 
her head to the surface to look back at her companions. 


"Come on, you guys!" she called over. "It feels great! And it's not too 
deep either!" 


Terron laughed nervously as he took a step back. 


"I'd rather not," Terron said reluctantly. "Ground-types aren't really 
good with water..." 


“The same for myself," Novus added with the same unease. "Water 
will douse my inner fire and bring forth an unpleasant experience. I'd 
rather not submerge myself within the river." 


"Awww, lame,” Zekra whined. "You can't you just put your feet in the 
water at least?" 


Terron grit his teeth as he cautiously went to the water's edge and 
put both of his bones in one hand. He stared down at his reflection 
for a quiet moment, debating whether or not such small exposure to 
the water would be a good idea. He knew he could always withdraw 
himself from the river should it be too much, but even still, he found 
such anxiousness overcome him. 


After a painfully long time, Terron finally mustered up all the courage 
he had and stuck the point of his paw in the water. 


Immediately, Terron's hand became filled with such an unbearable 
cold. Terron stumbled backwards as he withdrew his hand, shivering 
uncontrollably as he wiped his hand on a barren section of the 
ground. 


"|... | guess you're not coming anywhere near the water," Zekra said, 
unsure how to react. 


"Y-Yeah," Terron shuddered, still feeling the chill going through his 
body. "Novus and I... we'll... we'll just watch you guys." 


"Yes, | do not wish for the pain Terron now feels,” the Quilava added 
with a grimace. 


Zekra frowned in disappointment. Though she wished for the two to 
play with her, she knew better than to cause the two severe 
discomfort. Thankfully for her though, her other two friends had no 
such problems. 


Syn let out a joyful laugh as he leapt into the river, spraying Zekra 
with water as he landed beside her. When the Snivy reemerged, 


Zekra immediately splashed a paw-full of water at him in return for 
dosing her with the water from his own splash. The two laughed 
together as they swam through the river's gentle currents, chasing 
each other around or diving below the surface to see the underwater 
world. 


Impetus carefully made her way to the rocks that sat at the very 
beginning of the mini waterfall before sitting down upon them. The 
water rushed past her fur and soaked her bottom half, but she didn't 
move from the spot. She remained there, for there were other rocks 
in front of her that impeded the current, and seemed to take in the 
peaceful atmosphere all around her. 


Terron and Novus chose to remain where they were and took a seat 
in the cool shade of the many trees surrounding them, where Terron 
finally recovered from his little encounter, for the most part. Though 
the two of them didn't want to go anywhere near the water and 
repeat such incident, the two were still happy to be here. The 
summer breeze drifting through the forest, the sound of the gentle, 
flowing river, and the fresh leaves descending upon them brought 
such comfort. 


It was something Terron hadn't felt in so long. Most of his days were 
filled with such daring and dangerous adventures, where the only 
peace he had was when he retired for the night. But now, with all of 
his trusted and beloved friends surrounding him, he felt that 
particular harmony to be nothing compared to the one he felt now. 
Terron's heart filled with such joy to know that all of his friends were 
with him, being happy together in this peaceful place. 


With a blissful smile, Terron watched each of his friends enjoy their 
time. 


For the next few hours, the five spent their time as they pleased, 
whether it was talking amongst each other or playing little games, 
such as skipping stones down the river. It was a good day for the 
team, and though Terron felt somewhat guilty that he couldn't play in 


the water like most of his teammates, he still enjoyed his time with 
his friends. Even if his thoughts were still slightly consumed by his 
water encounter, he still found that he was satisfied with his time 
spent by the river. 


Now, it was the afternoon, and the five were gathered around 
together in a circle, eating their late lunches. Such lunches were 
various Sandwiches, a large water melon split for the five, and 
various berry pastries of sorts. 


As Terron ate into his slice of watermelon, he suddenly felt a quick 
jolt of pain in his mind. His vision started to blur as various colors 
appeared before his eyes. Terron groaned as he held the side of his 
head and rubbed the sore spot. 


"Are you okay?" Zekra's voice asked. 
"Yeah, | think so," Terron said dismissively. "Just a little headache." 


Terron squeezed his eyes shut as he held his breath. A moment 
later, the dizziness and aching subsided, causing Terron to let out a 
relieved sigh as he opened his eyes. He found that all of his friends 
were staring at him, and all of them except Novus appeared to be 
deeply concerned. He tilted his head as he looked upon them oddly. 


"Why are you guys looking at me like that?" the Cubone asked. 


Zekra averted her eyes from him as Impetus chose to remain quiet. 
Syn, on the other hand, became increasingly uneasy as he opened 
his mouth to speak. 


"You... you're getting headaches," Syn stated. "Just like Yimtri was 
when we were in Erebus Woods..." 


Terron's eyes widened at the remark. He completely understood the 
horrific implications of such statement. His heart stopped beating as 
he seemed to freeze in place. 


"No... I'm not... | can't be turning into a Plagued One," Terron 
attempted to say. "I'm not acting like one and we haven't gone to any 
dungeons... this is probably just a coincidence..." 


"But you're getting the headaches Yimtri got," Syn stated again ina 
quiet voice. "| don't know how much of a coincidence that is." 


Terron didn't know what to say. He wanted to deny what the Snivy 
was saying, but deep down, he knew it was probably true. He was 
becoming a Plagued One, despite having not done anything to make 
himself turn into one. And though he worried for his own safety, he 
also began to fear about his friends' wellbeing. If he was becoming a 
Plagued One at the moment, then did that mean the others would 
start becoming such demons as well? Would they begin the 
transformation soon, even if they didn't go into dungeons? Would 
they join the inevitable fate of the entirety of Dusk Mines? 


"I'm sorry to interrupt, but I'm afraid | don't understand what you four 
are discussing,” Novus then said with a grave, penetrating voice. "I'd 
like to understand what you mean when you say that you're 
becoming Plagued Ones. That's not something I'd like for you to 
gloss over with me here. Tell me what you're talking about. I'd like to 
know. | should know, for | am now a part of your team." 


The four children became tense as their previous worries regarding 
Terron faded away. They had forgotten that Novus hadn't been with 
them during the Erebus Woods mission. They gazed at each other 
with uncomfortable glances before bringing their attention to Terron, 
awaiting his guidance. The Cubone grimaced as he quickly thought 
over the situation. He knew that this day would come. He knew that 
there would be a day where the team would have to share their 
secrets with the newest member of the team. Terron just didn't 
expect that day to be so soon. 


Still, he Knew what had to be done. Novus was on their team. He 
had to know everything they knew. They couldn't keep anything 
hidden from him if Team Vendetta wished to keep working as one. 


Terron let out a sigh as he glanced over at the Quilava, who was 
giving him a tense, expecting gaze. 


"Alright, we'll explain what we're talking about," the Cubone said 
quietly. "It's kind of a long story, but it should answer your questions.” 


And so, together, the four children told their newest member about 
their visit to Dusk Mines. They told him of their descent into Erebus 
Woods and the horrible revelation they uncovered while traveling 
through its depths. They went on to explain how a being known as 
Erebus could somehow make anyone become a Plagued One. They 
told him that by venturing into its domain and hearing its voice, the 
process would start, and one would begin the Plagued One 
transformation and continue to become such a monster should they 
continue to explore any Mystery Dungeon continuously or become 
trapped in one. They also gave him all of their evidence that proved 
that the being within Mystery Dungeons was what made Pokémon 
Plagued Ones. 


They then went on to explain how they could become Plagued Ones 
soon thanks to encountering Erebus. They assured Novus that they 
wouldn't complete the transformation because they were set on not 
exploring anymore Mystery Dungeons, but still expressed their 
concern over if that was good enough to stop the change. 


When they had finished, Novus gave them a long stare. His eyes 
were completely blank, as if he simply had no reaction to the 
unsettling news. The children could only wait for his response in 
anxious silence. 


He glanced at each of the children for a brief moment. 


"So, you children fear that those of Dusk Mines will become Plagued 
Ones, including yourselves, despite the fact that the leader himself 
denies such statement," Novus stated, as if it were merely an 
observation. 


"He knows it's true," Terron grimaced. "He just doesn't want to admit 
it. | saw it in his eyes. Or maybe he just really doesn't want us to 
know that he and his members really are turning into Plagued Ones. 
He's lied so many times to us just to get something done, like when 
he pretended he was lying about Erebus Woods being dangerous or 
the whole Drae thing. It wouldn't be surprising that he's pretending 
he doesn't believe our theory. He might be doing that so that we 
don't tell anyone about Erebus..." 


"Well, your theory certainly explains many things, such as why feral 
Pokémon within Mystery Dungeons cannot be expelled when 
defeated or recruited by civil Pokémon,” Novus said quietly. "Much of 
your evidence ties in well to your theory. But, why didn't you tell your 
Fellowship of this? This would be a rather important piece of 
information for them, seeing as how they wish to eliminate Plagued 
Ones permanently." 


"Because Yimtri said he'd kill us if we did," Zekra muttered. "He 
doesn't want anyone except his own members to know about Erebus 
since he thinks the other Fellowships wvill kill everyone that works for 
him. He didn't even want to tell us until the whole incident happened 
and figured we deserved an explanation. | guess he did that though 
so that we didn't go ask our Fellowship what had just happened and 
then get everybody at Dusk Mines killed." 


Novus frowned unpleasantly. 


"The threat of death should not penetrate your being and fill your 
core with its terror, should you have a firm resolve," the Quilava said 
brashly. "Tell your superiors of this vital matter. If you truly wish to 
end the Plagued Ones, you mustn't become terrified of dying. 
Fearing death will only hinder you." 


"We're taking care of the problem in a different way," Terron 
snapped. "We just need to convince Yimtri to listen to this idea we 
have, and then we'll tell our leaders about the idea. We were going 
to discuss that today, in fact. We're not scared. The reason we didn't 
tell our leaders about this wasn't because we were scared." 


"And what is this idea you speak of?" Novus asked. 


"Getting the other Fellowships to study everyone at Dusk Mines so 
they can figure out how to kill Erebus or at least cure everyone of 
this Plagued Ones epidemic," Terron answered lowly. "It's the best 
thing to do that will help stop the Plagued Ones in the long run. Can't 
kill the Plagued Ones for good without killing Erebus." 


Novus considered something in his thoughts. 


"| understand," the Quilava spoke. "Your plan seems reasonable. 
Very well then. You've proven that your silence isn't a display of 
cowardice. Let us discuss the strategy you will use to convince the 
Dusk Mines leader that he should also consider your plan, then." 


Terron let out a short sigh to release the bitter emotions building 
inside him. To help with this, he took a pastry from the pile of food 
before him and ripped a chunk off it with his mouth. The sweetness 
was quick to act as a remedy and get his mind focused. 


"Alright, so let's get this straight so that we all understand the plan," 
Terron began to say. "When we get to Dusk Mines tomorrow, we 
request an audience with Yimtri. I'm sure they'll let us do that, but if 
not, then we can have Vantis convince them since he's a leader and 
all. After that, we'll tell him that we haven't told the other Fellowships 
about Erebus so that he'll at least be in a good mood and be more 
receptive to us. And then, we'll give him our idea about having the 
other Fellowships study everyone at Dusk Mines instead. We'll 
persuade him really gently, like saying how great of an idea it is 
because it'll help end the Plagued Ones. But if he starts refusing, 
we've got to be more firm and refuse to back down. We have to start 
telling him that he and the others are going to meet their inevitable 
fate of becoming Plagued Ones unless they do something, no matter 
what, which will hopefully get him to see what we want. 


And if that doesn't happen... well, just keep giving him reasons. We 
have to make him see reason. His decision is the only thing standing 
in the way of ending this Plagued Ones nightmare that's been going 


on for too long. Do whatever you can think of after that point to get 
him to understand the situation. Are we all good with that?" 


"Yeah, I'll go with that," Syn said with a nod. "Sounds like a good 
plan to me." 


"| have the same thoughts," Impetus said. 
"Yeah, me too," Zekra added. 


"This strategy seems to be the best we could think of, so | believe it 
should work well," Novus also said. "All that must be done is to visit 
such Fellowship tomorrow whenever your leader chooses to bring us 
to such place. And you're certain that we have no missions to 
complete for tomorrow?" 


"Yeah, I'm certain," Terron replied. "Vantis took care of that for us. 
And, we're leaving at dawn tomorrow. So we'll just get up a little 
before then, eat breakfast, and then get going." 


"Hm, very well then," Novus nodded. "I thank you children for 
informing of this information. It brings solace to me to know that you 
children are willing to share such dark secrets that you harbor deep 
within yourselves to me." 


Zekra and Syn grinned weakly, knowing full well that there were 
secrets they hadn't shared with the Quilava. Specifically, about their 
pasts. They didn't feel very comfortable with discussing such 
personal matters with him just yet. They felt they needed to spend 
more time with him before they could share those painful parts of 
their lives. 


Terron, on the other hand, suddenly had a thought strike him. He 
remembered the strange visits he had within his mind and the voice 
that had spoken to him in such place. Upon thinking of this, he 
remembered how he had forgotten to speak to his team about that 
particular secret. Though he felt unease come upon him, he knew he 
had to share the one secret he had kept from the others. It didn't 


bother him that Novus was now a part of the team; the Quilava 
would have to learn about the secret anyway. Terron figured he 
might as well share it with him now to get it out of the way. 


"There's something | wanted to tell all of you before," Terron 
announced. "But | forgot about it since I'm so used to pushing it out 
of my thoughts really quickly." 


Everyone turned their heads to the Cubone in curiosity. 


Terron swallowed hard. He curled his paws into fists and squeezed 
his eyes shut. The intense anxiety came upon him, flooding his 
entire being, but he knew he couldn't let it control him. 


He had to talk about what was happening to him. 
He needed his teammates' support with this unsettling situation. 


"There's been something happening to me lately that | feel | should 
tell you guys,” he started to say. "I've... I've... I've had these... 
these... visions. No... | mean, dreams. Or something... |... | don't 
know what to call them. They're just..." 


Terron found his voice trailing off as the words stopped coming to 
him. He was once again finding it difficult to talk. He let out an 
irritated groan as he grit his teeth, cursing himself for being so 
unwilling to share his thoughts. He pushed his fists into his skull 
helmet. 


“Remove your persona, Terron," Novus suddenly said. 
"What?" Terron asked, taking his hands from off his head. 


"Your helmet. Remove it from your head," Novus said again. "It will 
help you speak." 


Despite not understanding the Quilava's words, the Cubone reached 
for his mask and pulled it off his head. He set it on his lap and stared 
at it oddly for a brief moment before looking back at Novus. 


"Try speaking once more about your visions, as you call them,” 
Novus instructed. 


"Um, well you know when | pass out sometimes for no reason? Well, 
there's more to it than that. I'm actually going to this strange place in 
my head whenever that happens, and I'm speaking to this strange 
thing that's there." 


Terron's eyes widened at the sudden ease of his words. It no longer 
felt like something was trying to hold him back. He glanced at the 
Quilava, astounded by the success in Novus's advice. 


"Many believe Cubone and Marowak wear helmets to aid in them in 
combat, and while that is true for Marowak, there is actually another 
reason for the Cubone," Novus went on to explain, not waiting for 
Terron to ask a question. "It serves as a Cubone's literal and 
figurative persona. This helmet your kind wear becomes a 
psychological mask that you use to help you get through life's 
various hardships. It provides you strength that your true self does 
not hold at the moment." 


"So that's why | was able to kill things so much more easily after | got 
this helmet..." Terron said in realization. "| could never do it when | 
wasn't wearing the helmet. It's why | couldn't kill Impetus, but | could 
kill that Axew during that mission where we met Syn. | never realized 
the connection at all..." 


"Yes, the helmet became a persona and helped you overcome your 
weakness," Novus went on. "That is why Cubone wear helmets; to 
let them kill others to retrieve their bones without any remorse from a 
very young age until they learn how to use their true inner strength. 
They could not do so without the use of their personas, for they 
would be consumed by the suffering that killing brings. And yet, this 
persona has its drawbacks. It prevents them from speaking their 
reluctant thoughts to others. They cannot express the feelings locked 
within their hearts because the persona prevents them from doing 
so. The only way to share their hidden emotions is to remove the 


persona, thus bringing forth their vulnerable, true self, which is 
precisely what you are doing now." 


Terron lifted his mask from off his lap and held it in front of him, 
looking into its hollow eyes. 


"Persona..." he said to himself. "This is my persona... it's actually a 
physical mask that makes me have a psychological one every time | 
put it on..." 


"Yes, that's correct," Novus said. "Now, please go on and tell us 
about these strange things that happen to you." 


"Oh, right," Terron said as he set his skull back on his lap. "Well, like 
| said, | sometimes visit this place that lets me talk to this strange 
thing. | don't really know how | get there, or why it happens, but that 
thing talks to me there. And, just yesterday, | saw it again when | was 
training with Vantis. | don't understand much about it, but it keeps 
claiming to be me. And... it keeps telling me to leave the place or 
else I'll die, or something like that. And, to be honest, I'm not really 
sure what to think of it." 


"You don't know what to think at all?" Zekra asked, showing her 
genuine concern. 


"No, | really don't," Terron said quietly. "| mean, | feel worried about 
what's happening to me, but I'm just so used to pushing it out and 
forgetting about it that | sometimes forget to even be worried. | think 
I'm more... confused than anything else. | Know | should feel scared 
about whatever the voice talks about, but | don't really feel that way 
when nothing seems to make sense..." 


"What does this other you look like?" Zekra asked cautiously. 


"At first, it didn't really have a form," Terron said as he held his 
helmet close to his chest. "It was just nothing in a void. But when | 
saw it yesterday, it was Groudon. But... it told me it wasn't Groudon. 
It said it was just a form / gave it. | don't really know what it means 


by that, but it was saying that it looks like Groudon because it's 
getting stronger. And... | just don't know what any of it means... 
nothing makes sense..." 


The Cubone hugged the helmet tighter as he felt an anxious chill go 
down his spine. Pondering in these strange encounters with the 
unknown being was actually putting him at unease, now that he no 
longer pushed out the thoughts. Then also, it probably had to do with 
how he wasn't wearing his skull. He didn't have its protection to help 
him with the fear. Terron was about to put the mask back on, but 
Novus stopped him with a raise of his paw. 


"Is there any reason as to why you think you might be having these 
occurrences?" Novus asked. "Has anything peculiar happened to 
you in the past that might have triggered such bizarre encounters 
with this being?" 


"Well... there might be one reason," Terron said as his anxiety 
started to amplify. 


"And what might that reason be?" Novus pried. 


The Cubone shifted uncomfortably in his seat. Terron knew one of 
his secrets was a potential link as to why he was having these 
strange encounters. Yet, even as he left his physical persona in his 
hands, he found himself having a hard time in giving out the answer. 


"You need to give the reason if you wish to find the answer to your 
question," the Quilava stated in a firm voice. "You cannot hold back. 
Speak your mind, Terron." 


The Cubone gripped his helmet tightly, nearly causing more cracks 
to form upon it. He knew that Novus spoke the truth. He couldn't 
afford to be withdrawn with his newest teammate. 


"... [think it might have to do with the fact that I'm actually human..." 
Terron said quietly. "Because | don't know any ordinary Pokemon 
that would have this problem..." 


Novus gave Terron a long stare, becoming completely blank. For a 
brief moment, Terron thought he saw the flicker of either tension or 
zeal in the Quilava's eyes. But, the second that it appeared, the 
fleeting emotion vanished as Novus's eyes narrowed another second 
later. 


"If you are a human, then why are you in the body of a Cubone?" he 
asked. 


"| don't know," Terron said sadly. "I've got amnesia, so | don't 
remember anything about myself or why I'm a Pokémon now. But, | 
think my humanity might have something to do with that voice. 
Maybe something happened to me when | became a Cubone and it 
made this thing appear in my head. It's the only reason | can think of, 
but | can't really imagine what could have possibly happened for this 
me to get this voice." 


Novus quietly nodded as he seemed to think to himself. Terron felt 
somewhat relieved that Novus wasn't taking negatively to the news, 
but his unease still remained as he continued to think of the Groudon 
in his mind. 


"Maybe you got mixed up in some weird time travel or dimensional 
stuff," Syn then suggested. "I'm not really sure how you got turned 
into a Pokémon, but maybe you got caught up in some accident and 
the turbulence from the accident put a different side of you inside of 
your head somehow. Like split personalities or something.” 


"| don't think so," Terron replied. "| don't have multiple personalities. | 
don't even get controlled by the voice whenever it talks to me. Right, 
Zekra? | just stayed passed out when Garter gave me my helmet?" 


"Yeah, that's right," Zekra answered. "You looked kinda dead when 
you passed out, but otherwise, nothing really special happened to 
your body when you fainted that one time." 


"Oh, | see," Syn said. "But then, what could it be? What could have 
happened to you to get that other you in your head?" 


"Have you told anyone else that you are a former human?" Novus 
suddenly asked. 


Everyone stopped talking and brought their attention to the Quilava. 
They found he was staring at Terron with such solemnness. 


"What?" Terron asked, caught off-guard by the question before 
realizing what he was being asked. "Oh, um, | only told everyone 
here and a couple of members from Team Valor about that. 
Specifically, Len and Emdox. Though, they might have told the 
others since they're a team and all." 


"| understand," Novus stated simply. "Well then, be sure to keep it 
that way. | suggest you do not tell anyone else you are a human in 
the guise of a Pokémon." 


"Why's that?" Terron asked curiously. 


"... Sharing your true identity with others might bring forth less 
favorable reactions from them," Novus answered quietly. "Some 
might consider you a threat for whatever paranoid reason they can 
come up with. Do remember that and keep your true nature a secret. 
Do not tell anyone else that you are a human. That's all | wish to ask 
you for the sake of your own safety." 


Terron didn't know what to say to the comment. He couldn't think of a 
reason for why Pokémon would want to hurt him due to his origins, 
but the news still struck him with a dread that penetrated deep into 
his core. Even if it seemed to be a silly thing to be worried over, 
Terron could still feel such paranoia overcome him at the thought. He 
nodded slowly, trying to get such feeling to leave his heart. Novus 
smiled somewhat pleasantly at seeing this. 


"Now that such has been taken care of, I've thought over why you 
might be having these encounters with a being that claims to be 
yourself," Novus started to say, "and I'm afraid | can't come up with 
any reason for why you would have this occurrence happen to you. | 
do believe it has to do with your human origin, but otherwise, I'm at 


loss. | will continue to ponder in this, but otherwise, | have no 
theories as to what's happening to you." 


"Yeah, I'll do the same," Zekra chimed in. 


"And me too!" Syn also added. "We'll figure out what's wrong with 
you eventually if we all think about it!" 


Impetus, rather than say something, gave an affirmative nod. When 
Terron saw this, he gave a bright smile to the four members of his 
team. Though they hadn't figured out anything in regards to why 
Terron had another being in his mind, he was glad to know that he 
had their support at least. Surely, with their help, they'd be able to 
solve the mystery and perhaps also figure out why he was a 
Cubone. 


Dusk Mines 


The leader of the northern Fellowship entered his vacant office, 
phasing straight through the metal block that was the door of such 
room with no effort. He was rather exhausted from the day, despite it 
only being the middle of the afternoon at the moment. There had 
been much to do. There had been a new team to meet and to give a 
personal welcome into the Fellowship and endless piles of 
paperwork that required his paw-print. 


The Sableye made his way over to his desk before crawling into his 
chair. Once he was seated comfortably, he let his posture slouch as 
he let out a long sigh. Perhaps now he could find a moment to rest. 
He still had a few more tasks for the day, but those didn't require 
immediate attention. He could spend some time to himself at the 
moment. 


Just the Sableye was to let his mind rest, he noticed a familiar scarf 
lying across his desk. He had left it there all day and hadn't bothered 
to inspect it since he stole it from Drae. His busy schedule had made 
sure of that. 


Seeing as how he had time now, Yimtri carefully picked up the scarf 
and ran his claws through it. There didn't seem to be anything 
peculiar about this article of clothing. It didn't have any sort of special 
properties as far as Yimtri could tell, such as how a Pecha Scarf held 
the antitoxins necessary to cure the user of whatever poison was 
injected into their bloodstream. It was a rather ordinary scarf, if rather 
worn from the damage it had sustained over how many years it had 
been used. There was no reason as to why Drae would be so 
concerned over it. 


And then suddenly, Yimtri felt his claws go over something very 
different. Something that felt cold and hard to touch, like a smooth 
stone. He brought his attention to the spot to find that there was a 
faint outline of something on the back of the scarf. It was so small 
and seemingly insignificant, that the Sableye wasn't surprised that 
he hadn't noticed it before. 


He turned over the long piece of fabric to find himself staring at a 
strange object attached to it. It was in the shape of a teardrop, and 
was roughly the size of one Poké coin. It was a silver color mixed in 
with an icy blue that somehow gave off an iridescent sparkle in the 
candlelight of the room. Within the main shape were two circles 
overlapping one another, one being a snowy white and the other 
being a deep black. 


Curiously, Yimtri took the object and gently removed it from the scarf. 
As he suspected, it was a steel pin of sorts, but it did little to help him 
understand what this object was. But, he did know now that Drae 
was probably referring to this pin rather than the scarf when he 
demanded the item back. He no doubt wished to keep this object's 
existence hidden, which was further proofed by how he wore it on 
the backside part of the scarf that no one could see. 


With this newfound discovery, Yimtri leapt out of his seat with the 
object in tow and headed for the prison holding Drae. He had 
questions he needed to ask a certain Weavile, and he could only 
hope that such Weavile would begin to talk now that he had been 
stripped of a possession he was strangely fond of. 


When the Sableye entered the lower section of his Fellowship, he 
did not hear the frantic screams of the Weavile. Yet, Yimtri wasn't 
quite sure if he was to consider this fortunate or not. Pushing that 
thought aside, he made his way past the various cells before coming 
to Drae's. He stepped into the stone wall, requiring no effort on his 
part since his body was always intangible, unless he wished 
otherwise. 


"Drae, | was inspecting that scarf you cherish so much and found 
this odd item attached to it," Yimtri said as he came out the other 
side of the wall. "Would you like to tell me w-" 


The leader found that his voice was frozen, just as his entire being 
was now. He couldn't move at all and found that all he could do was 
stare at what was before him in stunned, unnerved silence. 


Drae was no longer in the cell, wrapped up in his metal bindings. No, 
there was no longer a Weavile in the presence of the Sableye. There 
was something much different now. 


A Plagued One in the form of a Weavile. 


It stood there where Drae once was, gazing upon the Sableye with 
its fiery, malicious eyes. It was smiling at him, as if enjoying the sight 
of seeing Yimtri stiff with fear. The Sableye grit his teeth as he tried 
to regain some composure. 


"Drae... what happened to you?" he asked quietly. 


Asking such question was rather pointless, seeing as how Yimtri 
understood exactly what had just happened, but he found he didn't 
want to believe what had become of Drae. He wanted to deny what 
he was seeing so very much. There had to be another reason as to 
why Drae was missing and there was now a Plagued One in his 
place. 


And why this Plagued One had the same scars upon its face that 
Drae held thanks to the Sableye's last visit with the Weavile. 


The Weavile seemed to laugh in a distorted voice before speeding 
toward the Sableye. Struck by the sudden fear, Yimtri instinctively 
lashed out at the Plagued One with a shadow-infused claw. Much to 
his surprise, and horror, the Weavile managed to avoid the attack 
and attempted to slam head-first the Sableye. It went straight 
through Yimtri's intangible form, filling the Sableye with an 
unbearable and suffocating cold. The clouded thoughts in his mind 
immediately ceased to be, as if they had been completely wiped 
from his mind. He found he could no longer remember how to 
breathe as the demon came out of his body, grabbing ahold of his 
Cape as it did so. 


The Sableye was suddenly pulled backwards by a violent tug of his 
Cape, sending him tumbling to the ground. He fell into the wall 
behind him, where he was quick to come rolling out the other side. 
As he came to stop upon the ground, he found the Plagued One 
releasing its hold on his cape, it having used him to escape the cell. 
After all, touching any part of the Sableye granted anyone temporary 
intangibility, even if it was part of his cape due to how it was always 
connected to him. The cape always remained tangible, which the 
Weavile had no doubt used to its advantage. 


The Plagued One shot him a smug smile and a quick wave of its 
claw before it bolted out of the prison. Yimtri attempted to get to his 
feet, but found that his body wasn't responding. His entire being was 
numb and was completely incapable of doing anything. He couldn't 
even feel the rocky ground his body rested upon. 


All he could do was take in raspy breaths to help ease the dread 
building in him. But, it was futile. He understood exactly what was 
happening to him, and knowing such did nothing to help decrease 
the terror that was now engulfing him. 


A throbbing pain struck his cranium, causing the Sableye to wince. 
He tried to reach for his head with a claw, but his body remained 
immobile. He could only tolerate the pain. 


An image appeared in his mind, showing a quick flash of what 
appeared to be a large, snow-covered mountain standing before a 
small village before it quickly disappeared completely out of his view. 


Though he did not see it long, the Sableye thought he recognized 
the place in the short vision, yet he could not remember why. 


Then, another image came before his sights. It was a different 
location, one that didn't seem familiar in the slightest. It was of a 
surreal location where a seemingly endless amount of islands were 
suspended in the air, all of different sizes. Some were just big 
enough to hold a single Pokemon of small stature. Others sprawled 
for miles, and some seemed to go on forever. There was nothing 
below or above the many masses except the strange, sun-less sky 
filled with a chaotic mesh of whirling colors. 


This image was also quick to vanish from Yimtri's mind. More images 
came upon him, all allowing the Sableye to see something for one 
second before it disappeared entirely only to have another sight 
replace it. They offered him no rest. 


Until, without warning, a horrifying scene came upon his mind's eye. 
It did not vanish into the far reaches of oblivion as the others did. 
This one relentless vision stayed in his sight as he was forced to 
watch everything that happened. He could not avert his focus from 
the gruesome image. It was invading his mind, obliterating any other 
thoughts he had. He could no longer see himself in Dusk Mines now. 
He could only see that unnerving vision. 


And then, he heard a voice. A voice that gave a single command. 


Yet it was not the voice of Erebus. 


Aurora Town Fellowship 


After spending another few hours at the river, Team Vendetta went 
back to the place they called home. The five felt that they hada 


wonderful time on their little trip and felt quite refreshed for the next 
day. Their visit to Dusk Mines would surely go well now that they had 
spent their time planning and easing the stress away. 


The team now sat at a table in the mostly vacant mess hall in the 
early evening, having their dinner. The team once again felt hungry 
from the games they played while at the river and the endless, happy 
conversations they had with one another. 


"So after we're done eating, do you guys just wanna go to bed 
early?" Zekra asked as she ripped off a piece of her seasoned steak 
and stuffed it into her mouth. 


"Sure, | don't see why not," Syn shrugged. "I'm feeling kinda tired 
from today anyway. What about you guys?" 


"Yeah, | don't mind," Terron said. "It'll help us be able to get up early 
for tomorrow after we slept in for so long today." 


"| probably will not retire for the night until nightfall actually comes," 
Novus stated. "But, | will still accompany you four in the room until it 
is time for my rest, despite this." 


"Well, it's up to you," Zekra said with a casual shrug. "You can just 
wander around town if you want. We don't mind." 


"If that is the case, | might also do as Novus does," Impetus then 
said. "| do not feel tired and wish to remain awake for a few more 
hours. Perhaps I'll go outside and train until | feel the need to sleep.” 


"But weren't you training while we were at the river, even though we 
told you that you were supposed to relax?" Zekra asked with a 
chuckle. "You don't have to train that much." 


"Training is relaxing for me," Impetus stated simply. "It brings my 
thoughts into focus, just as meditation does. Besides, | did spend 
time in activities that you found relaxing in your own terms. | swam in 
the water and | talked with each of you. All of these activities were 


relaxing to me. | only wish to train more so that | might fall asleep 
soundly from being more tired than | am now." 


"Well, whatever you wanna do, Impetus," Zekra said. "Whatever 
makes you happy." 


The Mienfoo nodded in understanding. Zekra then looked at each of 
the Pokémon surrounding her and started to smile. 


"Thanks for coming with me to that river today," she said tenderly to 
the four. "It was really nice being able to see it after wanting to visit 
there with a friend of mine. Being able to go there with you guys 
makes me feel like I've had some closure now, and it really lifts some 
weight off of me. So thanks you guys. It means a lot." 


Everyone except for one Pokémon returned the smile. That one 
Pokémon who now stared at Zekra in confusion was Novus, being 
the only one who didn't understand the true meaning behind her 
words. He opened his mouth to ask what Zekra spoke of, but before 
he could, a certain Flygon buzzed his way over to the table and 
stopped beside the five. Vantis wore a cheery grin as he looked upon 
the team. 


"Well, if it isn't my favorite team," Vantis cooed. "How'd you guys 
enjoy your day off?" 


"It was fun," Syn answered pleasantly. "We got to go to a river and 
chill there for a while. What about your day?" 


"It was quite good," Vantis replied. "Spent some time visiting a friend 
of mine. But now, I'm all ready for tomorrow!" 


The Flygon beamed at the four children before finally realizing that 
there was a new face among them. His smile faded as he gazed 
upon the Quilava curiously. 


"Oh, | didn't see you there," Vantis said to Novus with an awkward 
laugh. "Who might you be, Quilava?" 


"I'm Novus," he answered with a bow of his head. "I'm the fifth 
member of Team Vendetta. | joined yesterday evening." 


"Oh, | see," Vantis said, still feeling as awkward as before. "I didn't 
know that you had just joined. Allow me to introduce myself to you 
then. I'm Vantis, one of the leaders of the Aurora Town Fellowship 
and member of Team Valor. I'm sorry | didn't notice you. | feel pretty 
bad now..." 


"Don't give yourself such a hard time," Novus said politely. "I'm not 
insulted or outraged by your small blunder. But yes; nice to meet 
you, leader of the Fellowship." 


"Soooo, are all of you good for going to Dusk Mines tomorrow?" the 
Flygon then asked, sounding like his normal self once more. "And... 
you kids explained this to Novus already, right?" 


"Yes, we did," Impetus assured. "Novus was informed of the situation 
earlier today. The five of us will be ready in at dawn. Do you think 
you can carry all of us?" 


"Yeah, | should be able to," Vantis said. "Haven't really had a five 
passenger flight before, but | bet | can manage. All of you are small 
and light enough for me. We might need to take more breaks but-" 


There was a sound coming from outside. It was a loud, unnatural 
shriek that pierced into the hearts of every Pokémon within the mess 
hall. 


Everyone knew that sound. Everyone knew that horrifying, banshee 
screech that was now echoing through the entire Fellowship base. 


Everyone bolted out the exit, praying to every deity known to make 
their Suspicions a mere overreaction. No one wanted to believe that 
the thought running through their mind was true. It had to be false. 
There had to be a different explanation. 


Yet, when the crowd of Pokémon came outside, they found that all 
hope had been shattered. 


Their worst nightmares had been realized. 


Completely filling the sky and flying through the city like an angry 
swarm of hungry locust... 


... with their demented forms and horrid smiles... 


... Was a tremendous storm of Plagued Ones consuming every living 
thing in sight. 


Severed 


Chapter 32 


Severed 


Not a single Fellowship member could move as they gazed at the 
horrific sight before them. No one knew how to react. No one knew 
what to think. 


Team Vendetta was no different. Their eyes remained wide open as 
their minds attempted to process what was happening before them. 


There were Plagued Ones swarming all of Aurora Town. The 
demons were flooding the skies, almost blocking out the sun with 
their horrendous masses as an endless supply of them poured in 
from every direction. There had to be thousands of the creatures, 
and a hundred more coming in every few seconds. They were 
swooping down into the city, surrounding any civilians in sight, 
making them vanish without a trace before moving onto whatever 
unfortunate soul they next spotted. 


It was a nightmare. A horrible dream that Terron wished to wake up 
from, but he knew such a futile wish would not happen. 


This was reality; it was no dream. 

"NO! NOT AGAIN! NOT AGAIN! NOT AGAIN!" 

Terron abruptly brought his eyes to the source of the screaming, only 
to find Zekra shaking violently and ready to spring at any moment. 
Realizing what was happening, the Cubone quickly held her in a tight 
hug. 


Her eyes became wide with blank fear. 


"Zekra! Don't do this!" Terron cried desperately. "You have to stay 
focused! Don't submit to your fear! You have to fight for all of your 
friends! Remember?! That's why you're fighting! To avenge their 
deaths!" 


Zekra's eye twitched as something inside of her brain snapped. A 
bright light suddenly covered her as she rapidly grew in size. Terron 
attempted to keep his arms around the changing Zorua, but found it 
was in vain, as her form became too large for him to contain. 


A second later, Terron found himself hugging the leg of a crazed 
Scyther. It turned its head to him so suddenly, allowing him to see 
the hysteria and incoherent motions of its eyes. 


" Giiaaaah!" Zekra screeched at Terron in a voice that was not her 
own. 


She sent the dull edge of a bladed arm into the Cubone's head, 
dazing him as he let go of the false Scyther. With her grip now free, 
Zekra immediately opened her wings and sped away from the sight. 
Everyone surrounding Terron immediately ran off in separate 
directions as well, finally getting over their shock. Some Pokémon 
fled in their cowardice, attempting to escape the nightmare while 
others went to other areas of the city to aid those in danger. All who 
remained with the Cubone now were his teammates. Even Vantis 
had left him alone. 


When Terron stopped seeing stars, he took off after his distraught 
friend without a second thought. But, just as he saw her disappear 
around a corner, a Plagued One in the form of a Vaporeon appeared 
in front of him. 


" Sorry, but you can't get to that Zorua," it spoke in a relatively calm 
voice. "She's gone now. You can't save her." 


Terron let out a growl as he bashed one of his bones into the one in 
front of him, causing its form to dissipate into the wind. Terron got 
moving again, but before he could get very far, he felt something lift 


him off the ground. He swiveled his head to find a single Noivern 
abomination grasping both of his wrists with its wings' claws, thus 
preventing him from using his clubs. 


"| think I'll just keep you like this until we're done. Wouldn't want you 
causing any problems for us. So, just relax for a while and watch this 
little village become a ghost town." 


FWOOSH! 


A mighty stream of fire blew at the Plagued One holding Terron, 
Causing it to let out a loud screech as it burst into wisps. The Cubone 
landed on his tail, causing him to cringe painfully as he slowly got 
back to his feet. He saw what remained of his team come over to his 
side. All of them were trying to keep collected, but Terron could tell 
that Syn was having the most difficult time in doing so. His hands 
were trembling and his pupils were dilated to the extremes. He 
seemed as though he would faint at any moment. 


The Cubone frowned in pity at the sight of the poor child, but he 
knew there was nothing he could do to help Syn. 


"I'm sorry for the rough landing," Novus said, diverting Terron's 
attention from Syn. "But, | couldn't afford to let that demon anywhere 
near you. Enough of that, though. The city is being consumed by the 
Plagued Ones. We must act and eliminate as many of them as 
possible to protect those that reside here and locate Zekra." 


"But there's too many of them!" Syn cried hopelessly, already having 
hysteria taking over him. "We can't kill all of them! There's five to 
every one you kill! They're endless!" 


"There's no such thing as an endless supply of Plagued Ones,” 
Novus snarled. "There is a limit. Do not believe this situation is 
hopeless." 


"But there's so many of them!" Syn wailed, tears forming in his eyes. 
"| don't want to do this again! I've had enough encounters with these 


stupid ghost things! | just want to leave!" 


Syn's breath started to shorten as his pupils became even larger, 
nearly filling up his entire irises. Novus cast the Snivy an agitated 
glare as the fire in his eyes seemed to grow. Without warning, he 
smacked the Snivy across the face with his front paw, sending the 
child tumbling to the ground. Tears ran down Syn's now-charred 
cheek as he remained on the ground, whimpering to himself. Terron 
was about to help Syn back up, but Impetus managed to do so first. 
She carefully helped the child back to his feet, only for him to bury 
his face into her leg. She offered him no console, choosing to remain 
still, but didn't push him away. 


Terron cast a vicious glare at the Quilava. 
"What did you do that for?!" Terron screamed angrily. 


"The child was becoming hysteric," Novus stated with a tense scowl. 
"| had to prevent him from entering shock, even if it involved 
violence. Entering shock is the worst possible thing to happen right 
now." 


"You didn't have to hit him though!" Terron cried. "What kind of 
Pokémon does that?!" 


"Those who desperately wish for their teammates to remain 
composed!" Novus snapped. "Do not argue with me! For if you have 
forgotten, we are in a dire situation that requires our undivided 
attention! Do not focus on this petty argument! Focus on the demons 
that will consume you!" 


Terron screamed something at the Quilava, but his words were 
unheard thanks to the ghastly shriek of three Plagued Ones now 
launching themselves at Impetus and Syn. The Mienfoo spat out a 
stream of star-shaped energies at the monsters as they closed in on 
her, immediately terminating their existence once the stars made 
contact with their bodies. With a small pant, she grabbed the Snivy 


by the arm and ripped him off her leg before placing him back on the 
ground. 


"Are you guys okay?" Terron asked, losing the rage in his voice as 
concern took over. 


"Do not worry about us," Impetus said. "We must fight and find 
Zekra. Then, fight all we can. That's all that matters. Nothing else 
does in times like these." 


"But that doesn't make up for the fact-" 


Terron suddenly felt something tackle into him, causing him and the 
entity to roll backwards, away from his teammates. The Cubone saw 
his teammates trying to chase after him in his blurry vision, but they 
were then intercepted by a large horde of Plagued Ones that 
completely obscured them from Terron's view. 


When Terron finally came to a halt, he found himself staring directly 
into the eyes of a Kecleon Plagued One. It had its long tongue 
wrapped around his body, making him completely immobile as it kept 
its face pressed up against his helmet. He could barely breathe 
thanks to the tight constraints. He tried to stomp the ground to make 
an earthquake, but the bindings held firm. 


" Why are you resisting? We only wish to take you home. Why do 
you not want to return home?" 


"I've told you... monsters before..." Terron gasped. "I'll never... go 
with you..." 


" But why? We can give you answers if you come with us. You want 
answers, don't you? We have answers to what's happening to you 
and why you cannot remember anything." 


Terron suddenly felt the soothing feeling creep into his soul. He tried 
to fight it off, but found that his will was faltering. Whatever the 


Plagued One was doing to him was doing its job well. He could feel 
his thoughts already drifting away into a void. 


"Stop it..." he said feebly. "I... | don't wanna go... you're lying..." 


"But we gave you answers last time and they were true, were they 
not? Your friend was using you as a puppet. That was no lie. We 
spoke the truth." 


"Shut up..." Terron rasped. "I'm... I'm not going..." 
" Sorry, but you must, whether you like it or not." 
BZZZT! 


The Cubone felt a bolt of lightning strike into his helmet, which then 
flooded into the Plagued One holding him. It let out a loud, ungodly 
scream before it burst, freeing Terron from its clutches. The strange, 
mind-numbing sensation immediately left his being. He gasped 
frantically, trying to catch his breath as he looked over to see who 
had helped him. 


He found Len rushing to his side, his fur giving off bright sparks of 
electricity. 


"Terron, are you alright?" the Luxray asked, eyes wide with worry. 
"Did that Plagued One do anything to you?" 


"No, | feel fine," Terron said quickly. 


"Good," Len said before abruptly bringing his attention to the skies 
filled with ghostly masses. "I don't know why these Plagued Ones 
have decided to attack Aurora Town, but that doesn't matter at the 
moment. We must bring order to our distraught members who fled 
before | could come to provide instructions as how to face this crisis. 
Where are your team members?" 


"Team members... my team..." Terron said slowly, not understanding 
the meaning behind the terms. 


"Team Vendetta, human!" Len shouted. "Where is the rest of Team 
Vendetta?! Don't tell me your amnesia has worsened!" 


Terron's eyes widened as he suddenly remembered his friends. It 
seemed part of his mind was still being affected by whatever the 
Plagued One did to him. He hastily brought his gaze back to where 
he last saw his three teammates, only to find a swarm of the foul 
creatures still there, attacking those they were surrounding. 


The Cubone rushed after the creatures as quickly as he could 
manage, but Len was quick to pass him up thanks to his swifter 


agility. 


"Do not come near the swarm!" Len yelled as he cast a tense glare 
at Terron. "Get away from here! Your helmet will only draw away my 
electricity! Leave this area!" 


"But-" 


“Leave, now!" Len ordered sternly. "Don't argue with me! | will rescue 
your teammates, but that won't be possible when you act as a 
lightning rod!" 


Terron grit his teeth at the remark, but he knew he had to listen to 
Len. If Terron tried to stop the Plagued Ones, then Len would no 
doubt notice that they weren't attacking him. While Terron still didn't 
understand why this was, he knew that it might make him look very 
suspicious. He didn't want that to happen. 


With regret filling him, Terron turned tail and ran the other way. He 
had no idea where he was going, but none of that seemed to matter. 
He looked back at the Luxray as he fled from the sight. 


The Luxray was rushing at the swarm as his fur became bright with 
the static coursing through him. He then seemed to gather all of the 
electricity he could manage before releasing all of it at the legion of 
demons. A brilliant light filled the air around him as dozens of bolts 
left his body, each striking at least ten Plagued Ones. The ghastly 


figures each let out loud, anguished wails as their beings exploded 
upon contact, slowly clearing the massive wall of Plagued Ones. Len 
then dove into the storm of demons as his body became infused 
static, plowing through any Plagued Ones that happened to get in his 
way. 


Before Terron could see any more, he suddenly felt himself crash 
into the side of a building. His skull prevented the pain that should 
have come from the impact, but his brain still felt slightly rattled as he 
pulled himself from off the wooden surface. He took his mask off and 
put his free hand to the side of his head. 


"GET AWAY FROM ME! PLEASE, LEAVE ME ALONE!" 


Terron looked to his side to find a Caterpie crawling through the 
streets right beside him, tears flowing down its face. Right behind the 
little one were a small group of four Plagued Ones, all eagerly 
closing in on the child. 


The Cubone quickly shoved his helmet back onto his face as he ran 
after the Caterpie. With one quick motion, he threw a club at the 
creatures, instantly extinguishing their existence as it sailed right 
through their forms. Yet, the child didn't stop as Terron's bone 
returned to him. The Caterpie didn't seem to realize that it was no 
longer being pursued. 


"Kid! Stop running!" Terron cried as he chased after the bug. "You're 
okay now!" 


The Caterpie seemed to fall on deaf ears and continued to scurry 
away in a blind panic. Frustrated, Terron picked up his speed and 
scooped up the bug into his arms. The child squirmed and screamed 
frantically, shooting a line of silk at the Cubone from its mouth. The 
silk quickly started to wrap around Terron's head, making it 
impossible for him to see. 


"Stop it!" Terron urged. "I'm trying to help you! You have to stay calm! 
Where are your parents?!" 


"Let me go! Let me go!" the Caterpie cried hysterically. 


Suddenly, Terron could no longer feel the bug in his hands. It had 
completely disappeared. Fearing the worst, Terron took the sharp 
end of a bone club and made a long incision down his silk-covered 
face. With a tear now formed, the Cubone ripped the substance 
mask off his skull and tossed it to the ground. 


Much to his horror, Terron found two Plagued Ones before him, one 
a Gabite and the other a Zangoose. The Gabite was holding a now- 
unconscious Caterpie in its grasp. The two monsters shot Terron evil 
smiles as the Gabite held out the feeble child to him. 


" Sorry we had to steal this child from you," the Gabite sneered. "But, 
you certainly weren't going to have any use with this child. | think we 
did you a favor by taking him from you." 


"You monsters..." Terron growled. 


" Well, that's a very funny thing to say, coming from you," the 
Zangoose teased. "Calling us monsters when YOU are no different 
than us." 


Terron grimaced at their accusation. So they knew that he was going 
to become a Plagued One in time. Somehow, they knew that. 


" Well, thank you for this child," the Zangoose chuckled. "/'m sure 
he'll be wonderful to us. He'll be of great help." 


Terron tossed a bone club at the Zangoose and Gabite, obliterating 
them completely. The Caterpie dropped to the ground with a dull 
thud just as Terron's bones returned to his hands. He rushed over to 
retrieve the small Pokémon, but before he could, something with 
sharp claws pinned him down, face-first. The Cubone swiveled his 
head around to see who his assailant was, only to find the Gabite he 
had just destroyed moments ago. 


"How did you...?" Terron tried to say. 


"What? You thought when you killed us, we were gone forever?" the 
Gabite asked with a sneer. "Well, | hate to disappoint you, but it 
doesn't work like that. We just reform a little while later after you ‘kill’ 
us. You can't actually get rid of us. We usually just leave you alone 
for a little while after we come back, which is why you never know 
we can reform. Didn't you ever wonder why it's so hard to resist us?" 


"But... you came back so quickly..." Terron said quietly. 


" Well, some of us just come back a little faster than others," the 
Gabite chuckled. "Depends on who it is." 


Streams of wisps merged back together in front of the Cubone 
before solidifying and forming the Zangoose Plagued One, not a 
single scratch upon it. It then flew over to the feeble Caterpie before 
gathering it up its arms, grinning eagerly. 


" See you around, Terron,"” the Zangoose said to the Cubone witha 
wave. "We're expecting you soon." 


The Gabite cackled as it released its hold on Terron and joined the 
Zangoose as they took off into the skies with the bug in tow. Terron 
weakly got back to his feet, feeling the remorse from not being able 
to save the child. But, he was not allowed to mope long, for he heard 
someone running up behind him. Terron turned his head back to find 
Eclair coming to a halt, her maw twisted into a scowl. 


"Accursed demons," she snarled. "They've taken yet another before 
my eyes." 


The Ninetales brought her attention to the Cubone, giving him a long 
stare. 


"Yet, they did not carry you away, child," Eclair stated cautiously. 
"They attacked you, but they did not treat you like their other victims. 
They did not swarm you, and they did not inflict their lethal attack 
upon you. Why is this so? Why are you being treated differently...?" 


She narrowed her gaze at the Cubone, as if she were trying to pierce 
into his soul to find the answer. 


"| don't know," Terron said uneasily, turning his eyes away from the 
penetrating gaze. "I really don't know..." 


Eclair remained silent for a moment before removing her gaze from 
the Cubone. 


"| Suppose pondering in this now would distract us from what must 
be done now," she said, trying to dismiss the thought. "Tell me, 
where is your team? Why are you separated from them? It is not 
wise to be separated from others in this crisis, no matter how strong 
you may be. If | had a choice, | too would not remain so isolated. But 
those demons took the one who was with me, thus forcing me to 
remain alone in this ill-fated encounter." 


She grimaced at the thought as she attempted to hold back the bitter 
feelings that were no doubt welling up inside her. 


Upon hearing Eclair's question, Terron suddenly remembered his 
teammates that were being surrounded by Plagued Ones. He looked 
back in the direction where he last saw Len, only to find that the 
storm of demons was gone, along with his teammates and the 
Luxray leader. Terron's heart stopped beating as a wave dread 
overcame him, numbing his thoughts and body. 


"No... they... they can't be gone. They just can't! They have to be 
alive!" Terron screamed, panic slowly taking over him. "Len said he'd 
help them escape! They had to have escaped!" 


"Terron, keep yourself composed!" Eclair demanded. "Do not let the 
hysteria consume you! If you can stifle it, | will help you find your 
team as we try to bring order to our distraught members. Your friends 
are no doubt still within the vicinity, but you must compose yourself in 
order for me help. Otherwise, you will be nothing but a burden." 


The Cubone reluctantly nodded as he took in a few deep breaths. 
His heartbeat gradually returned, only for it to pump loudly in his 
chest. He could feel it in his ears, drowning out the screams of 
civilians and gibberish of the Plagued Ones. 


Even still, he managed to compose himself for the most part. He had 
to keep himself calm if he wished to find the rest of his team. When 
the Ninetales saw this, she bent down and allowed the Cubone to 
climb onto her back. Once he was securely seated and managed to 
grab ahold of her mane, she took off running in the direction in which 
Terron pointed to. 


"Tch, Len, you fool," Eclair cursed under her breath. "You should 
have known not to combat the Plagued Ones by yourself in an 
attempt to rescue those members. Now you leave me with this child 
who is wrought with worry thanks to you. Why did you make such an 
ignorant choice?" 


Zekra landed back upon the ground after having avoided an 
unintentional blast of ice from a Piloswine who was aiming fora 
Plagued One. She twitched uncontrollably as she looked back at the 
Pokémon, only to find that they were now gone, most likely taken by 
a Plagued One. Her eyes darted around after seeing this, searching 
to see if there were Plagued Ones coming her way. Though she saw 
thousands of the demons flying through the skies above her, none of 
them were coming after her. 


She opened her false Scyther wings once more before speeding 
down the street full of panic-stricken Pokémon. She knew not where 
she was at the moment. She knew she was still somewhere in some 
town, but that was all she knew. She didn't know what section of the 
town she was in, how far away the exit was, or even the name of 
such town. But, that wasn't a concern at the moment. More urgent 
matters were on her mind. 


She had to leave the city. She couldn't stay with these horrid 
creatures infesting everything in sight. Nothing else mattered. 


A Plagued One suddenly flew at her from behind in an attempt to 
catch her off guard, but Zekra saw the blur of movement in the 
corner of her eye. She instantly turned around as she flew, bringing a 
Scyther blade down upon the oncoming demon. It dissipated upon 
contact, the residue steaming off her arm. 


A chill spread up her limb, making her lose feeling in the arm 
completely. She winced as the cold spread through her limb and 
threatened to change her back into a Zorua, but she didn't let that 
happen. She forced herself to remain in the Scyther form as the chill 
disappeared, her bladed arm seemingly tingling with a strange 
energy she couldn't identify. And yet, she saw no reason to dwell in 
that odd circumstance. There was no reason to. 


Zekra twisted her mouth in a scowl and then zipped through the air 
once more with the speed and grace of a ninja. 


As she sped through the city, Zekra saw several Pokémon becoming 
consumed by the foul creatures. The Plagued Ones would strike 
their victims with a claw, where the Pokémon would proceed to faint 
upon contact, only to be carried away by a Plagued One to 
somewhere in the sky. No one was spared such fate. Children, 
elders, and the sickly were all captured by the demons. Several of 
these poor souls attempted to resist the Plagued Ones, and they 
were able to fight off quite a few for a while, but it always ended the 
same way. The victim would eventually become overwhelmed, 
whether it was after one Plagued One or twenty, and then a single 
Plagued One would inflict the strike. 


And yet, even as Zekra saw such gruesome scenes, she did not feel 
anything. She didn't feel pity upon seeing those around her get taken 
away by the ghastly figures. She didn't feel rage at seeing the 
Plagued Ones consume the entire town. She felt nothing. Any time 
somebody called out for her help, she turned a deaf ear to their cries 
and continued to run. 


She didn't care about anyone. She had to escape. 


The sun started to set behind Zekra, which meant that nightfall was 
soon to descend upon the town. She could tell that those around her 
were becoming unnerved by the sight, since they would not be able 
to see their assailants, but Zekra didn't feel their fear. She wasn't like 
them. Darkness was her ally. She could see through the black the 
night brought. 


A group of ten Plagued Ones suddenly swooped in on her from high 
above. They laughed gleefully as they descended upon her, claws 
poised to strike and teeth revealed to sink into her flesh. The false 
Scyther forced herself to a halt as she brought her gaze up to them. 


" GIIAAAH!" she screeched. 


She leapt up and swiped her scythes at the oncoming ghastly 
figures. Four of the ten figures were impaled by her blades, 
immediately disappearing from existence upon making contact. 
Zekra once again flinched at the unbearable cold that spread into her 
body, but she refused to let it distract her. She only grit her teeth, 
tolerating the feeling as it slowly faded away. 


As this happened, the other six creatures she had missed 
maneuvered around her sporadic movements to impact her. Just as 
one was to chomp down upon her arm, Zekra shifted her form into 
that of her true self, just barely preventing the creature from sinking 
its fangs into her. 


With a loud cry, she opened her maw and shot out a whirling vortex 
of black rings at two of the demons before her. It completely 
consumed them, eradicating their forms instantly. Yet, it did not take 
care of the remaining Plagued Ones. The second her attack ended, 
they were quick to lunge at her, ready to render her unconscious. 


Thankfully, a blast of water and fire were able to prevent such thing 
from happening, effectively eliminating the last ones of the group. 
Zekra gracefully landed back upon the ground, bringing her attention 
to the ones who had saved her. Standing a few feet away from her 


were an Azumarill and Arcanine, both of whom were staring at her 
with anxious eyes. 


"Zekra, I'm glad you're okay!" the Azumarill said as she sighed in 
relief. "| thought you were a goner for a second! It's a good thing 
Bane and | were around here!" 


"Yeah, one second we're out buying supplies for the Fellowship, and 
then the next second, there's these irritating abominations swarming 
everyone," the Arcanine grumbled. 


The Zorua stared at them with blank, glazed-over eyes, tilting her 
head slightly to the side. They seemed familiar somehow, but she 
couldn't tell why that was. She considered the thought of searching 
through her memories, but then something in her mind insisted that 
she did not know these creatures and that they were delusional. It 
told her to instead focus on the present and resume escaping from 
the city. 


"Zekra, it's us," the AZumarill said cautiously. "You know, Rayne and 
Bane? What are you doing out here? Where's your team?" 


Zekra squinted her eyes at the creature, not understanding what the 
Azumarill was talking about. She was to search her memories once 
again, but just as before, some part of her mind stated there was no 
reason to. It told her to ignore the Azumarill and flee. It told her she 
was going to die unless she got away from the sight as quickly as 
possible. 


Zekra, upon hearing this, instantly bolted from the spot and ran 
toward the outskirts of the city. She didn't know why she was 
listening to these strange thoughts in her mind, but she didn't care 
about that at the moment. She didn't care about anything except her 
survival and listening to the heeding words of her instincts. She just 
knew she had to listen to those thoughts. 


"Zekra! Zekra! Wait!" the Azumarill called after her. 


The Zorua ignored the yelling and continued running. She could see 
an exit nearing her. It was the border of the city that led into the 
outside world where the wild Pokémon lived. 


Zekra didn't smile. She only started to move faster. 


The Arcanine and Azumarill abruptly blocked her path with their 
bodies, somehow having passed her up without her realizing it. She 
grimaced as she attempted to run around them, but the AZumarill 
was quick to act and dove at the Zorua, grabbing Zekra with her blue 
paws. The Zorua let out several incoherent snarls as she struggled 
to break free, but to no avail. The AZumarill's grasp was too strong 
for her. 


"Zekra, what's gotten into you?!" the water-type asked. "Where are 
you going?!" 


The Zorua continued thrashing about, finding no reason to answer 
the creature's question. She just wanted to escape and live. 


"Zekra! Answer me!" 
Kill. Kill and live. Kill and live. 


Zekra stopped struggling as a voice entered her mind, quietas a 
whisper. Her heart seemed to stop as a presence filled her mind, 
contaminating her. 


kill them. KILL THEM. KILL THEM. 


Zekra's body suddenly filled with the agonizing cold she had felt 
whenever she touched the Plagued Ones. She let out a low cry as it 
spread into her mind, completely snuffing out all of her thoughts. All 
of her thoughts, that was, except for the voice. 


Without warning, Zekra swiped a claw at the Azumarill, raking her 
face. She flinched as she dropped the Zorua, clutching the gnash 


that bleed profoundly. Zekra let out more snarls as the voice grew 
louder in her mind and the chill crept through the rest of her body. 


KILL THEM. KILL THEM. KILL THEM. FINISH WHAT HAS BEEN 
STARTED. 


Zekra's amulet gave off a flash, and then her entire body was coated 
in a blinding illusion light. An unnatural scream echoed from within 
the light, sounding absolutely nothing like Zekra's. 


When the light ceased, there was no longer a Zorua; there was now 
a Scyther. A vicious, crazed Scyther with an unnerving glare that 
held eyes that dilated and pinpointed at a rapid pace. 


Rayne and Bane tensed at the sight, scared stiff. They no longer felt 
that they were looking at an illusionist pretending to be a Scyther; 
they thought they were looking at a demon. They thought that what 
now stood before them was a creature that had risen out of the 
underworld and was ready to reap their souls right out of their 
bodies. 


"Zekra...?" Rayne whimpered. 
"| HAVE TO LEAVE!" 


A frightening, powerful voice screamed out of Zekra's mouth, 
penetrating the air with a horrific echo. Rayne and Bane felt an icy 
chill run up their spines at hearing the voice, but it wasn't because 
the voice was that of a monster; it was because the voice was still 
unmistakably Zekra's. 


"| HAVE TO LEAVE!" Zekra screeched, her words echoing in their 
ears and driving a deep fear into their core. "GET OUT OF MY 
WAY!" 


"L-Leave?!" Rayne gasped. "But you can't! You have to stay here to 
protect everyone in Aurora Town! You can't just abandon your 


responsibilities as a Fellowship member! You have to fight the 
Plagued Ones!" 


"| NEED TO LEAVE!" the false Scyther insisted madly. "| NEED TO 
LEAVE! 1 CAN'T DIE HERE!" 


"Calm down, kid!" Bane barked. "Get ahold of yourself! Stop thinking 
about yourself and fulfill your job as a Fellowship member! Fight the 
Plagued Ones! Don't run away from them! Don't make us force you 
to stay here!" 


Zekra shot an intense glare the two, causing Bane and Rayne to 
cringe and take a step back. 


" GHAAAH!" 


Zekra zipped forward, her scythes gleaming eerily as she closed in 
on the two. Rayne and Bane flinched, but were quick to fire their 
respective elements at her, seeing that she completely dead set on 
killing them. She sprang into the air just as the two attacks were to 
impact her, hissing as she landed in between the two of them with 
bladed arms positioned to sever their necks in an instant. 


Upon seeing the sight of death's blade, the two leaders instinctively 
fired their attacks at her. Unfortunately, the Scyther leapt out of the 
way, Causing both of them to inadvertently attack the other. 


Bane let out a loud, blood-curdling howl as Rayne's water doused 
him, blowing him back until he slammed into the side of a building. 
Rayne was impacted by scorching heat, but luckily for her, the pain 
was minimal and was quick to snap her out of her confusion. When 
she saw Bane, who was whimpering pathetically as he struggled to 
his feet, she quickly brought her gaze back to Zekra. The Scyther 
was Staring back at Rayne, her erratic complexion now disturbingly 
empty and soulless. The Azumarill curled her paws into fists as her 
normally peaceful eyes seemed to become aflame. 


"| knew we should have gotten rid of you!" Rayne screamed. "I told 
Len that having kids in the Fellowship would do things to you, 
especially since you were already traumatized, but he didn't listen to 
me or Bane! He said to just accept your decision! And now look 
what's happened because we listened to him! You've become a 
psychopath!" 


The Azumarill spat out a beam of frigid ice at the false Scyther, her 
rage increasing the power. Zekra leapt out of the way, saying nothing 
as she zipped at the Azumarill with scythes held in scissor formation. 
Rayne scowled as a tornado of water surrounded her tail, then 
tossed it at Zekra with all her might. 


The Scyther attempted to get out of the way, but was suddenly 
grabbed by her false wings by a shook-up Bane before being tossed 
into the oncoming attack. Zekra let out an ear-piercing scream as the 
water impacted her, encasing her into its torrent before it sent her 
flying into a nearby tree. The second the attack ceased, Bane 
followed up with a breath of flames that were slightly weaker than 
normal due to how he had been smothered by water. 


The tree became engulfed in fire as Zekra's body became one with 
the flames. Rayne and Bane watched the tree burn in silence, no 
longer able to see Zekra within. Rayne wanted to put out the fire so 
that Zekra would not be burned alive, but something within the 
Azumarill was holding that back: her seething rage that made the 
water within her soul boil. 


"Rayne... you should really put out that fire," Bane said weakly. 
"She can suffer a little longer," Rayne said bitterly as she watched 
the flames consume the tree. "She deserves it for making me attack 
you like that." 


She scowled as another unpleasant thought came over her. 


"We shouldn't have kept those children in the Fellowship," she 
muttered irritably. "Team Vendetta... that very name was a sign that 


they should have left. That name screams that the kids are in terrible 
psychological condition. They should have been with some 
replacement family, growing up the way kids normally do. They could 
have learned to get over their traumas better that way and wouldn't 
be in any danger that constantly makes the trauma worse. And they 
wouldn't have to die today." 


Rayne waited to hear what Bane's reaction would be. She suspected 
he would agree with her, but say that there was nothing they could 
do now to change the problem and that they would have to live with 
it. She anticipated such a response to come any second. 


But the Arcanine never spoke. Not understanding why he was 
remaining silent, Rayne turned her head to see what was wrong with 
Bane... 


... only to find that he was collapsed on his side and out cold, dark 
wisps escaping from his back. 


Rayne felt her heart skip a beat as she tried to figure out what had 
just happened. But, before she could do that, she felt dark, 
oppressive energy surge into her back. She let out a loud wail as she 
fell forward, her mind becoming disoriented as terrible emotions 
flooded through her being. She feebly brought her head off the 
ground, only to find a Zorua standing over her, her body charred and 
dripping wet as her eyes burned with a light that rivaled that of the 
Plagued Ones'. 


"Zekra... how... how did...?" Rayne tried to ask. "I Saw you... you 
were... you were hit... how are you...?" 


The Zorua's eyes gave off a murderous flash as she raised a paw 
into the air before slamming it down onto the Azumarill's head, 
instantly silencing the water-type. Zekra gazed upon the 
unconscious Azumarill, making sure that she had knocked out the 
creature so it would not bother to fight her once again. 


" Skree!" 


Zekra leapt back as a Haunter Plagued One suddenly descended 
upon the Azumarill. It scooped her up in its disembodied claws 
before taking off into the swarms in the skies high above, laughing 
joyously. Zekra looked behind her to find that the Arcanine was being 
treated to the same fate, only being carried by a Charizard Plagued 
One. 


Not wishing for the same thing to happen to her, Zekra bounded for 
the city's exit once more. Nightfall had come upon the town, 
shrouding everything in darkness, but none of that was of concern to 
Zekra. The exit was so close to the Zorua. In just another minute, 
she'd escape from the city and hopefully be free from the Plagued 
Ones. 


Salvation was within her grasp. 


"Little Zekra, it brings me such melancholy to see you in this dreadful 
situation." 


The Zorua brought herself to a halt as she let out a low growl. 
Someone was no doubt going to try and prevent her from leaving the 
city once more. She crouched into a hostile stance as she glanced 
around, trying to find the source of the voice in the darkness. 


The unknown entity let out a dispirited sigh. 


"| see... So this is what's happened to you. I'm sorry for what I'm 
about to do, but it must be done for your own sake, and possibly 
everyone else's.” 


Zekra became tense at the remark. Her eyes darted around in every 
direction, but she found no one. 


There was a sudden impact to the back of her head. The Zorua 
immediately fell forward, but she didn't hit the ground. Instead, she 
landed in someone's arms and not even a second later, she felt 
something sharp and cold pierce into her scalp. She tried to look up 
to see who had attacked her, but she found she couldn't. Her vision 


was fading, and her body felt weak. She could only let her eyes 
close as the world around her slowly disappeared into nothingness. 


"Sleep, Zekra. It will let you leave this nightmare. You're safe in 
slumber." 


Those were the last words the Zorua heard before she felt herself 
completely drift away. 


Syn, Impetus, and Novus stayed right behind Len as the four ran 
through the streets of Aurora Town, panting heavily from the non- 
stop running. The four had escaped their close encounter with the 
legion of Plagued Ones a while ago by combining all of their efforts, 
only to be met with yet another swarm. But, rather than stay and 
fight, the four had attempted to hide from the demons by running 
inside the Fellowship. Unfortunately, such plan failed to work, as the 
creatures followed them inside and flooded any barricaded rooms 
through the windows. Due to this, they were forced to flee out of the 
giant tree through a great deal of combat with the demons. 


Now, having just escaped the base, the four ran to the area where 
Len had last seen Terron. A horde of Plagued Ones were right on 
their tails. 


"Begone, putrid creatures!" Novus screamed as he swiveled his 
head back and blasted the demons with a large pillar of red flames. 


The entire swarm was consumed by the attack, letting out loud 
screams as their forms dissipated into oblivion. The Quilava let out a 
snort as he brought his attention back in front of him. 


"How much further to Terron, Fellowship leader?" Novus asked. 


"Just a little bit more," Len answered. "Ignore your fatigue the best 
you can." 


The four pushed themselves as they came into the section of the city 
where the Cubone was last. However, upon entering the area, Len's 
eyes became wide with terror. He forced himself to a stop as he 
looked around frantically, his eyes becoming bright. The members of 
Team Vendetta followed suit and brought their attention to the 
Luxray. 


"What's wrong?" Syn asked anxiously. 


"Terron is no longer here," Len answered tensely. "He was here 
when | last saw him... and now he is no longer. | see him nowhere. 
He's not even behind the buildings." 


"You can see through the buildings?" Impetus asked curiously. 


"Yes, it's an ability we Luxray have," Len said as he continued to 
glance around. "It lets us find our young when they become lost and 
find prey attempting to hide from us. Still, Terron is not here. | would 
consider the possibility that he's dead now, but seeing as how two of 
you and him have evaded the Plagued Ones before, | see no reason 
as to why he couldn't do it again." 


"Where do you think he'd be?" Syn asked. 


"I'm not sure, but waiting here and thinking about that won't solve 
anything," Len answered. "We'll have to keep searching. However, 
he will not be our primary concern anymore. | must also find the 
members of the Fellowship that fled before | came. | must bring 
order back to any cowardly members and rekindle their will to fight. If 
we see Terron, then we will save him. But, we will no longer look 
exclusively for him." 


"But... you said you'd bring us to Terron!" Syn cried. "You can't just 
change your mind! And Zekra too! She's gone missing and we want 
her back too! You have to help us find them both!" 


"Sorry, but | cannot concern myself with the individual needs of my 
members for much longer," Len said quietly. "| must focus on helping 


the Fellowship as a whole now to deal with this crisis. You must 
understand that." 


Syn started to yell something, but was quickly stopped by Novus. He 
shook his head as he placed a paw in front of the Snivy. 


"Do not argue, child," the Quilava spoke. "The Fellowship leader is 
right. We cannot divert all of his attention onto Terron and Zekra. 
There are others in more dire need and it is best if we help him in 
such." 


"So you want Terron and Zekra to get taken away by the Plagued 
Ones?!" Syn shouted incredulously. "You just wanna forget about 
them?!" 


"Of course not!" Novus snapped. "Why would | wish to abandon the 
members of my team?! It's only that | cannot prioritize them in this 
situation! Those two can take care of themselves until we find them! 
There are others who require more of our attention! Listen to your 
Fellowship leader! Do not let your emotions cloud your better 
judgment, you insolent child! Stifle them!" 


"Shut up!" Syn screamed. "I'd rather be insolent and care about my 
friends than be a heartless monster who'd abandon those friends in 
an instant!" 


The flames upon Novus's head intensified as he shot Syna 
malevolent glare, causing the Snivy to cringe back at the sight. Yet, 
before Novus could do anything, Len immediately stepped in 
between the two, his teeth bared. 


"Both of you, stop this at once!" Len snarled. "You must work 
together if you wish to get through this crisis we now find ourselves 
in! Bickering among each other will only-" 


Without warning, a Luxray Plagued One slammed into Len, sending 
the two flying across the ground. Len was about to send a bolt of 
static at the Plagued One, but then, he saw the creature's fiery eyes. 


He only looked into its eyes for one second before his own eyes 
grew in horror. He swiftly got to his feet and backed away from the 
monster. 


"No... it can't be you..." Len said feebly. "You... you can't be..." 


The Plagued One seemed to let out a strange laugh as a twisted 
smile grew upon its ghostly muzzle. Len slowly shook his head as 
his entire body started to tremble. He had been reduced to nothing 
but a scared, helpless cub. 


"You can't be..." he continued to say. "You can't be... my mother... | 
don't remember my mother. But why do you make me think of her...? 
You can't be... UAH !" 


Len's eyes suddenly glazed over as he became completely still, as if 
he had become paralyzed. The Plagued One lunged at the leader, 
but Impetus was quick to act and formed a sphere of aura energy in 
her paws before firing it at the Luxray. It let out a loud roar a second 
before coming in contact with Len, promptly dissipating in the flash of 
the attack. 


The three quickly made their way over to the Luxray. 
"Len, are you okay?" Syn asked. 


There was no response from the Luxray. He was simply frozen in 
place, his eyes staring absently at the ground below. The Snivy 
nudged him in an attempt to get a reaction, but Len remained in his 
strange state. 


"It seems he has entered a type of shock," Novus noted. "I know not 
why, but it doesn't matter. We need to keep him safe until we find a 
way to bring him back to reality." 


"So we're not going to go after our friends, but we're going to protect 
him?" Syn then asked the Quilava, the bitterness returning to his 


voice. "Whatever happened to helping the Fellowship as a whole? 
You know, protecting others rather than one Pokémon?" 


"This is different," Novus said lowly. "If anything were to happen to 
the leader, then the entire Fellowship would be in a small 
catastrophe, even if there are ten leaders. He is the true leader of 
our Fellowship, and it is our main priority to prevent the Plagued 
Ones from taking him." 


"Well Terron is our leader!" Syn retorted. "If we lose him, we'll fall 
apart!" 


"This Luxray is the leader of the Fellowship, not a meager, 
insignificant team!" Novus yelled. "The importance between the two 
is a striking difference! Your reasoning is nonsense! Cease trying to 
disagree with me!" 


"No, | won't, because you're wrong! You're the one who's thinking 
nonsense!" Syn screamed. "We need to save Terron and Zekra! 
They're more important than anything!" 


"Only you agree with that due to you forging a bond with them so 
that you see them as your surrogate parents," Novus stated, making 
Syn flinch. "I see it in your eyes when you look upon those two. | 
know not what happened to your true parents, but you're now using 
Terron and Zekra as your replacement parents. You put them above 
priority of everything else in this situation because of your 
attachment to them. Well child, you need to see that those two can't 
be your parents! As long as you three work for the Fellowship, you 
must never let that type of bond prosper! Because one day, on a day 
like this, you will lose them, and the pain will forever ruin you!" 


The Snivy wanted to say something, but no words were coming to 
his mind. His mind felt bound by some unknown force, and his 
insides felt as though they were filled with ice. He could only stare at 
the enraged Quilava, his eyes wide open in disbelief. 


"Both of you must stop." 


Syn and Novus turned their heads to find Impetus, her ever-serious 
gaze upon them. Her tail flicked behind her as her eyes narrowed. 


"You two both have points in your argument that you need to each 
see," the Mienfoo said. 


She brought the stunned Snivy in her sights. 


"Syn, you need to see that Novus is right with protecting Len," 
Impetus said calmly. "Protect the leader. That is true no matter where 
you are. In my old world, the ones in the pack would always protect 
the leader. Whenever the leader perished, the rest of the pack 
became lost and aimless until a new leader emerged a time later. 
The same will happen here. We must protect Len. That is our 
priority." 


She then glanced over at the Quilava. 


"Novus, telling someone to block out their emotions toward the ones 
they love is not an effective tactic," Impetus said. "No one will listen 
to that. Even if you don't directly say that, they will know what you 
are saying and resist it. We need those emotions. They drive us to 
search for the ones we miss, even when all hope is lost. We cannot 
discard the feelings. We must keep them to make it through this. 
They will keep us going when our bodies can no longer support us. 


"Do you now see what you failed to realize before?" 


The Quilava and Snivy looked at one another for a brief moment 
before letting out a simultaneous sigh. 


"You were right," Syn said quietly. "I really do want to find Terron and 
Zekra... but we've gotta keep the Fellowship safe. That's our job, 
after all." 


"Yes, thank you for understanding," Novus nodded before frowning 
glumly. "And, I'm sorry for my own words. | understand how difficult it 
is to control your emotions... and learning to stifle them is not always 


an ideal option, sometimes. Then also, they are your friends. It is 
normal to feel concerned for them. | Suppose my convincing 
methods were not the best." 


"No, they weren't, but it's okay," Syn said gently. "Terron and Zekra 
are probably doing alright anyway. They're pretty strong." 


"Yes, perhaps they are," Novus said. "I too, hope they are safe. | 
worry for them also..." 


Impetus watched the two from next to Len, both listening to them 
discuss what their current plan would be and keeping an eye out for 
Plagued Ones. She was quite surprised that her words had 
managed to resolve such conflict so easily. She had only intended to 
end the argument by distracting them with her words; she had not 
expected them to reach such an agreed resolution and to speak to 
each other on more friendly terms now. It was truly strange how such 
a thing happened, especially given that one was a fire-type and the 
other was a grass-type. Both were meant to be mortal enemies in 
the wild, so it only made sense that they would argue in the civil 
world. 


Yet, here they were, as acquaintances who worked together with no 
Strife. 


The Mienfoo pondered in what had caused this, and after a brief 
moment, she finally realized what had caused this to happen. But, 
before her mind could properly comprehend her revelation, she saw 
a Ninetales running toward her. Upon her back was a familiar 
Cubone. 


"Terron!" Syn cried happily, throwing up his arms into the air. 


Terron and Eclair came to a stop before the four Pokémon, the 
Ninetales panting heavily from the endless running and having to 
deal with many Plagued Ones. As Terron leapt off her back, Syn ran 
up to the Cubone and hugged him tight. Terron grew alarmed by the 
sudden hug, but was quick to calm down and return the hug. 


"You're okay!" Syn said joyously. "I'm so happy that you're okay!" 
"Yeah, I'm happy to see you too," Terron said with a weak chuckle. 


Eclair was about to smile and say something to the four members of 
Team Vendetta, but then, she noticed Len and his blank state. With a 
gasp, she quickly went up to him. 


"What happened to Len?" Eclair worriedly asked the four as she 
nudged the Luxray with her head in an attempt to get his attention. It 
didn't work. 


"| don't really know," Syn answered. "He just saw this Plagued One 
and then he just froze up like that, like he's in some kind of trance." 


The Ninetales frowned in dismay as she continued her attempts in 
trying to bring Len back into reality. 


"You mustn't stay like this," Eclair said to the Luxray. "There are 
Plagued Ones among us. You must fight! You mustn't be an easy 
target for them!" 


" Exactly!" 


A sudden black and red blur flew toward the group, instantly alerting 
Team Vendetta and the Ninetales. Eclair and Novus opened their 
maws before releasing their scorching flames at the oncoming figure, 
Causing it to swerve out of the way just in the nick of time and land 
upon the ground a few feet away from the group. The five turned to 
face it and see what had tried to attack them. 


It was a Weavile Plagued One. Terron's eyes grew once he saw it. 
"D-Drae?!" he asked in disbelief. 


" Heh, so you recognize me," the Weavile spoke as it turned to face 
the Cubone. "! didn't know if you could, now that | look like this. Well 
then, how's it going, Terron? Do you have time for me to talk to you 

by yourself? If you don't, well, that'll be taken care of right now." 


There was a blur of movement. 


One second later, Terron found himself collapsed against the trunk of 
a tree, his back throbbing painfully. The ones he was just with were 
now being surrounded by dozens of Plagued Ones several yards 
away, and all were doing their best to escape the madness. Yet, 
such a thing seemed impossible with the endless numbers that 
would reform seconds after being destroyed. 


Drae suddenly appeared before the Cubone a second later, wearing 
an amused grin. The Weavile quickly proceeded to pick up Terron by 
the arms and stare into the Cubone's wide eyes. Terron wanted to 
move, but found that his limbs weren't working. He was completely 
stiff, but he Knew it was not out of fear. It was something the Weavile 
was doing to him. Drae's claws were punctured into Terron's body, 
and though it didn't hurt, the Cubone knew it was somehow keeping 
him still. It was preventing him from attacking. 


" You haven't changed at all," the Plagued One said. "You're still that 
annoying kid | saw back on that mountain from about a month ago. 
You still haven't died no matter what happens." 


"Wh-Why are you a Plagued One?" Terron asked uneasily, finding 
that his paralysis was increasing his dread. "You were locked up in 
Dusk Mines... did Erebus finally end up turning you into a Plagued 
One?" 


The Weavile let out a short chuckle. 

" Oh, | was locked up in Dusk Mines alright," Drae said with a slow 
nod. "And then, | became a Plagued One because Yimtri did 
something to me." 


"What did Yimtri do to you...?" Terron asked timidly. 


The Weavile's grin grew wider, allowing the Cubone to see all of his 
razor-sharp teeth. 


"He made me a complete Plagued One. He never intended to, but 
he did. And now I'm this way... just as you will be soon. So very 
soon.” 


Terron gulped. He wanted to say more and tried to get himself to 
move, but his body remained unresponsive. He could not escape his 
captor as Drae stared deep into his soul. He could not speak, as if 
something were binding his tongue. The Cubone could feel the mind- 
numbing feeling come over him again. But this time, it spread much 
more quickly than the other times. It was lulling him to sleep as its 
comfort came over him like a warm blanket. 


His eyes Started to close. 
The world around him started to fade into a mesh of bright colors. 


And then, Terron suddenly found himself landing violently upon the 
ground, instantly snapping him back into reality. The disorienting 
feeing vanished without a trace. 


He quickly opened his eyes to find Drae's body scattering into the 
wind as a tornado of leaves cut him into pieces. When the maelstrom 
vanished, Terron found Novus, Impetus, and Syn standing a few feet 
away from him. Len and Eclair were nowhere in sight. 


"Where'd our leaders go?" Terron asked as he got to his feet, being 
able to feel his legs again. 


"The Ninetales opened up a path for us and told us to go help you," 
Impetus answered. "She is still fending off the Plagued Ones with 
Len now that he has recovered. They also have help now. King 
came shortly before we left. That was what motivated her to let us 
come help you. She did not want to fight alone with Len in his 
strange state." 


Terron glanced over his friends' shoulders to find the mass of 
Plagued Ones from earlier. At that moment, he saw a gap open up 
from the bottom of the legion, and scurrying out were the three 


leaders. They ran as swiftly as they could manage, running into a 
separate part of town as a portion of the Plagued Ones chased after 
them. The other portion immediately caught sight of Team Vendetta 
and flung themselves at the group in their malicious eagerness. 


"We mustn't fight unless it's a necessity," Novus proclaimed. "We 
must bring order to those all around us and find Zekra if possible. 
Staying to fight will only hinder our progress. Is that understood?" 


The three children nodded as they prepared themselves for another 
yet another frantic run through Aurora Town. They did not know how 
long this would last, but they had to do what they could until the 
situation improved. Even now, as exhausted as they were, they 
couldn't give up. They had to make it through this nightmare. 


Return... your work here finished. 


Terron clutched his skull as a quiet, hollow voice entered his mind. 
The voice seemed so familiar to him, and yet, he couldn't think of 
why. He had never heard the voice before. It didn't belong to the 
voice he heard in his mind, nor did it belong to Erebus... 


The voice was bounced off the walls of his cranium, echoing its one 
message endlessly in his mind. He squeezed his eyes shut and 
shook his head to free himself from such voice. His brain began to 
throb painfully. 


"Hey... they're leaving! They're... they're leaving!" Syn cried in 
astonishment. 


Terron opened his eyes to see what the Snivy was talking about, 
only to witness a miraculous sight. Every single Plagued One in the 
area was ascending into the sky, leaving Aurora Town behind in their 
wake. No more demons invaded the city. They were simply drifting 
away into the distance, like a giant storm cloud of ghostly figures. 


"They're really leaving..." Terron said in amazement. "Finally..." 


The four slowly smiled as they watched the thousands of creatures 
disappear far into the dark horizon of the night. They had survived, 
and though there were many concerns on their mind right now, they 
didn't dwell in them for the moment. They wanted to take in that they 
had just lived through a horrifying experience. 


Such intense relief was brought upon them, cleansing them of 
everything upon their minds with its intoxicating feeling. 


"| think I'll keep one of you for the return trip!" 
There was a rush of wind. 

There was the sound of something burning. 
There was a light from a Plagued One's eyes. 


There was a shrill scream that was abruptly silenced a millisecond 
later. 


And then, there was Drae hovering in the air high above the three 
Pokémon, holding his unconscious victim under one arm with a 
snide grin. 

The one in his grasp... 


... Was Syn. 


Terron's heart stopped beating and the world around him seemed to 
stop moving. 


No... this isn't happening... 
It's... it's not real... 
This is just a dream from my exhaustion... 


We're all here right now... safe and sound after having survived the 
Plagued Ones... passed out... 


And I'm having this dream... this nightmare... 
Yeah... 
Yeah... 


Terron blinked. Drae was still there, and Syn was still in his grip. 
Nothing had changed. 


Terron blinked again. Drae was now giving a friendly, teasing wave 
of his claw at the three. 


" [ll be seeing you again, Terron. Thanks for your team member. 
We'll take extra special care of him." 


Before Terron could blink another time, the Weavile was already 
zooming away and was nearly out of sight. 


And then, it finally dawned upon Terron that he had just lost Syn. 


Syn was gone now. He wasn't coming back. He had been stolen by 
the Plagued Ones and soon would be one of them. 


He had lost one of his dearest friends. 
But the Cubone found he couldn't do anything except stand there. 
He had lost the will to scream to the heavens. 


He had lost the will to chase after the Plagued Ones in the vain hope 
that he would somehow get Syn back. 


All he could do was let the tears run down his helmet and let misery 
fill wnat remained of his shattered heart. Quiet wails escaped his lips 
as he felt himself start to drown in his own sorrow. 


"Do not cry. | will find Syn." 


Terron slowly turned his head to find Impetus standing a few feet in 
front of him, her back to him as she gazed up at the star-filled sky. 


"W-What?" he whimpered. 


"| will find Syn," Impetus said again, her voice as tranquil as ever. 
"And | will bring him back. | will follow the Plagued Ones and bring 
him home when | find him." 


"No... Impetus... he's gone," Terron said, his voice straining from the 
lump in his throat. "He's... He's not coming back. You can't find him. 
He's going to be a Plagued One." 


"That doesn't matter. | will find him," Impetus replied. "| know what 
has to be done to do that. | can bring him back. | will bring him 
back... because you need him. You, and Zekra, and Novus, and 
me... we all need him." 


The Mienfoo turned her head to look upon the Cubone. There was a 
gentle smile upon her face. 


"| finally understand now," she said peacefully. "I finally understand 
the question | asked for so long. | asked why Pokemon of clashing 
natures got along in the civil world when it was never the case in my 
old world. | thought there was a special reason that made this world 
so different from my own. But now... after today... | finally 
understand what | could not understand back then. | Know the 
answer now. It's because this world really isn't that different from my 
world. All of you still work together for the same reasons my kind do: 
to survive in life. But, there is something that you have here that 
allows you to work together with those that couldn't in my old world. 


"It's Communication. You can tell each other things that you could not 
in the wild. With this communication... you can develop bonds and 
trust and cooperation that was not possible in my world. | didn't 
realize that, until | saw what my words did to Novus and Syn. My 
words... they allowed the creation of a bond and ended a bitter 


argument. | never thought such a simple thing could be so 
powerful... 


"And now that | Know my answer, | see why you need Syn. His 
communication with you... it crafted a bond and has given you 
strength that you cannot replace. And | want to find that strength and 
bring it back to you. That is why | must go... and find Syn. So you 
may be happy once more. It's my thanks... for helping me find my 
answer." 


"Impetus... you can't leave," Terron sobbed, removing his mask and 
throwing it to the ground. "What are we going to do without you? We 
still have to find Zekra... Please... don't leave Novus and | alone... 
we need you. / need you... Impetus..." 


"Impetus, please reconsider," Novus said quietly, trying to hide the 
own depression in his voice. "If you leave, you'll bring further 
suffering to us. Do you really believe that such an idea is good? And, 
if you leave, who will replace you and your strength? No one else of 
this team is like you." 


The Mienfoo's smile faded as she turned her head away from the 
two. She let out a quiet sigh. 


"Novus..." she said. "... take care of Terron for me. Take my place." 
"Impetus... | can't do that..." Novus tried to say. 
Impetus slowly shook her head. 


“You must and you will. Because you can, Novus," she said 
powerfully. "I believe in you." 


Novus attempted to say something, but found that no words could 
come out of his mouth. He could only gaze at the feral he had 
always conversed with, all of his legs losing feeling. 


The Mienfoo was about to take her first step toward her new journey, 
but suddenly, she felt someone crash into her from behind, almost 
knocking her off-balance. She turned her head to find Terron clinging 
to her for dear life, burying his head into her fur as he soaked her 
with his warm tears. 


"Impetus, please don't leave me!" Terron wailed. "PLEASE! | don't 
want to lose you too! Syn's gone, Zekra's gone, everyone | knew 
from my human life is gone as well! Don't do this to me too! | don't 
want to be alone... | don't want you to leave... Please Impetus... 
Please don't go... | need you... | don't Know what I'm going to do if 
you leave..." 


The Mienfoo looked upon the Cubone in pity, feeling the sadness 
well up inside her. But, she knew that she had made her choice. 
There was no turning back. Even if it hurt to leave the Cubone... she 
had to do it. 


"Terron... please let go of me," she said gently. 


The Cubone shook his head as he tightened his grip around her. 
Impetus turned to Novus for assistance, only to find that he had his 
eyes averted. It seemed that he would be helping neither of the two 
Pokémon. She released a sigh and brought her melancholy gaze 
back to Terron. 


She tried to pull him off her, but found his grip was too strong. Even 
at her full strength, he refused to let go. Desperation had made him 
strong. 


Impetus thought of her question about the civilized world and the 
answer she had received. She thought about how that answer was 
now serving as her guide to let her know what she needed to do 
now. She thought of how much she needed to start her journey. 


And then... she felt something pulse deep within her. It was faint at 
first, like when one has a fleeting memory from long ago cross their 
mind. But then, it started to grow. A gentle yet powerful feeling 


emerged from her soul and spread into her heart, bringing forth a 
pleasant, tingling sensation with it. She could feel it as it remained 
within her chest, waiting for her permission to spread into the rest of 
her being. She did not understand what this odd sensation was, but 
she was not afraid of it. lt was comforting and warm, as if she were 
being wrapped up in a large blanket. 


"Please... give me strength," she whispered. "Give me strength... to 
carry out this mission." 


Impetus closed her eyes and allowed the power to course through 
her. 


Suddenly, a white, ethereal light completely filled Impetus's body. 
Terron was forced to close his eyes to prevent himself from 
becoming blind. He could feel Impetus changing as he clung to her, 
but he didn't dare open his eyes to see what was happening. He only 
stayed attached to her as he waited for the light to disappear, 
keeping a firm grip on her despite how much she was growing. 


"I'm sorry,” said a new, more mature voice. 


Something smacked Terron across the side, forcing him to let go of 
Impetus as he tumbled along the ground. When he managed to get 
himself to stop spinning, he looked back to see what had happened. 


Standing where Impetus once was, was now a Mienshao. It stood 
majestically, letting its long, whip-like fur gather on the ground by its 
feet. Its eyes shined with the wisdom and calm it harbored within. It 
was truly such an amazing Pokémon to behold. 


And then, Terron finally realized that the Mienshao was Impetus. She 
had changed from a curious Mienfoo to a wise Mienshao. 


She had evolved. 


The Mienshao cast Terron a small, gentle smile. 


"Goodbye, Terron," Impetus said. 


She brought her attention to Novus, who was also astounded by the 
evolution. 


"Goodbye, Novus.” 
She turned away from them. 
"I'm glad | was able to meet you two." 


Then, before the Cubone could stop her, she dashed off into the 
darkness in the direction where the Plagued Ones had disappeared 
to. 


In a matter of seconds, she was gone, leaving the two remaining 
members of Team Vendetta alone in the empty world, with misery as 
their only companion. 


No More 


Chapter 33 


No More 


Terron awoke the next day. He didn't know if it was in the morning or 
the afternoon, and he really didn't care to think about it very hard. All 
he knew was that he had slept for an unnaturally long time with 

nightmares plaguing his mind, leaving him with a splitting headache. 


"You're awake now. | was wondering how much longer you would 
sleep, but | didn't want to disturb you." 


Terron knew that voice. He slowly turned around to find that he was 
resting his head against Novus's side, as if using him for a pillow. 
The Quilava was looking upon him, his own eyes bloodshot and 
vacantly sorrowful. It appeared as though he hadn't slept at all 
through the night. 


"But, perhaps it was better for you to remain in slumber," Novus said 
quietly, "rather than to awaken to this catastrophe..." 


Terron stared at the Quilava oddly, not sure what he was saying. 
Wordlessly, Novus gestured his paw at the town all around the two of 
them. Terron followed the Quilava's gaze. 


Aurora Town was completely empty. Though it was probably the 
middle of the day, not a single Pokemon was roaming about. The 
doors to every building were open, homes and markets alike, yet 
none could be seen within. The streets around Terron were eerily 
quiet, with the only sound being the wind blowing through the many 
trees within the vicinity. It was eerily similar to the Dusk Mines, now 
that it was completely isolated from the rest of the world. 


And then, at that moment, the Cubone remembered what had 
happened the night before. 


He remembered the Plagued Ones' attack. How Zekra had run off 
after seeing the demons in a desperate attempt to escape a terrible 
fate. How Drae had taken Syn with him as he left Aurora Town. How 
Impetus had abandoned the team to find Syn. 


How after he was left alone with Novus, he could do nothing but cry 
until exhaustion finally came over him. How he had completely lost 

all hope of finding Zekra again. How Novus stayed beside the poor 

child as Terron fell into a nulling sleep. How neither of them had left 
the very spot they had lost two of their dearest friends, as if in some 
vain hope that their friends would return there. 


Tears filled Terron's eyes as the memories came rushing back to 
him. A hard lump formed in his throat. 


"Everyone's gone..." he whimpered. "Everyone's going to be a 
Plagued One... Syn... Impetus... Zekra... they're all gone..." 


Novus closed his eyes and pushed a strange object toward Terron. 
The Cubone looked down to find that such item was his helmet, 
which he discarded the night before. It seemed that Novus had been 
keeping it safe, even after Terron had forgotten all about it. 


Terron picked it up with trembling hands before setting it back upon 
his head. Though the stinging sorrow in his heart did not fade, his 
eyes no longer felt heavy with water. The mask helped to contain his 
hysteric emotions, something he was very much thankful for. With a 
tired sigh, the Cubone gazed up into the cloudless sky high above. 


"Novus, what do we do now?" Terron asked, his voice quiet and 
sore. "What do we do... now that everyone's gone...?" 


"I'm fairly certain that the Fellowship leaders of Aurora Town are still 
among us," Novus answered blandly. "| suppose we'll have to heed 


their counsel when we rejoin them at the base, seeing as how we're 
one of the few survivors of this incident based what | can observe." 


"When do you want to go see them?" Terron asked. 


"Whenever you wish to," Novus said. "I will go whenever you feel the 
same way. It matters not to me." 


Terron felt his heart sink further into his body as he thought of what 
he would do, now that his friends were gone. None of them were 
coming back. Even if he hadn't actually seen what became of Zekra, 
he knew she was probably gone forever, just like Impetus and Syn. 
What would he do now that it was only him and Novus? Would they 
be able to keep Team Vendetta alive without the spirits of a rational- 
minded Mienfoo, a gifted and imaginative Snivy, and a bold and 
dedicated Zorua, who was the sole reason for why the team even 
existed? Or would they diminish into dust? 


The Cubone found he couldn't think of an answer at the moment. He 
released a sigh and felt a sting of melancholy in his eyes. 


"| don't really want to do anything right now," Terron said. "I just... | 
just want to sit here for a little while." 


"If you insist," the Quilava said with a nod. 


Terron closed his eyes as he turned over and rested the side of his 
head against Novus's fur. He listened to the sounds of the Quilava's 
heartbeat and the small, crackling fire somewhere within his body. It 
helped Terron escape into a world where he was not in Aurora Town 
in his miserable state. Instead, he was in a world where nothingness 
was all that existed and emotions ceased to be. It was a peaceful 
world, and though it was very lonely, Terron did not mind that. It was 
the only world he knew for the moment. 


Reality was far disconnected from him. It almost seemed so surreal 
now that he was in this abyss of emptiness. 


"There you are. I've been searching for you all morning." 


Terron was immediately summoned back into the real world, bringing 
with it the suffering in his heart. With a cringe, he managed to stifle 
the pain and keep his composure. 


Before the Cubone and Quilava was now a familiar Ariados, one that 
Terron hadn't seen in quite a while: Garter. The old bug was looking 
upon the two Pokémon with a pitiful gaze. 


"The other members of your team aren't with you anymore, are 
they?" Garter asked cautiously. 


Terron tried to answer, but his throat became strained and blocked 
his words. Instead, he merely shook his head. The Ariados frowned 
uncomfortably at the sight and shifted in place. 


"I'm sorry that such a fate has come upon your team," Garter said 
remorsefully. "I truly am." 


Terron and Novus said nothing as their eyes became glued to the 
ground. 


"| came here to bring you back to the Fellowship," Garter then said 
gently. "A few of the other leaders and myself have been searching 
for any anyone who's still out here. We want to know how many 
Pokémon are still left after yesterday. So come, let's go to the mess 
hall just like everyone else. | can even carry you there if you do not 
wish to walk." 


"... we'll walk there," Terron said quietly as he got to his feet along 
with Novus. "You don't have to carry us." 


"If you say so," Garter said with a saddened frown. "Well, let's get 
going then." 


Without another word, the three then headed back to the Fellowship 
base through the desolate streets of Aurora Town. 


When the three Pokémon entered into the cafeteria several wordless 
minutes later, they came to find a great gathering of Fellowship 
members. Various teams were grouped together at tables, all sulking 
in sorrow and attempting to comfort one another. Team Valor stood 
together in the background, discussing something amongst each 
other with similar grave expressions and hushed voices. There were 
several members missing from the team, but Terron wasn't sure if it 
was because they had actually lost anyone or if they were simply 
about trying to gather more Pokémon like Garter had mentioned. 


When Terron and Novus were brought to a vacant table, they wearily 
took a seat beside each other. 


"Did you need anything to eat?" Garter asked tenderly. 
"No, | don't want anything," Terron sighed. "I'm not hungry." 


"| share the same feeling," Novus added. "Thank you for your offer, 
Fellowship leader." 


"You're welcome,” the Ariados said with a sad smile. "Now, just stay 
here for a while. Once we've gathered up everyone we've found, 
we'll hold a meeting here to tell everyone what's to happen next. So, 
please be patient until then. If you need any kind of help, you're free 
to ask someone from Team Valor. But, until then, | have things to 
attend to. Take care." 


The two members of Team Vendetta watched the leader walk away 
to join Team Valor's group and speak with them regarding a subject 
they couldn't hear. But, based upon their facial expressions that 
seemed to become more and more depressing as they continued to 
talk, Terron and Novus could safely assume it was something the 
two of them didn't want to hear anything about. 


The Quilava and Cubone exchanged a glance before staring down at 
the table's surface. Terron set his chin upon the table and set his 
bone clubs in front him before letting his arms fall limply to his side. 


He felt so very tired at the moment, and yet, he found he couldn't fall 
asleep. His eyes refused to remain closed for more than a few 
seconds before the sharp sting of a headache shook him back to 
attention. 


He gave up trying to rest, choosing to vacanitly stare into space and 
let his mind drift away into his own personal oblivion. 


Minutes, or perhaps hours, of mournful silence passed. Terron 
wasn't sure how long it had been. What he did know, however, was 
that all Team Valor was now at the very front of the room, standing 
strong despite appearing to be so drained both physically and 
emotionally. As Terron stared at them, he noticed that three of the 
leaders were missing: Rayne, Bane, and Ragnor. They were simply 
gone. 


Before Terron could think about it too much, Len took a step forward 
from his group and began to speak. 


"It seems that everyone that remains from yesterday's incident has 
been gathered here," the Luxray announced to the room full of 
Pokémon. "Well, since this is so, | Suppose now is when we should 
hold the conference." 


Everyone immediately silenced their chatter and brought their 
attention to the seven leaders of the Aurora Town Fellowship. Len 
lowered his eyes as he looked upon the cafeteria, seeing the many 
emotions etched upon everyone's faces. The grief-stricken faces of 
such a small and miniscule amount of survivors. 


This is all? Terron thought to himself, gawking at the room's 
residents. This is all that remains...? 


Terron tried not to think about the loud and crowded Fellowship 
meetings that had been held in the same room just days before. 


" As all of you are aware of, the Plagued Ones assaulted Aurora 
Town yesterday evening," Len began to say, his voice powerful yet 
ringing with remorse. "From what we have managed to gather as of 
now, only a tiny fraction of Aurora Town's citizens remain with us... 
every last one of which is now standing in this room." 


The only survivors... were Fellowship members? Terron realized 
sadly, once more scanning the pitifully small attendance of the 
unfortunate meeting. 


"The thousands of ignorant Pokémon in this very city that have 
supported us for the past twenty years... are no more," the Luxray 
continued, never letting the strength of his voice break with sadness. 
"It is only us that remain, and even then... we have had causalities. 
Of the sixty-six teams of this Fellowship, only ten of the teams 
remain. All of you are those teams who have managed to somehow 
survive the odds, despite losing some of your dear teammates. So, 
in total... of the one-thousand and thirteen Pokémon that served the 
Aurora Town Fellowship... only a meager forty-seven remain..." 


No one dared to say anything as the sheer number of causalities 
was dropped upon them. There wasn't a gasp of surprise. There was 
no more pity. There was only stunned silence. 


"The situation is grim, but we have lived to see today," Len said. 
"Even if we have lost valuable companions, we need to carry on. We 
cannot lose ourselves to the tragedy of what has transpired 
yesterday. We must continue to act as members of the Fellowship. 
And so, this brings to me to what we must do, now that our numbers 
have been significantly reduced and the city we've come to rely upon 
is now wiped clean of civilians. We cannot stay here; there is nothing 
left for us. Instead, we must take it upon ourselves to join with one of 
the other Fellowships. It is with great regret, and great difficulty, 
which | now announce... the 'Aurora Town Fellowship’ shall be no 
more. We must join with a different Fellowship. | don't know which of 
the four we will join, but we will find out as quickly as possible. 


"| need every Pokemon capable of long-distance flight to come see 
me after this meeting concludes to report for messenger duty. | will 
decide if you should go and precisely where you must go, should you 
be called. The rest of you will remain here for what, | can only hope, 
will be four days at maximum. We have enough supplies to keep 
everyone well-fed and nourished, and we can always hunt for more 
larder if we must, but for the time being, there is no more which you 
can do. You will simply need to be patient and spend your days 
within the base. Until there are new developments to our fate, I'm 
afraid | have nothing more to ask of you. 


"lam sorry, my dear followers. | am sorry... for this disaster that has 
come upon us and taken away your closest friends. This day will 
never be forgotten, nor will the proud and faithful warriors which 
walked these halls by our sides." 


Len bowed his head in shame, as did the other leaders behind him. 
No one said anything, as if everyone was giving their respects to the 
ones they lost through the night. 


"And so... the great Aurora Town Special Tasks Fellowship has 
fallen. Its population has been decimated in but a few hours. | never 
thought such a tragedy could actually fall upon such a powerful 
organization." 


A bitter laugh echoed throughout the entire room. Everyone 
immediately brought their gazes to where the voice was coming 
from: the very back of the mess hall. There, standing in the middle of 
an entrance, was a cape-donning Sableye with a wry smile across 
his face. At his side was a Turtwig, completely stoic and not affected 
by the misery all around her. 


A majority of the Aurora Town Fellowship members stared at the two 
with odd glances, not knowing who they might be. They whispered 
among one another, attempting to figure out who the mysterious 
Pokémon were. The few members who no doubt had gone on the 
Erebus Woods mission at one point in time or had been in the 
Fellowship long enough, however, knew exactly who the two 


Pokémon were. They stared at the unexpected visitors with 
dumbfounded gazes. 


Terron felt his mind race with erratic thoughts the second he saw the 
Dusk Mines Pokémon, for he knew of information that none of the 
others were aware of. 


What are they doing here? Have they finally turned into Plagued 
Ones and now they're here to turn the rest of us into Plagued Ones? 
Or are they going to do something to just me? I'm the only one they 
probably even care about... 


"Yimtri... what are you doing here?" Len asked, very surprised to see 
the Dusk Mines leader. "I didn't hear anyone say anything about you 
coming here. And, it's been so long since you last visited our 
Fellowship... or what remains of it. Why are you here?" 


"Yes, it has been quite a while since I've visited. Seventeen years, if | 
remember correctly," Yimtri said thoughtfully. "But, to give you the 
answer to your urgent question, I'm here because one of my 
members had a premonition of what was to happen here. He saw 
Aurora Town becoming overrun by Plagued Ones and informed me 
of such the terrible vision moments after he saw it. And then, 
knowing that such Pokémon's premonitions are rather accurate, 
myself and a few dozen of my members came here as swiftly as we 
could manage so we could attempt to put a stop to the impending 
crisis, even more quickly than usual thanks to the help of Speed 
Seeds given to those who flew us here. Unfortunately, as you can 
obviously tell, our efforts did little to prevent this catastrophe." 


"A fraction of your Fellowship was here when the Plagued Ones 
were attacking?" Len asked in disbelief. "But no one reported seeing 
you! My own team included! Not to mention, you were nowhere in 
sight when we were searching for survivors this morning!" 


Because anyone who saw them got attacked by the Plagued Ones 
or the Dusk Mines members ended up becoming Plagued Ones... 


Terron thought tensely. Or maybe all of the Plagued Ones from last 
night were Dusk Mines Pokémon to begin with... 


The Cubone wanted to get up from his seat and leave, but he found 
he couldn't move. His muscles were paralyzed with anxiety. 


"That's because after all of the Plagued Ones left, | sent my fellow 
members to the next nearest city so that they might rest for the 
night," Yimtri explained calmly. "Now, they are no doubt heading 
back to Dusk Mines, where they will wait for my presence to return. 
You did not see any of us because we worked in the shadows. That 
was the only way to retaliate against the demons without too many 
losses. Then, it also helps when those | brought with me were mostly 
ghosts like myself and could hide within solid objects should Plagued 
Ones try to attack us." 


Len didn't say anything. The Sableye made his way into the mess 
hall, Chloe following right alongside him. When the two were at the 
front of room, they turned around to address the small crowd of 
Pokémon that were watching them with unsure gazes. Yimtri flashed 
his favorite smile and gave a short bow to the audience before him. 


"| do not believe many of you recognize myself and my companion," 
the Sableye said. "Well, allow us to properly introduce ourselves so 
your clouded minds might be made clear. | am Yimtri, leader of the 
Dusk Mines Fellowship, if you haven't figured that out by now. Also 
known as the Fellowship in which you send your criminals to, should 
they choose to fabricate a lie regarding the Plagued Ones whenever 
they speak to you." 


His smile seemed to widen as he watched everyone's eyes grow in 
realization at who he was. He let out a quiet, amused chuckle. 


"And | am Chloe," the Turtwig spoke as she took a step forward. "I 
am my liege's assistant and have been so for the past sixteen years 
. That's all you need to know about me." 


She nodded as she once again resumed her place beside the Dusk 
Mines leader. The Sableye clasped his hands together as he 
scanned his eyes through the crowd of Pokemon. 


"Now that we have introduced ourselves, | will explain the true 
reason as to why we have interrupted your conference," Yimtri then 
said. "I'd like to speak to a few particular Pokemon among you in 
private. A certain team among you, that is. Though | Know not the 
name of such team, | do know the names of each member. So tell 
me, Aurora Fellowship Pokémon; where is the team that consists of 
Terron, Zekra, Syn, and Impetus? Or, if you do not know their 
names, the team made of a Cubone, Zorua, Snivy, and Mienfoo. 
Where are they?" 


Terron's heart stopped beating. He didn't know why Yimtri was 
looking for his team, but he knew it couldn't have been for a good 
reason. After all, Team Vendetta was in a very tense situation with 
the entirety of Dusk Mines that involved their secret about Erebus 
and whatnot. Terron retrieved his bone clubs and slowly sank under 
his table in hopes that Yimtri wouldn't be able to spot him. It was a 
miracle that he hadn't been spotted already, judging by how few 
Pokémon were in the room. 


The Cubone continued to watch the conversation from down below. 


" That's the true reason as to why you've chosen to stay here in 
Aurora Town rather than return to your own Fellowship?" Len asked 
incredulously. "You mean to tell me that you were going to ignore my 
Fellowship's current situation, had it not been that you wanted to 
speak to those children?!" 


"No, of course not," Yimtri frowned. "I still would have remained to 
help assist you, even if | did not need to discuss something with such 
children. Do not believe me to be a soulless little imp; it brings such 
sorrow to know that your team's Fellowship has fallen. | truly thought 
it would stand forever, especially in the hands of such determined 
and capable Pokémon who | once saw on a daily basis. But right 
now, | wish to speak to those children. So if you would, tell me where 


they are. Afterwards, | will soeak with you and see if there is 
anything | can do that would be of great assistance." 


"Why do you need to speak to Team Vendetta?" Len asked with a 
narrowed gaze. 


"Personal matters," Yimtri said quietly. "I'd rather not speak of what 
they might be. But, | can assure that I'm not doing this to shield 
information from you or your team. You have my word. | simply wish 
to speak to the children in private to give them... peace . | cannot 
explain further than that. So, would you kindly tell me where they 
are? Judging they have survived the encounter with the Plagued 
Ones." 


Len contemplated for a moment before releasing a sigh. He closed 
his eyes. 


"Team Vendetta... please come forward," Len called with reluctance. 
"Yimtri would like to speak to you." 


Terron remained hidden from sight, clutching his bones tightly as he 
prayed that he would not be spotted. He could hear others around 
him murmuring things to one another. As he remained deathly quiet, 
Terron remembered that he was the only member of Team Vendetta 
that remained that Yimtri actually knew. The Sableye wouldn't realize 
that Novus was now a part of the team, since he had never met the 
Quilava. And, Terron knew that Novus wouldn't give away his 
location. He probably understood that Terron didn't want to be seen 
at the moment, and would respect his wishes. He could stay out of 
sight, and Yimtri would never think he was there. 


Upon thinking this, Terron felt a small amount of hope sprout in his 
heart. 


"Team Vendetta? Where are you?" Len asked as he opened his eyes 
and craned his neck to look upon the crowd. 


As the Luxray and his team searched about from their positions, 
Yimtri started to frown in slight irritation. He brought his eyes to 
Chloe, where she was quick to return the gaze. They stared at one 
another wordlessly before nodding in an unspoken agreement. They 
went forward and made their way through the gathering of Aurora 
Town Pokémon, carefully searching for the ones they sought. 


Terron held his breath as the two started to pass by his table. Intense 
anxiety built up inside of him as he hoped the Dusk Mines Pokémon 
would fail to notice him. All he had to do was remain silent, but doing 
such was a great task in itself. The dread filling him was 
overwhelming and made him tremble and nearly made him want to 
cry. Even still, Terron managed to remain strong. 


Unfortunately, Chloe was able to spot the Cubone thanks to standing 
low to the ground. The very second she saw him, she came to a halt 
and Terron's heart immediately shattered in despair. 


"I've found the Cubone," Chloe reported. "But, | do not see the 
others.” 


Yimtri also brought himself to a stop. He made his way over to where 
Chloe stood and crouched down to see the little Cubone. The 
Sableye gave what was supposed to be a friendly smile even though 
it was actually very unsettling. 


"Hello there, Terron," Yimtri greeted with a wave. "Would you like to 
step outside with Chloe and myself?" 


The Cubone shook his head and quickly backed away from the 
Sableye, yet remained under the table. He could see everyone 
staring at him, making him extremely uncomfortable. He felt so small 
and frail at the moment. 


Yimtri wasn't pleased to see Terron's lack of cooperation. 


"Sorry, but | do not have the patience to deal with your anxiety," 
Yimtri said. "You're coming with us for just a moment." 


The Sableye proceeded to grab Terron by the wrist and drag him out 
from under the table, like a parent would with an incompliant child. 
Not wanting to create any more of a huge scene in front of so many 
Pokémon, the Cubone let the Sableye take him outside, his Turtwig 
companion walking alongside them. Terron could feel Yimtri's terrible 
aura flooding into his spirit, which seemed even more powerful than 
before, but he did his best to ignore it. Novus followed close behind 
the Cubone, saying nothing and gazing ahead blankly. He had not 
bothered to help Terron resist the Sableye, for it appeared that he 
had been too drained to do so. 


When the three exited the Fellowship base, Yimtri and Chloe took 
Team Vendetta to what appeared to be the main square of town. As 
to be expected, not a single soul was in sight anywhere near the 
area. Once the four had come to the place quite a ways from the 
Fellowship, Yimtri released his hold on Terron and turned to face 
him. 


The Sableye had changed. He no longer bore the appearance of an 
impish, enigmatic force that intruded upon what remained of the 
Aurora Town Fellowship so unexpectedly. He was now a remorseful, 
quiet ghost that looked as though he had witnessed a great calamity 
and was deeply affected by it. 


Terron almost couldn't believe how quickly such transformation had 
occurred. 


"Who is this Quilava?" Yimtri asked. 


"Member of my team who joined yesterday," Terron answered 
blandly. 


"And he is the only member of your team left, isn't he?" Yimtri then 
asked. 


Terron averted his eyes, not wanting to answer the question. Yet, the 
Sableye was able to see that his statement was correct. 


"So... you really did have casualties on your team..." Yimtri 
remarked quietly. "| wanted to believe there was a less tragic reason 
as to why you're missing some of your team members... but | 
Suppose | was too hopeful." 


"... did you want to talk to me just So you can remind me of that?" 
Terron asked in a low, bitter tone as he brought his focus back to 
Yimtri. "Is that why you dragged me all the way out here? To tease 
me?" 


The Sableye slowly shook his head. 

"No, I'm not that cruel. | have a more... enlightening reason as to 
why | wish to speak to you," Yimtri said, his voice filling with a 
melancholy Terron had never heard before. 

"And what would that be?" Terron asked, keeping his icy tone. 

The Dusk Mines leader smiled. It wasn't a happy smile. 

"| wanted to tell you that we found Zekra." 

Terron's eyes grew immensely as the words slowly sank into his 
mind. It took him a moment to completely understand what had just 


been said. 


"Ze-Zekra's okay?!" Terron stuttered. "Sh-She wasn't taken by the 
Plagued Ones?!" 


Yimtri nodded silently. Terron's heart filled with such euphoria at 
knowing that he hadn't lost his closest friend. Nothing else mattered 
to him at that moment. He could be with Zekra again! The one he 
loved so much had escaped the grasps of the demons! 


He couldn't resist smiling giddily and jumping for joy. 


"Well, what are you waiting for?! Where is she?!" Terron asked 
eagerly. "Come on, stop hiding her from me!" 


The Cubone didn't notice how the Sableye's smile disappeared or 
how the glow in his jeweled eyes dimmed. He only saw how the 
leader raised a claw into the air and gestured for an unknown being 
to come. A moment later, a Hydreigon that had been upon one of the 
rooftops made itself known and gently descended upon the four 
Pokémon. Cradled in its arms was a little Zorua. 


"You may go," Yimtri told the dragon. "Chloe and | will meet you 
where | found this Zorua when we are ready to leave. Wait there until 
then." 

With a nod, the Hydreigon set Zekra upon the ground and left the 
vicinity. Yimtri looked upon the Zorua with a melancholy stare, but 
otherwise, did nothing. 


Terron was about to rush over to Zekra and wrap her up in a joyous 
hug, but then, he saw something was wrong. 


Zekra was out cold and vaguely grimacing. She didn't seem to be 
breathing at all. 


For just a moment, Terron's mind went completely blank. Everything 
around him ceased to be as the ecstatic, intoxicating feeling within 
him abruptly died. 

And then, he saw something. 

He saw puncture wounds in the back of Zekra's head. 

There were three small wounds. 


Terron blinked. 


Dried blood was stained upon the fur surrounding the holes in her 
head. 


The same blood that was faintly stained upon the tips of Yimtri's right 
set of claws. 


Everything fell into place. Reality came back to the Cubone. His 
thoughts no longer felt frozen in place. 


Yet, all of those thoughts quickly ceased to be as a single thought 
completely came over Terron. 


Every muscle in his body trembled violently as the one thought soon 
became something else. 


An impetus of pure malice. 
" YOU!" he raged at the Sableye. "YOU KILLED HER!" 


Terron suddenly lunged at the leader, grabbing ahold of the front of 
the Sableye's cape as he went straight through the leader's body. 
The two tumbled away from the group as Terron kept his grip on 
Yimtri. Once they managed to come to a stop, Terron pinned the 
Sableye down by pushing the front of his cape toward the ground, 
dropping his bone clubs to allow him more strength in his arms. 
Despite the fact that the Sableye could easily overpower the 
Cubone, Yimtri did nothing. 


"You just had to kill her, didn't you?!" Terron cried. "You just had to 
make things even worse than they are now! | couldn't just have a 
terrible day where the Plagued Ones got rid of almost everybody in 
town. No, of course not! It had to keep getting worse! It had to have 
Zekra run away from me when she started having a panic attack! It 
had to have Syn getting taken away from me by the Plagued Ones! It 
had to have Impetus leave me to go find Syn! And just when | think 
things could quite possibly take a turn for the better, you show up 
and show me that you killed Zekra!" 


As Terron panted furiously to catch his breath, a disturbing thought 
resurfaced in his mind. 


It only further amplified his wrath as he grit his teeth together. 


"You killed her because you're almost a Plagued One now, aren't 
you?!" Terron shouted. "Erebus finally has a firm hold on you now, 
doesn't it?! You're going to become one of those demons any second 
now, aren't you?!" 


The Sableye scowled in what was either disapproval or agitation. 


"I'm not a Plagued One," Yimtri stated firmly. "How many times must 
| tell you this before it finally gets through your thick skull? Why must 
you insist I'm one of those creatures?" 


"Because you act just like them!" Terron cried. "Everything you do is 
the exact same thing as what they do! You say such cryptic things to 
me and won't give me answers no matter how much | ask! You try to 
turn me into one of your kind every time you see me! You take away 
all of my friends and show me what you've done to make me 
miserable! You. Are. A. PLAGUED ONE! Just like all of your 
members! Why don't you admit to it, you stubborn prick?!" 


"Because you have obviously deluded yourself into believing such to 
be true," Yimtri scoffed. "I will say it again; | am not a Plagued One, 
and neither are my followers. Do not make me repeat it a third time." 


Terron let out a loud groan of frustration as his grip tightened around 
the Sableye's cape. 


"Also, | did not kill little Zekra," Yimtri then said. "I did not. She is 
merely unconscious. Her wounds are shallow and | made sure that 
they were non-fatal. | was very cautious in order to assure that." 


A quick flash of happiness fell over Terron once he heard this. 
However, his rage was quick to smother the fleeting joy once he 
realized something. 


"But you still attacked her," Terron said icily. "You still sank your 
claws into her brain and knocked her out like you did back in Erebus 
Woods! Just like what the Plagued Ones do to their victims before 
taking them away! Such an odd coincidence, isn't it?!" 


The Sableye's scowl only deepened. 


"How much longer do you intend to continue this pointless 
argument?" Yimtri asked dully. "For unlike you, | have other things to 
attend to. | cannot waste much more of my time trying to make you 
see that you are wrong, you pitiful, delirious child." 


Terron couldn't take it anymore. 


He released one of his hands from the Sableye and reached for a 
bone club lying beside him. 


Without warning, Terron felt an impact to his side. He was knocked 
off Yimtri and landed on his stomach, where he immediately felt a 
foot stamp onto his back. 


His spine nearly fractured from the force. He wearily looked back to 
find Chloe standing over him, wearing a cold glare of malice. 


"That's enough out of you," she seethed. "I've tolerated your spiteful 
actions for long enough. This is how you repay my liege for saving 
your friend? You pin him down and try to attack him? You are sucha 
despicable child for even thinking of doing such." 


The Turtwig opened her mouth and spit out a few tiny seeds at the 
Cubone. Terron cringed as the projectiles impacted him. 


They hurt so very much, like tiny bullets bouncing off his flesh. 


" No one should ever treat my liege that way," Chloe went on as she 
ceased her attack. "Otherwise, you will have to deal with me. So, let 
me give you a little warning, Cubone . If you even touch my liege 
ever again, | will make sure that you suffer a fate so gruesome, you 
will be wishing for death." 


"He attacked Zekra..." Terron growled. "He deserved it." 


"Then | suppose it's fair that | treat you the same way for attacking 
my liege," Chloe scoffed. 


Terron grit his teeth as he attempted to get up, but found that Chloe's 
strength was superior to his despite her small size. She kept him 
down, her gaze growing darker as she let out a low hiss. 


He couldn't overpower her. 
"Unhand Terron, you wretched girl!" 
FWOOSH! 


Chloe immediately leapt away from Terron as a pillar of flames swept 
over Terron's head, just barely avoiding the attack. She landed upon 
the ground and brought her eyes to the one who had attacked her: 
Novus. 


His body was burning bright with fire, and the ground he stood upon 
was charred from the intense heat of his flames. His eyes were 
bright with the fire that burned within him. 


Despite the fearsome sight, Chloe didn't cringe. She only took ona 
hostile stance. 


"| don't want to fight you, Quilava," the Turtwig stated. "I only want to 
protect my liege. Your Cubone friend threatened him. | retaliated to 
keep my liege safe. And | will fight you if you choose to stand for 
your friend. No one harms my liege." 


"And no one harms Terron," Novus said with a low growl. "Especially 
not you, you foul puppet of Erebus." 


The Turtwig brought Terron back into her sight. He was wearily rising 
back to his feet, clutching his side that no doubt ached. 


A menacing glare became etched into Chloe's eyes. 
"You really have broken the oath you swore to us!" Chloe screamed 


at the Cubone. "| was wondering why you were so casually speaking 
of Erebus and accusing my liege of being a Plagued One in front of 


this Quilava! You lied to us! You never kept Erebus a secret, rotten 
child!" 


A tiny brown seed suddenly burst out of the seedling upon Chloe's 
head and latched onto the Cubone. Upon touching his skin, the 
surface of the seed ruptured. A dozen vines broke out from within 
the seed, encasing Terron completely in a matter of seconds. 


The Cubone felt a wave of paralyzing dread overcome him. 


"You thought we were exaggerating about your punishment?!" Chloe 
cried. "Well, think again!" 


Hundreds of tiny thorns shot out of the vines encasing Terron and 
pierced into his skin. Terron let out a loud scream as the plants dug 
into him, sapping away his vital life source. He tried to resist, but 
found it was futile. Every time he tried to move, the thorns would 
plunge deeper into his body and take more of his energy. 


"Cease this at once, demon!" Novus snarled at the Turtwig. 


He bounded for her, the flames upon his body becoming a bright 
blue. 


Chloe's eyes abruptly grew in what appeared to be fear or perhaps a 
strange kind of melancholy. And then, they started to dull as her 
mind seemed to wander elsewhere. 


FWOOM! 


Novus slammed into her, setting her body aflame as she was thrown 
back. She violently tumbled along the ground, the flames consuming 
her body now being snuffed out. By the time she had stopped rolling, 
most of her body was littered with charred, smoking patches of flesh. 


The Quilava stood at a distance, fuming as a tongue of fire escaped 
each of his breaths. With a loud growl, he leapt into the air before 


curling into a ball. Soon, he was nothing but a giant mass of 
glistening flames. 


He sped at the Turtwig. 
Chloe looked upon the great fireball as it came toward her. 


The strange emotion she once held disappeared as a malevolent, 
almost monstrous glint sparkled in her eyes. 


"Demon?! You dare call me a demon ?!" Chloe screamed. "You don't 
know anything about what a true demon is like! You know nothing! 
You've never seen a true monster!" 


Chloe let out a loud hiss and slammed her front feet into the ground. 


"You're wrong, Quilava!" Chloe screamed. "You've never actually 
seen a demon!" 


The dirt beneath her feet suddenly rose into the air and sped at 
Novus. It was quick to reach him and soon, rapidly spun around him 
as it became a tornado of sand. It abruptly brought him to a halt in an 
instant as he collapsed onto the ground. Each individual grain 
slammed into his body at high velocity, nearly piercing his fur with 
their speed, whilst keeping him trapped within its whirling mass. 
Despite the pain such power brought, Novus refused to let himself 
submit to the Turtwig. He kept his flame burning bright as he waited 
for a chance to escape the raging sandstorm. He knew he couldn't 
escape just yet, no matter what he tried. 


"You've never seen the true monstersthat exist in this world!" Chloe 
shouted. "They're not even special! They're just like you! They're not 
some Pokemon who are influenced by a supernatural being! You 
don't know anything about us! You don't know anything about real 
demons! You kn-" 


" STOP!" 


Two black, shadowy tendrils wrapped themselves around Chloe and 
Novus, rendering them completely immobile. Novus's flames were 
immediately smothered while Chloe's sandstorm simply ceased to 
be as her white light faded, the dark power somehow nulling each of 
their abilities. 


The two desperately gasped for breath as they turned to see Yimtri 
standing upright once more. He stood next to Terron, who was still 
under the power of Chloe's energy-sapping seed. The Sableye wore 
a fierce scowl as his shadow loomed directly in front of him, split in 
two and having risen out of the ground. It was the two segments of 
such shadow that was binding the two warring Pokémon. 


" [t's a sad day when the most unstable of the entire group is 
the most rational," Yimtri hissed. "It's not the child leader. It's not 
the adult who follows such child. It's not even the one who 
keeps the unstable one under control. It's the one who normally 
becomes corrupted by Erebus so easily." 


The Sableye's scowl faded as he let out a short chuckle. 
" [t's rather pathetic actually. It's completely absurd." 


His laughter continued. It was not a malicious laugh. It was a sad, 
hollow one. 


Eventually, it ceased and the radiance in Yimtri's eyes dimmed. 


"| would have thought that everyone would have been able to retain 
some sort of rationality, but | suppose | underestimated the grief all 
of you harbor," Yimtri said, lowering his voice. "Misery is sucha 
consuming, bitter emotion. Misery... can lead one to create many 
unfortunate choices..." 


He released a sigh and shook his head, ashamed of the entire 
Situation. 


Yimtri looked upon Terron, watching how he was writhing in pain. 
The Sableye flexed his claw, allowing it to become coated in dark 
shadows. With a few quick motions, he slashed apart the vines 
constraining the poor child, freeing him of their clutches. 


Terron gasped as he fell to the ground, panting in fright at what had 
just happened. 


As the Cubone attempted to compose himself, Yimtri's shadow 
released Chloe and Novus before seeping back into the ground 
where it belonged. Novus was quick to rejoin Terron's side and 
helped the Cubone to his feet. Though Terron felt rather light- 
headed, he managed to keep himself from falling over. He held his 
head to help keep himself balanced. 


"Have the violent thoughts within your minds been stifled?" Yimtri 
asked Team Vendetta. 


Terron and Novus still felt a twinge of bitterness within themselves, 
but they knew that it was best not to act upon those feelings. They 
already had a very rough day. They didn't need to make it worse. 


The two silently nodded. 


"Good. This senseless violence can now cease," Yimtri said with a 
relived sigh. "And now finally... | can explain what needs to be said 
regarding Zekra." 


Terron brought his gaze to Zekra and found that she was still ina 
deep slumber. A pang of sadness came upon him when he saw her 
still like this. He had nearly forgotten all about her. With a melancholy 
frown, he came to her side and caressed her scalp. He could now 
see that the holes in her head actually were quite shallow like Yimtri 
said, bringing some relief to his mind. 


The Sableye watched Novus join Terron as the two looked upon 
Zekra with disheartened gazes. 


"But my liege, that Cubone told someone about Erebus," Chloe 
suddenly said. "He went against his word. You're not going to punish 
him for such?" 


The Sableye brought his attention to Chloe. She was staring right 
back at him, once again appearing detached, with the exception of 
having a displeased gaze. Her body was still grazed with burnt flesh, 
but thanks in part to stealing some of Terron's energy, she wasn't 
fatigued. She was no doubt in quite a bit of pain, but Yimtri could see 
that she was hiding it the best she could. 


"No, I'm not," Yimtri said simply. 


Chloe's mouth gaped open for just a brief moment before twisting it 
into a scowl. 


"Terron only spoke of Erebus to his teammate,” Yimtri interjected, 
preventing Chloe from saying what was on her mind. "The oath he 
swore was never to speak of Erebus to the /eaders of the Fellowship, 
not members of his team. | can understand why he would do such. 
So no, | will not punish him for such action. But do understand that if 
he or his friends do speak of Erebus to Len and his comrades, the 
proper penalty will be brought upon them. And, I'm fairly certain they 
are quite aware of that." 


The Turtwig lowered her eyes in disapproval, but didn't say anything 
to argue. Yimtri let out a quiet sigh as he went over to Chloe and 
looked upon her with a sad smile. 


"| know you're doing this for the right reason, but you need to see 
something,” he said gently. "These children have been through quite 
a bit these last few hours, and | don't think they need any more pain. 
So, let it go, Chloe. Do not bring more suffering to those that already 
have their hearts filled with such grief." 


Chloe gazed up at the Sableye, contemplating in silence with a blank 
stare. A moment later, she closed her eyes and gave a small, 


reluctant nod. With a more pleasant smile, Yimtri set a claw upon her 
head and tenderly rubbed her plant-like flesh. 


Chloe did nothing as she and the Sableye brought their attention 
back to Team Vendetta moments later, who were rather absorbed 
with Zekra's condition. It seemed as though they hadn't heard a 
single word of their conversation. 


"So children, you are probably wondering why | attacked Zekra," 
Yimtri said. 


Novus and Terron immediately looked up from Zekra and brought 
their gazes to the Sableye. 


"Well, allow me to answer your question," Yimtri went on. "I! attacked 
her... to protect her." 


Terron blinked. 


"Protect her?" Terron asked. "How did knocking Zekra out protect 
her?" 


The Sableye started to grimace as he looked upon the slumbering 
Zorua. 


"Little Zekra... she was beyond reason when | found her with Chloe 
and Xemar, that Hydreigon you saw earlier," Yimtri explained quietly. 
"| don't know how she was separated from you, but when we found 
her, she was desperately trying to escape Aurora Town, no matter 
the cost. There seemed to be nothing else was on her mind except 
that one intention. | could see it in her eyes. And so... when two of 
your Fellowship leaders, Rayne and Bane specifically, tried to stop 
her from leaving... she attacked them and inadvertently made them 
easy targets for the Plagued Ones." 


Terron's eyes grew at the explanation. He had known that Zekra 
acted rather irrationally whenever she encountered the Plagued 
Ones, but he never would have suspected that she would 


relentlessly attack those getting in her way. She was violent at times, 
yes, but never unnecessarily ruthless. 


Rayne and Bane werent at the meeting today... they weren't here. 
They can't really be gone because they're Plagued Ones one now. 
And, their fate can't be because of Zekra... can it? It's just a 
coincidence, isn't it? She would never attack them... she wouldn't... 


"You're lying..." Terron muttered. "Zekra wouldn't do that..." 
The Sableye shook his head. 


"Why would | lie about something such as this?" he asked. "What 
could | possibly gain from this information? Is there any reason you 
can think of as to why | would obfuscate the truth regarding Zekra 
from you?" 


Terron desperately wanted to find a reason as to why he was being 
lied to. He really did. But, as much as he tried, he could not find a 
reason. Yimtri and his companion gained nothing from giving Terron 
false information regarding Zekra. They had no reason to manipulate 
the facts to their own advantage. 


He found he couldn't say anything at all. 


"We would have interfered with the brawl, but alas, the three of us 
were too distant to help," the Sableye went on when he saw Terron 
had nothing to say. "So, when we finally could reach her, we decided 
not to re-enact the strategy used by your leaders. Instead, Xemar 
attacked her from behind while she was distracted by me, and then | 
gave her those wounds you see now when | inflicted the final strike. 
We didn't want to render her unconscious, but she was in a rather 
unstable condition. She would no doubt attack others, should they 
get in her way, and | was afraid she would keep running, even after 
she escaped Aurora Town. Then... when she would finally regain her 
rationality, she'd no doubt find herself lost in an unknown location. | 
had a feeling you wouldn't want that, Terron." 


The Cubone grit his teeth. Though the Dusk Mines Pokémon had 
rather extremist actions, they had committed it for the right reasons. 
They had been trying to save Zekra. If it hadn't of been for them, 
Terron wasn't sure where Zekra would be right now. 


He finally understood that now. 


Still, he didn't know how he felt about their actions. He was happy 
that they had prevented Zekra from actually disappearing from his 
life, but he was also feeling very bitter about their methods of such 
prevention. He honestly didn't know how he was supposed to feel. 


"But, fret not; she won't remember the experience," Yimtri then 
added. "She will simply awaken, the entire experience blotted from 
her conscious mind. She will be free of the trauma that yesterday's 
attack no doubt should have brought her. | cannot say if this is a 
fortunate thing, but it's the truth." 


"How... how do you know that?" Terron asked quietly. 


"Because your friend is inflicted with a condition called Instinct 
Infestation," Chloe answered before the Sableye could say anything. 
"Though | barely saw her, it didn't take me long to realize she had 
the condition. No talented psychic was needed for me to diagnose it. 
The signs were rather obvious. What it does, is that when one is 
introduced to a stimuli that reminds them of a rather traumatic 
experience, their survival instincts will completely override their 
minds. In a sense, the Pokémon completely lose all rationality and 
make such extreme attempts to escape the stimuli. They don't 
remember anything while they're in this condition, and thus, are 
more likely to kill friends since they won't recognize them. Even 
worse, they don't snap out of it until they faint for whatever reason. 
As long as they're awake, their instincts will control them completely. 
It's a particularly dangerous condition among Pokémon, especially 
thanks to the fact that most do not seem to realize they have the 
condition. The instincts completely block out the memories of the 
experience since they have suppressed the Pokémon's conscious 
mind." 


Terron didn't Know what to say. 


"Though it would be wise to tell Zekra about her condition, | 
recommend you don't tell her of her actions from yesterday," Yimtri 
then said. "When she wakes up, she'll soon find herself in much pain 
at what's happened to Impetus and Syn. Learning about what she 
did to Rayne and Bane would certainly bring her more agony, and fill 
her with such immense guilt. You wouldn't want her to be in any 
more pain than she has to, would you?" 


Terron blinked. An image surfaced from his mind. 


It was of Zekra collapsed in Erebus Woods. She had black wisps 
streaming from the back of her head. 


Standing beside her was a Sableye with a demonic grin. 

Its claws were coated with the very same black energy. 

The energy of the Plagued Ones. 

Terron frowned hard as he narrowed his eyes at Yimtri. 

"Are you sure it's this ‘Instinct Infestation'’?" Terron asked lowly. "Or is 
that something you just made up to cover up the fact that she's going 
to be a Plagued One soon? Because you never exactly denied that 
when | was asking if that would happen." 

Yimtri's eyes darkened. 

But, before the Sableye could give his response, he saw Zekra 
shifting around in her sleep before her eyes slowly started to open. 
Everyone immediately became silent as they watched her come 
back to the real world. 


"Where am |...?" Zekra asked groggily. 


The Zorua rose to her feet and slightly turned her head to find Terron 
and Novus standing beside her. 


"Hey, how come we're outside?" Zekra asked. "And why's it the 
middle of the afternoon? | thought it was near evening last time | 
checked..." 


Terron grimaced. The Zorua really had forgotten everything, just like 
the last time they encountered the Plagued Ones. 


"You're in Aurora Town still," Terron said uncomfortably, knowing full 
well what painful things needed to be said to her soon. "You've been 
out here for a while. Since yesterday evening." 


"| have?" Zekra asked curiously before she noticed something odd. 
"Hey, where's Impetus and Syn? How come they're not here with 
us?" 


Terron tried to speak, but found his voice was frozen. He couldn't 
admit to what had happened while she was away. Merely thinking 
about the incident in which he lost two of his friends brought forth the 
sorrow he was attempting to suppress. He didn't have the strength 
he needed to tell her the truth, and neither did Novus. 


No one wanted to break her heart. 


"Your two friends are gone. One is a Plagued One and the other 
abandoned you. They're no longer with you." 


Everyone brought their stunned gazes to the one who had spoken, 
who turned out to be Chloe. Her eyes were completely vacant. It was 
not a depressing emptiness as everyone was displaying, however. It 
was an emptiness that simply had nothing within, as if every single 
emotion possible had been stripped from her. She seemed coldly 
aloof in this state. 


"Wh-What are you guys doing here?" Zekra asked fearfully as she 
finally noticed the Dusk Mines Pokémon standing at her other side. 
"And what do you mean... 'my two friends are gone...?" 


"We were here to stop the Plagued Ones that invaded your town last 
night. The ones that took one of your friends. And, it's exactly as | 
said," Chloe replied, her voice also lacking in any sort of feeling. 
"Your one friend is a Plagued One now while the other has left to find 
such friend. They're gone. They're not coming back." 


The Zorua slowly shook her head, trying to deny everything the 
Turtwig was saying. But, Chloe didn't give any sort of response. She 
only gave the Zorua her lifeless stare while Yimtri held a more pitiful 
gaze. Zekra quickly turned her head back to Terron, tears forming in 
her eyes. 


"Where are our friends?" Zekra asked him pleadingly. "Where are 
they?! Tell me that Turtwig's lying! Please, tell me it's not true!" 


Terron swallowed hard. He had to tell her what had happened to 
their friends. Even if it would make her so miserable, he had to do it. 


"Chloe's right..." Terron started to say, his voice already falling apart. 
"The Plagued Ones attacked us last night... and... and... Impetus 
and Syn... they're both gone, but only Syn was taken away by the 
Plagued Ones. Impetus... she... she left us to find Syn. She insisted 
on finding him... even after Novus and | tried to convince her 
otherwise. It's just you, me, and Novus now. Everyone... everyone 
else is gone..." 


"No... it's not true!" Zekra cried weakly. "| don't remember any 
Plagued Ones or our friends leaving! It's a lie!" 


"It's no lie, Zekra," Novus said hollowly. "They're no longer among 
us. | saw it with my own eyes. You simply cannot remember anything 
from last night, for whatever reason. It's the truth." 


"No... no! NOOO! THEY CAN'T BE!" Zekra wailed as she squeezed 
her eyes shut and violently shook her head. "No! It's not true! It's just 
a sick joke! I-I| can't lose any more friends! | just CAN'T! Where are 
Impetus and Syn?! Where are they really?!" 


Terron averted his gaze from her, finding he could say no more. 


"No... it's not... it's not..." Zekra sobbed as she sank to the ground. 
"You're... you're lying...” 


She buried her face into the dirt beneath her, her breath shortening. 
The tears began to pool beneath her. 


" Tell me why... why our friends had to disappear... tell me why it 
was them..." Zekra whimpered, no longer able to deny the harsh 
truth of the situation. 


Terron wanted to say something, but he found that he couldn't. There 
was a large lump in his throat that made it so painful to try to speak. 
Even still, what did it matter? What could he possibly say to her that 
would make paint the situation into a lighter tone? There was 
nothing. 


The Cubone hugged her dearly, knowing there was nothing else he 
could do. 


"We'll leave you be," Yimtri abruptly said, cutting through the tension 
as he averted his uncomfortable gaze from the miserable Pokémon. 
"You no longer require our presence. We came to give you back 
Zekra, and now that you three are reunited, you no longer need us 
here. Let's go, Chloe. Leave the children to themselves. We have 
other things to attend to." 


Without another word, the Sableye began to walk away with his 
Turtwig companion following alongside him. 


As they left, Terron looked upon the emptiness and destruction which 
surrounded him. The empty buildings. The deserted streets. The 
once glorious, peaceful town that had been gutted in less than an 
evening. 


He looked upon the remainder of his team, broken and hurt. 


This is it? He asked himself. /t just ends? Just like this? 
No... It can't. This isn't... 
This isn't good enough. 


And just in that moment, something snapped within him. The 
realization of the grim reality he faced hit him hard, and it brought 
with him a strange emotion he hadn't felt before. It was a powerful 
conviction, one which burned inside of his chest and possessed him 
to act. 


Terron realized that he could no longer stand still while the world 
walked over him. A thousand Pokémon had died that day, or worse. 


It was not okay. And if he didn't act now, he would never forgive 
himself. 


He wondered, briefly, if this was how the Plagued Ones felt when 
they were given commands by Erebus. 


"I'm not done with you yet, Yimtri," Terron called to the retreating 
Dusk Mines leader. 


From a distance, the Sableye and his companion paused. Terron 
immediately felt a chill run up his spine, but his conviction was so 
great that it drowned his fear. 


"Zekra," he quietly hissed to his mourning friend. "Novus. | want you 
two to do something. Be ready. On the first sign of trouble, | want 
both of you to run back to the Fellowship as fast as you can." 


Through his helmet, the leader of Team Vendetta cast a burning 
gaze to his remaining partners. They returned weary, confused 
glances, but the Cubone remained resolute. 


"I'm serious,” he hissed quickly. "Zekra, on my word, you need to 
transform into the fastest thing you know, and fly back to the 


Fellowship. | know you're tired, but you need to fly like your life 
depends on it. Like... like it's the most important thing in the world." 


"Why...?" Zekra replied blankly. "... what are you doing?" 


"I'm doing something we should have done while we had the 
chance," Terron grunted. "I can't take this anymore. This needs to 
end." 


He turned again to the Dusk Mines leaders, and warily approached 
them once more. And Terron knew what he was about to do was 
crazy, perhaps even deadly. But there was no other option in his 
mind. 


Everything else was gone. Empty. 


"Terron?” Yimtri called, once he was within speaking distance. "Why 
do you call me? Is there something you need from me?" 


Terron clenched his empty paws into fists, and scowled at the 
Sableye through the holes in his helmet. Taking a deep breath, he 
approached the ghost and met him halfway, near the side of Aurora 
Town's square. He ignored the Turtwig; he knew this didn't involve 
her. 


"Yes, | need something," Terron said calmly. "| needed to tell you 
something, to be precise. Before... before all this happened... | was 
intending to talk to you." 


The Sableye nodded his head. 
"Go on," he said softly. 


"| was... we had arranged with Vantis to fly back to the Dusk Mines 
Fellowship on our own. Because... there was something... we 
wanted to talk to you about. Concerning the Plagued Ones. And 
Erebus. We thought... we thought we had a good plan to... to... fix 
things." 


Yimtri appeared surprised. Terron watched for that frightening, 
malicious gleam in his eye to appear, but the Sableye appeared calm 
and reasonable for the time being. 


Terron gulped, knowing that he wouldn't be calm for long. 


Yimtri simply stared at him with those creepy gemstones of eyes. His 
face was blank, not grinning or frowning, merely awaiting the 
Cubone's following words. 


Terron sighed. 


"But | realize that's pointless now," he said lowly. "Because you're 
not going to listen to that plan. No matter what happens... you're 
never going to hear me out. You're too stubborn to do that. Today 
proved that. So, I've made my mind up about what to do. Yimtri, I've 
decided to tell Len and the rest of Team Valor about... about... you. " 


The silence was deafening. As soon as the threat had left his mouth, 
he felt the regret shoot through him like a nail into his heart. 


As if by instinct, Terron glanced back at his teammates, perhaps to 
see if they were ready to carry out his order. Zekra appeared 
speechless and petrified, her fur standing on end, and Novus fought 
to keep his flames from emerging. 


It was only a moment's glance, but when the Cubone returned his 
gaze to the Sableye, he saw that Yimtri's drawn claws were 
glimmering in the mid-afternoon sunlight, and Chloe scowled bitterly, 
looking ready to attack at a moment's notice. Terron almost thought 
that he feared the sting of the Turtwig's attacks more than he did 
Yimtri's claws; the little one had some serious power behind her tiny 
leaves. 


"What are you saying, Terron?" Yimtri asked in a subdued, uncertain 
voice. "Are you saying that | can no longer trust you with the oath 
you have given me?" 


Terron gulped, wrestling with the words he wanted to say. Though 
his innards were quickly turning to liquid on the inside, his gaze 
burned into the ghost ever the brighter. 


"Terron, despite all that you have been through, | will not hesitate to 
react in the way | have promised to react, should you break your 
oath," Yimtri said solemnly. "You simply don't understand how much 
it means to me that you keep quiet about such things. So, if | were 
you, I'd reconsider what you just said. | really would. Because | do 
not exaggerate threats.” 


"You think... | fear death still?" Terron said, forcing the words from 
his throat. "You really think after everything that just happened, I'm 
scared of suffering and death? After everything we just saw last 
night... not to mention everything that happened in Erebus Woods? | 
can't take this anymore, Yimtri. Thousands of Pokémon are dead or 
worse. Who am I, compared to all those who were taken just now? 
You really think it matters to me if | die... if by doing so | can make all 
this stop?" 


The Sableye scowled. Terron knew that this response had surprised 
him; he figured it would. 


"How many Pokémon will need to get killed before you confess your 
secrets, Yimtri?" Terron growled, pressing harder before the Sableye 
had a chance to reply. "How many towns are going to get cleared out 
like this? How many, Yimtri, before you have the guts to speak what 
you know to the ones who dedicate their lives to stopping this? How 
much of the Fellowship has to die? Y-you're worried about what 
they'll do to your followers in Dusk Mines, right? | think... the 
casualties we've suffered amount to more than your Fellowship. And 
more are dying and getting plagued every day, and you just stand 
there keeping your secrets! So answer me this, Yimtri: How many 
more have to die before you do something?! How much longer does 
everyone have to suffer until you stop being a spineless coward and 
finally confess that Erebus is turning everyone into Plagued Ones?! " 


There was a flash of darkness, and Terron found himself pinned to 
the cobblestone street, Yimtri's claw pressing against his throat. 
Terron cringed as the Sableye glared deeply into his eyes. 


"You say that | am doing nothing and remain a coward," Yimtri 
spoke, calmly at first. "You say that | have stood idly by as Pokemon 
have suffered and died. Do you truly believe this? Tell me, little 
Cubone... do you? Do you believe | have done nothing? Do you 
believe | am heartless and have no concern for other lives besides 
my own? Do you believe that | have not spent every last scrap of 
resource available to myself, for over a decade, trying to aid my 
members? Trying to save them from their fate? You think | have no 
sympathy for them? Do you truly believe that | have not labored and 
worked until | could work no more, until | have collapsed with 
exhaustion? You think | have not carried on for the sake of my fellow 
followers? For the sake of all the Fellowships? You believe it was 
easy for me to rush here to Aurora Town and aid you in your hour of 
darkness? You believe it was easy for me to watch several of my 
members get taken away from me during such an encounter? You 
believe | was a coward for doing such, when | knew full well of the 
potential, lethal consequences of assisting you? " 


Yimtri began shaking, pressing his claw against the Cubone's jugular 
until he began to draw blood. His eyes glowed with a sinister light, 
and his powerful, twisted aura bore down upon Terron's mind, 
draining him of warmth. 


"Do you think it meant nothing that | endured for so long, child? Do 
you think | am a coward for choosing to fight the Plagued Ones, 
even as | am slowly losing myself to Erebus?" Yimtri continued, 
malice mounting in his words. "Do you really, truly believe this? That 
| have endured the twisted voice of Erebus, taunting me and garbling 
my thoughts, day after day, week after week, year after year for a 
lifetime for no purpose at all? You think it is not within my heart to 
care, even though | am tempted every day to simply end my 
suffering?! YOU THINK | HAVE NOT VOWED WITH EVERY PIECE 
OF MY BEING TO FIGHT AND DESTROY THAT WHICH HAS 


PLAGUED ME? YOU THINK THAT | HAVE NOT DONE MORE 
THAN YOU COULD EVER IMAGINE TO FIGHT THAT WHICH HAS 
DOOMED ME AND THE POKEMON WHICH I LOVE? YOU 
ACCUSE ME OF NOT DOING ENOUGH, CHILD?! YOU ACCUSE 
ME OF COWARDICE? IS THIS TRUE? SAY THE WORDS, CHILD. 
| DARE YOU. SAY THE WORDS. IF THIS IS WHAT YOU TRULY 
BELIEVE, SAY THE WORDS. | DARE YOU. SAY THEM!" 


Waves of coldness beamed from the furious ghost, yet Terron didn't 
dare shudder, for fear that only a single twitch would send the claw 
deep into his throat. He simply remained motionless. Looking into 
Yimtri's eyes, he knew that the Sableye was not afraid to slice his 
throat open. He knew that the Dusk Mines leader would do anything 
to save his beloved followers, and that a tiny Cubone was not going 
to stand in the way. 


He thought about his next words carefully. 


"Y-you can kill me," Terron choked out, his breath nearly gone. "Go 
ahead, slit my throat. But if you do, Zekra and Novus are just going 
to bolt for the Fellowship and tell Len everything." 


" They would never make it, " Yimtri hissed. "You underestimate my 
speed, you wretched, treacherous Cubone. | could have all three of 
you on the ground in under ten seconds. And even if | couldn't, 
Chloe is more than capable of doing such for me. And she will not 
hesitate . None of you will even have a chance to leave." 


"But you forget Zekra still has the Deception Amulet you so kindly 
gave her," Terron shot back. "She can turn into anything. And she 
has some very fast morphs. | promise you, she could turn into 
something you guys couldn't catch, and she would make it." 


"Actually... it wouldn't even be that hard," Zekra suddenly said. 
"Because Team Valor... is right over there." 


Surprised, Yimtri and Terron both glanced to the side, and saw that it 
was true. Len, accompanied by Garter and Emdox, were walking 


down the road from the Fellowship, slowly approaching. Presumably, 
they had become worried that one of their last remaining teams had 
been gone for a very long time, and were now coming to check on 
them... 


"Heh, so they are," Terron gasped, staring back into the Sableye's 
glowing gemstones. "This is it, Yimtri. It's all over. One of us is going 
to tell Len what you're hiding. It could be Zekra, or me, or it could 
even be you. But your secret's over, Yimtri. | can't even believe | 
agreed to keep it in the first place. | was so stupid for listening to 
someone like you. But, it doesn't matter anymore. It's over. It's time 
for the Fellowship to know who the Plagued Ones really are and how 
they work." 


Yimtri staggered. 


His mouth contorted into a confused scowl. His eyes flashed. He 
thrust his weight harder against the Cubone, as if to threaten him 
more, but Terron knew he was panicked. 


"Go ahead, kill me," Terron challenged. "| dare you. Let Len watch 
you murder me. That'll... make him trust you more, I'm sure. Do it." 


"|..." Yimtri gasped, his gaze faltering between the pinned Cubone 
and the approaching Fellowship team. 


"My liege... they're coming..." Chloe spoke quietly and carefully, 
warning him of the approaching Pokémon. "They can't see you like 
this..." 


"Wait, wait, " Yimtri snapped, still refusing to unhand the Cubone. 
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Withdrawing his claw from Terron's punctured neck, Yimtri gave a 
deep sigh and hung his head. 


"Child... listen to me," the Sableye pleaded, his voice now begging. 
"You can't tell the other Fellowships about Erebus and its ties to the 


Plagued Ones. You can't. Because I... / need time to figure 
something out ." 


"Figure something out...?" Terron wondered. "Like what?" 


"Terron, you don't know what | discovered just the other day," Yimtri 
replied quietly. "This Plagued One attack you have just suffered, it 
has taught me things you could never imagine. For instance... 
Drae... his scarf... it had a pin attached. When | removed his scarf 
and the pendant, he... he became a Plagued One. There must exist 
materials in this world which can shield Pokémon from the 
transformation. | must find them and | must study them. Before... it's 
too late." 


So that's what Drae meant when he said Yimtri made him a 
‘complete Plagued One,' Terron realized. /f there exist any more of 
these... they would be a vital weapon in the war against the Plagued 
Ones... 


"That's not all," Yimtri hissed, seeing the former Fellowship leaders 
drawing nearer. "The true reason... | was able to predict this attack 
upon Aurora Town... it's because, when Drae touched me and used 
me to escape his prison, | heard a voice in his mind. This voice... it 
was plotting and preparing to destroy Aurora Town with Plagued 
Ones. It was even imagining visages of what you see around you, 
the ghost town. | recognize these pictures in my mind..." 


"Erebus..." Terron gasped. 
Without warning, Yimtri clenched his grasp upon the Cubone. 


"No, not Erebus," he desperately said. "Believe me when | tell you 
that | know and understand what the voice of Erebus feels like. This 
voice was something different. There could indeed be a different 
force, perhaps a higher being than Erebus, in command of the 
Plagued Ones... Terron, listen to me. | must find the source of this 
second voice. | must chase it and understand what it is. And | must 
discover the secrets held by these shield-pendants. And | cannot 


chase these truths if | am tied up in a political war with the other 
Fellowships, and defending myself against their attacks, because 
they think | am the true enemy." 


The Sableye pulled Terron very close one last time, whispering into 
his ear. 


"Do you understand what | am saying?" Yimtri pleaded. "If you speak 
to Len, we will never find the answers to defeating the Plagued 
Ones. They will not spare me and my Fellowship, no matter what is 
said. | need you to give me time to find these answers. | need you to 
remain quiet. | need you do that for me. | mustn't have any 
distractions as | search for these answers. | need to give this task my 
full concentration. The Fellowships cannot know about Erebus. They 
can't . | need time to find these vital answers. You need to 
understand that, Terron. You have to. And in case you need more 
convincing of such, then listen carefully..." 


He lowered his voice to a tiny whisper, as quiet as the breeze. 


"If my darkest suspicions are to be heeded... Terron... telling the 
Fellowship would do us no good; it would not be in their best 
interests to heed what you would say..." 


At that, Yimtri thrust the Cubone away from himself. 
"We need to leave," Yimtri decided. "Come, Chloe." 


"My liege, you agreed to speak with the Aurora Town Fellowship 
leaders after this confrontation," Chloe reminded him. "We should 
not leave yet." 


"We can, and we will," Yimtri decided, eyeing Terron one last time 
and sealing their mutual understanding. "| have nothing more to say 
to anyone in Aurora Town. These children will Know what to do 
should anyone try to find us." 


And with that, the Dusk Mines Pokémon walked away quickly, 
leaving the Cubone laying on the ground and his stunned teammates 
by his side. 


"Did anyone else survive last night?" Zekra asked, minutes after 
Yimtri and Chloe had left. "Or, are we the only ones left?" 


Terron eyed Len and his teammates, who would soon enter the town 
square. He recollected his clubs that lay scattered along the ground 
from the encounter before sitting back down beside his two friends. 


"No, there's others just like us," Terron answered. "There's not that 
many Pokémon... but there's still survivors. They're all at the 
Fellowship, waiting for instructions since we have to join another 
Fellowship now. | don't know which one or when, but it's not here. 
There's hardly anyone left. We can't stay." 


Zekra silently nodded. She set her chin on the ground and closed 
her swollen red eyes. 


"Everything from last night is all a blur," she muttered quietly. "Why... 
why can't | remember anything?" 


Terron and Novus looked away from her with a grimace. They had 
the answer to the question, but found that they couldn't say it to her. 
Maybe they could another time, but not now. Not when Zekra was 
suffering so much already. 


Besides... | don't even know if it's because she was turning into a 
Plagued One or if she really does have this Instinct Infestation. 
Terron thought. / don't know for sure. | shouldn't tell her until | know 
for sure... Maybe I'll ask Novus later if that condition is a real thing... 


"Let's go back to the Fellowship," Zekra said, snapping Terron out of 
his pensive state. "| don't want to stay here anymore. | just want to 
go to the Fellowship. | don't want to be in this vacant city. It reminds 
me of my old town..." 


"Yes, that's probably a wise choice," Novus said. "The Fellowship 
leaders will be needing our help. We should return to them." 


Terron slowly nodded in agreement. The three of them rose to their 
feet just as Len and his teammates arrived. 


"Are you alright?" Len asked gently. "You were gone for a very long 
time. We feared the worst." 


"Yeah, we're alright," Terron replied, eyeing the place where he had 
last seen Yimtri. "Unhurt, at least. Yimtri saved Zekra's life during the 
attack..." 


"Is Yimtri still here?" Emdox asked. "We thought he was with you." 


"Yimtri and his followers have left the town,” Novus reported. 
"They... had something come up and decided to leave immediately. 
I'm afraid you won't be able to speak to them for a while." 


"| see," Len spoke somberly. "In that case... will you walk with me 
back to the Fellowship, Team Vendetta?" 


They returned to the Fellowship in complete silence. No one spoke 
as they walked alongside one another; nothing needed to be said. 
The six Pokémon only gazed forward. 


A few minutes later, the team found the Fellowship within their sights 
again. Their home was now before them. 


Except, it wasn't their home anymore. 


They could no longer call it home when most of its inhabitants had 
been attacked by Plagued Ones. They could no longer call it home 
when they would be abandoning it soon. They could no longer call it 
home when two members of their family would never return to it. 


It was merely a hollow shell of such a home now. 


Terron took a step forward, but Len suddenly blocked his path with a 
paw. 


"I'm afraid you're not going back to the Fellowship," Len said, his 
voice barely above a whisper. 


"Why not?" Terron asked. "I thought you said you wanted us to go 
back to the base like everyone else." 


"You don't understand,” Len said again, shaking his head slowly. "I'll 
let you into the base for rest and shelter. But... as for your 
Fellowship duties, and your status as Team Vendetta..." 


The Luxray took in a deep breath. 
"| have decided that you should be dismissed." 


All three members of Team Vendetta had their eyes glaze over. They 
looked upon the Luxray, wanting to know if they had heard wrong. 
But, Len's eyes reflected his true, bitter statement. Even his two 
companions showed the same sorrowful resolve in their own eyes. 
There had been no miscommunication. 


And yet, even with this news, Team Vendetta felt nothing. Their 
hearts had been completely snuffed out, like when a bucket of water 
was poured onto a tiny flame. Their hearts were too exhausted to 
hold any sort of emotion at the moment. All of their vigor was 
completely gone. 


That is... except Zekra. Zekra immediately had one, single emotion 
flood back into her as her eyes became wide with disbelief. 


"Why?!" Zekra cried. "Why are you kicking us out of the Fellowship?! 
We didn't do anything wrong! We've been good members!" 


Len's eyes narrowed just a small amount, gaining a tremendous 
amount of intensity by such a simple change. 


"| may have told Terron this, but | haven't told either of you two 
something. | have amnesia," Len started to say. "| cannot remember 
my childhood. From the day | hatched, to the day | found Eclair as a 
young adult, | remember nothing. It's all blank in my memory." 


"Yeah, Vantis told me," Zekra said, unsure how to react to such an 
odd statement. "What does that have to do with what we're talking 
about now?" 


"Well yesterday, when only Novus and your two other friends were 
with me, | was attacked by a Plagued One," Len went on, ignoring 
Zekra's question. "It did not hurt me, as it wasn't given the chance, 
but it did something to me; it brought a suppressed memory out of 
my mind. Do you know what that memory was? 


"It was of my mother screaming for me to run away... just as a 
Plagued One came upon her and took her away from me. And upon 
having that memory, countless others | suppressed finally emerged 
from the hidden reaches of my mind, clearing away my amnesia. | 
found out that the reason | was alone, wandering Shiron for who 
knew how long, was because | had no home or family. Similar to 
you, Zekra, my entire village was wiped off the face of Shiron. | only 
escaped because my parents did everything in their power to make 
sure | didn't become a Plagued One, even if they had to suffer such 
a fate to make that possible. And so... when both of my parents 
were gone, and | was all alone as a scared child, | did the only thing | 
could do; wander aimlessly in a vain attempt to find help. And for 
years | did this, being completely alone as the helpless child | once 
was, until finally... my mind decided it had enough torment, forced 
me to evolve into a Luxio, and completely blocked out every memory 
| had up until that point using the evolution's power. 


"So what might this have to do with you children, you may ask? 
Everything . | realize now that the reason | let you children join the 
Fellowship is because | subconsciously saw you as myself. | saw 
you two as myself, that scared child who so desperately wanted to 
fight Plagued Ones, but was too powerless and broken to do 
anything. That child... who wanted to fight to find meaning in his now 


empty life... with no one to raise him in a world filled with such 
demonic creatures..." 


The Luxray closed his eyes and seemed to fight off the bitter 
memories that came with the thought. A few moments later, he once 
again returned his bold gaze to the children. 


"| can't let you children live the same life | did," Len said firmly. "You 
shouldn't spend your youth the way you are now. Children shouldn't 
have to deal with these intense situations that we force our members 
to deal with. Children should develop in an environment where they 
can grow properly, and where there isn't a tremendous amount of 
stress weighing them down. It ruins you. 


"Bane and Rayne told me of this... but | was too blind to see the 
truth of their words. | should have listened to them. And now... 
they're both gone, along with Ragnor... along with Impetus and Syn. 
They're all gone..." 


Len let out a quiet sigh and lowered his eyes to the ground. 

"But... we're fine!" Zekra insisted. "We're fine! We can handle the 
stress! We've been doing so well for about a month now! You can't 
just kick us out of the Fellowship!" 

"I'm sorry, but I'm dismissing you for your own good," Len said. 
Zekra leapt back and desperately shook her head. 

"No! Don't kick us out! We have to stay and fight the Plagued Ones!" 
Zekra cried. "We have to! If we can't fight the Plagued Ones 
anymore... I... I... | just... It can't happen!" 


Len let out a sigh as he looked upon his Ariados companion. 


"Garter... she's not going to cooperate voluntarily. You know what to 
do." 


Garter gave a slow, reluctant nod before locking his gaze onto the 
Zorua. Without warning, the Ariados spat out a massive web of silk 
at Zekra which landed over her body and tied her down to the 
ground. She squirmed around frantically, but found that the webbing 
held fast and kept her immobile. She was about to activate her 
illusion power, but just when she was about to, Len put a large paw 
to her head and released a small charge of static into her. 
Immediately, Zekra's body fell limp as paralysis overcame her. 


Terron was about to help her, but he too found himself immobile 
within seconds by a psychic bind caused by Emdox. He attempted to 
break free, but it was all in vain. He was forced to watch as the sigil 
that was forever a part of his paw now slowly started to change. A 
giant "X" was now etching its way over the elaborate Fellowship 
mark, adding its unfortunate meaning to the already-present design. 


Dismissed. 


In the corner of his eye, he saw Len trace the very same shape into 
Zekra's paw with his own claw. 


When the dismissed symbols had been added to both of the 
children's marks, Len looked upon Novus, who was standing beside 
the children, doing nothing to stop what was happening around him. 


"So Novus, because you are an adult, you will be given a choice,” 
Len said. "You may either stay with these children and leave behind 
your Fellowship membership, or you can leave behind these children 
and join another team that needs a member. What do you chose?" 


The Quilava remained wordless for a moment before glancing at the 
two children who were still immobile from their various elemental 
binds. After contemplating in silence, he released a sigh. 


"I'll stay with these children," Novus said. "| cannot leave them when 
they have lost so many of their friends. Besides, | promised 
someone that | would take care of Terron for them, and | intend to 
keep such promise." 


"Very well then," Len said with a solemn nod. "I respect your 
decision. Emdox, if you will." 


With a nod, the Xatu also placed the cross over Novus's Fellowship 
mark. Now, with the three Pokémon having been officially dismissed 
from the Fellowship, Emdox released his hold upon Terron and 
Garter removed his webbing from off of Zekra. Len then reached 
inside a bag around his person and pulled out a Cheri berry, which 
he proceeded to give to the paralyzed Zorua. 


The three leaders looked upon Team Vendetta with sorrowful gazes. 


Terron and Novus were completely blank, as if they had become 
mere shadows of their former selves. Zekra was on the verge of 
crying again, yet no words came out of her mouth. It was as though 
she was still paralyzed. 


The members of Team Valor were forced to look away. 


"Though you are no longer Fellowship members, we will take you 
back to the base and care for you until we find a place for you," Len 
said as he gently wrapped a paw around the three Pokémon. "So 
come, dear children. Let's get you inside so you can rest. It's beena 
very long day..." 


Team Vendetta gave a vacant nod, finding that they could say 
nothing. 


And then, the six Pokémon went forward into the ruined Fellowship. 
Special thanks to ScytheRider for assisting me with this 


chapter. Specifically, for writing out the entire Terron and Yimtri 
conflict towards the end. 


My Persona 


x 
Chapter 34 


My Persona 


My name is Terron. Not that it matters much anyway. 


In fact, that's not even my name. That's someone else's name. Zekra 
just gave me that name because she wanted to pretend that | was 
an old friend of hers who she lost. So what does that leave me? 
Exactly what | am right now: a nameless, faceless, powerless 
Cubone with no past and no purpose. 


| don't even know what I'm doing here anymore. It's been three days 
since the incident that destroyed Aurora Town... | think. | don't see a 
point in keeping close track of time right now. They let me back into 
the Fellowship building with the rest of the survivors, but... there's 
nothing for me to do here anymore. So | just sit here in my bed. The 
bed that, in a few days, won't be mine anymore. In a room that won't 
be mine anymore. 


| sit here with my skull in my hands and | stare into the eyeholes. | 
don't even remember what this skull belonged to. Was it a Deino 
skull? Is that what this was? It's so hard to remember when it's been 
tampered to suit my needs. 


But | just... | stare at it, and | feel like | hate it. | feel like it betrayed 
me. 


It wasn't supposed to happen like this. None of this was supposed to 
happen. | thought, maybe, if | fought hard and made a good leader 
for the team, maybe I'd grow stronger and maybe I'd find some kind 
of a purpose here in the world of Pokémon. Maybe I'd figure out why 


I'm here and what happened to me before | lost my memories. 
Maybe I'd actually help fight back against the Plagued Ones. 


| thought | was doing so well... 


After surviving the hell-hole that was Erebus Woods, | felt pretty 
proud of myself for a bit. That mission ranked up our team quite a lot. 
Not to mention the fact that | was just happy to be alive and together 
with everyone. You don't know how much you care for someone until 
you see them almost die. | guess that was something Zekra always 
knew from the start. Which is why she gave me the name that she 
did. 


But when it was all said and done, and we touched down back here, 
and when | had that talk with Zekra and Syn and Impetus... | really 
felt like everything was coming together. | felt like... that was what | 
was supposed to be doing. 


| thought | was on my way to learning how to be a good leader and 
take a stand against the Plagued Ones. | even thought my plan to 
talk to Yimtri was so clever. 


Pride before the fall, | guess. 


And | just stare at my helmet, my persona, and | just direct all my 
hatred into it. As if this long-dead Deino is at fault for everything that 
happened. Because this... was my pride. This was the mask of pride 
| wore. The pride that blinded me. Pride that made me think that 
something good was going to come out of everything. 


| blame it for everything. For the Plagued One attack destroying our 
home. For losing Syn and Impetus. And for the fact that I'm not a 
leader of a Fellowship team anymore. Now I'm just the leader of a 
group of misfit Pokémon who have been rejected by the rest of the 
world. 


Sometimes | even forget I'm not a Pokémon by birth. This world has 
become my life. It's been so easy to slip into the mindset of a 


Cubone and just lose myself. | had no idea the world of Pokemon 
was so deep and meaningful, so full of culture and companionship 
and honor. | never would have known if | hadn't become one. 


That's what the helmet did to me. | slip that skull onto my head, and | 
become Terron the Cubone. Strong, fearless, not giving a care in the 
world to anything human-related. My world revolves around Zekra, 
Novus, and all of my other friends. My purpose is to keep them alive 
and learn how to fight the Plagued Ones by their side. That's the 
mask | hid behind, thinking it would make everything okay. So it's not 
really my fault. It was my persona. 


It feels so good to blame something. | think it's the only thing keeping 
me sane at this point. 


Sometimes | blame Len. | still don't get his reasoning for kicking us 
out. "I! don't want you to live the same life as | did"? What kind of 
reasoning is that?! Well, look where that got you, mister Luxray. 
You're evolved, you're backed by the best team of friends a 
Pokémon could ask for, and most of all, you're living life with a 
purpose. You put your heart and soul into your war against the 
Plagued Ones. All things considered, | think you did well in life. So 
what right do you have to deny me the same opportunities as you? 
Just because fighting the Plagued Ones might be a /ittle hard 
sometimes?! Just because we might miss having a family or 
whatever? 


Blasted hypocrite. | don't want your pity! 


There's a loud cracking noise as | spike the helmet down at the 
ground. | barely even realized | did it. The poor old Deino bounces 
and rolls around until it stops right-side-up, staring right back at me. 


Well, here's something for you, Len. What if some Pokemon just 
need to fight? Isn't that our whole purpose? Isn't that why we have all 
these weird elemental powers? | may not be a Pokemon by birth, but 
it's obvious to me that we were built to fight for things. That's where 
our happiness comes from. 


So what's the big deal about the Fellowships? Okay, so what if | 
might be young and inexperienced and... and actually a little bit of a 
liability? So? I'm getting better as time goes on. Why can't they just 
let Zekra and | dedicate our lives to fighting for something we believe 
in? I'm old enough to accept that there are things more important 
than my own life. That's why | stood up to Yimtri, even though | was 
pretty sure | was going to die right there. 


Yimitri... | blame him too. It's so easy to blame him. It makes my 
blood boil whenever | even think of his name. He knows things. He 
knows . He might even know all the answers to what the Plagued 
Ones are doing and why they're here. He might even know who / 
am. | really wouldn't put it past him. There's just this way that he 
talks to me, like he knows more about me than he lets on. 


Yet he refuses help. He wants to work alone. And he's willing to let 
so many other Pokémon die and get captured because of it. He's 
willing to let things like this happen because he's scared of admitting 
that he's actually a Plagued One now, and it's only a matter of time 
before he completely loses control to Erebus. Yeah... | can easily pin 
the blame on him. There are so many reasons to. 


But there's this other corner of my mind that keeps telling me Yimtri 
might be right. Maybe he'll find the medals that Drae had and save 
himself from a complete transformation... and maybe he'll get some 
for us, too. If the Fellowship knew about these pins, | wouldn't be 
surprised if it would cause mass anarchy. The Fellowships might all 
just fall apart as they fight over these things once they learn who 
Erebus is and how dangerous it is. 


And then there's this other thing that Yimtri told me. That the 
Fellowships might not want to listen to me. That really bugs me for 
some reason. Really, really bugs me. It makes me think that there's 
something even deeper and darker that he knows about. Something 
worse than Erebus. Are the Fellowships themselves corrupted? Do 
they already know the secret? If they know the secret already, 
maybe they'll kill us if we try to spread it. Maybe Yimtri gave us those 
death threats to protect us too, not just himself. 


There's just something about the way he said it that makes me 
completely trust him. When | threatened him, he wasn't acting. He 
was serious. The secret means more to him than | could have 
expected. Until | know why that is, there's a part of me that's really, 
deeply scared of spilling the secret about Erebus. 


Maybe Yimtri really is doing the best he can with what he's got. 
Which means... I'm out of things to blame again. 


As I'm staring at my skull helmet, | think | feel the beginning ofa 
migraine. It's a familiar feeling nowadays. It's the headache Erebus 
gave me. The headache that reminds me I'm going to become one 
of the Plagued Ones someday. Thankfully, it's easy to ignore. At 
least for now. 


Before | know it, | find myself wandering downstairs through the 
Fellowship center. I'm not wearing my persona, but | don't care. 
Pokémon will cast me odd glances, but it doesn't matter what they 
think of me. I'm not even a real Cubone anyway. 


As | walk through the mess hall, | see some of the survivors eating at 
tables. They're using the kitchen one last time before everything gets 
decommissioned and abandoned. All the spare food needs to be 
packed up for the great exodus to whatever other Fellowship they're 
going to join. It's going to be a long walk. A walk we won't be making. 
Nope, we're going somewhere completely different. Somewhere far 
away from the war, where we can grow up in peace and be the 
normal children Len thinks we should be. 


Hah. 


In the world of Pokémon, there's no such thing as normal. Take me 
for instance. | wear the bones of other Pokémon on my head 
because my instincts compel me to do so. Because | can't be a 
functioning member of society without one. How's that normal? How 
am | ever supposed to be normal? When others look at me, what do 
they see? They see the very symbol that represents death and 


despair: the skull. That's a symbol | have to live with every day of my 
life. And in my spare time, | yearn to frolic in mounds of the dead 
remains of other Pokémon. 


| ask again, how's that normal? 


As I'm walking through the mess hall, | spot my team. Or should | 
say, my former team. We're not really a team anymore. We're just... 
nobodies now. But we're still friends. We're going to be there for 
each other one way or another. It's all we really have left now. 


Zekra and Novus are sitting at a table, eating something. They're 
really quiet. They see me and give me a nod, but they don't say 
anything. 


| don't think we've said anything for a while. | don't even remember 
how long it's been. | don't even think I've eaten in a few days. When 
you feel so many other strong feelings, like these migraines, or the 
sheer sting of heartbreak waking you up in the middle of the night... 
you tend to forget you're hungry. 


| just pass them by. | have nothing to say to them right now. There's 
somewhere I'd rather be. 


| head out of the Fellowship and around back to the gardens where 
we used to grow berries and things. There are a lot of crops here 
that will never be harvested. They'll sprout and bear fruit long after 
nobody's here. The wilds will get them. 


And at the side of the garden lies the compost pile with a huge, filthy 
mound of bone scraps, most of which have plenty of raw meat still 
hanging from their joints. They cleared out the scrap room in the 
kitchen, the place where they used to keep all these bones, because 
the whole place is about to be abandoned. So they dumped them all 
here in the garden to decompose over the ages... if the hungry 
carnivorous wilds don't carry them away first. 


And | see that pile of bones, and for the first time since that awful 
incident, | smile. 


It's a Cubone's dream come true. So many bones to play with. So 
many to hone into weapons, armor, toys, and whatever else my 
imagination could come up with. So many uses. So many 
possibilities. | could entertain myself for days. And right now, that's 
all | really plan on doing. 


So | revel in my glee and | climb to the top of the mound, feeling the 

pile shift and slide under my weight, ready to dig in. | spot a ribcage, 

and | immediately begin the process of making thorns. Thorns are so 
useful. 


Yes, in mystery dungeons. 


After making a nice handful of twelve thorns, | obsessively stack 
them in an orderly pile at the base of the mound and climb back up 
to find something else. 


Next, | find a spine. It looks like the vertebrae are still attached 
together by the little disks. That's not going to last too long, though. 
Hm, but | see a use with the little vertebrae. They fit pretty well in my 
palm, and | bet | could use them like little stones. Or maybe | could 
just hit them with my club and use them as high-speed projectiles. 
Yeah, that could work. I'll try that. | sit down with the spine in hand 
and begin to break it apart. 


Would be quite useful in battle, wouldn't it? 


It's pretty easy work. | split apart all the vertebrae and | set them next 
to the stack of thorns. 


What else can | make? Hmmm, | need to be a little more creative. 
Thorns and little stones are nice, and so is having two clubs and a 
helmet, but what else can | do? It's such a glorious pile of bones... | 
could make enough weapons to last for the rest of my life. Maybe | 
could find a suitable helmet to use as a backup. It's too bad there's 


nothing really edible in the heads of Pokémon, so the skulls don't 
make it to the kitchen. Usually they're cut off at the butcher in town 
that used to ship us all our meat, although I'm not sure where the 
butcher stashed his remains. Maybe he threw it into the river, and | 
hate water. 


So while I'm thinking, | find another ribcage and start making myself 
more thorns. | can never have enough thorns. They're so tiny and so 
efficient as throwing weapons... 


Why would you need weapons? You're a civilian now. 


Shut up. Alright, how many thorns should | make? Maybe forty? That 
sounds like a good number. That would fill a small sack. Then maybe 
later | could have Zekra gnaw them down to a fine-tipped point. 


And a few of these legs look like they would make excellent 
bludgeons. The ones | have are fine, but maybe | could learn to use 
a bigger club. | could learn to wield a two-handed club, just in those 
cases | need the extra power. 


Which will be never. 


| have no way of knowing that. There are some mean and strong 
wilds out there. With a large enough club, | could take them out with 
a single blow to the head. Better yet, maybe | could learn to throw it 
like a boomerang, like | do with my smaller clubs. I'm sure it's not 
impossible. 


Stop hiding from me, Terron. You know I'm here . 


Shut up. Leave me be. | don't want to listen. Just let me make my 
bones. 


You've been hiding from me for days, Terron. You've been trying to 
run away from me by blaming everyone else. 


If you keep hiding from me, you'll be just as bad as Yimtri. And you'll 
be a hypocrite, which will make you just as bad as Len. Is that what 
you really want? 


It was my voice of reason. That insidious, conniving voice that was 
always telling me things | didn't want to hear. | had been trying to 
block it out for as long as possible, but | just couldn't anymore. 


| remembered the serious talks | had to Zekra, and to Syn, and to 
Impetus. | had one with Novus, and Vantis, and even Yimtri. 


It seemed that it was time to have one with myself. 
Alright. Fine. I'm listening. Just say it. Go on. Say it. 
There's nothing to say, Terron. You know everything already. 


The truth is that you don't know what you're going to do now. You're 
back where you started. It's just as bad as the moment you woke up 
with amnesia, if not worse. 


You learned so much about Mystery Dungeons, but now you will 
never enter one again. 


You learned so much about teamwork, and now you are no longer 
on a team. 


You've gained so much rank and learned so much about the 
Fellowships, but now you're not part of one. 


You've learned about the Plagued Ones, but now you'll never be ina 
position to oppose them. 


Those weapons you're making are toys now. They'll never be used in 
battle. 


Everything you've learned... all this strength and knowledge and skill 
you've gained... 


None of it applies anymore. 

Everything you've learned means nothing. 

Nothing. 

As I'm telling myself all this, the migraine comes back. It begins to 
feel as though my own bone thorns are being shoved into my 


temples. 


| stumble back to the ground and glare at those piles | had made. My 
head starts to hurt so much that | stagger forward and hold myself up 
with my claws. 


You can blame all you want. You can blame Yimtri, you can blame 
Len, you can blame Zekra and Impetus. You can blame the Plagued 
Ones. You can even blame your own persona. Your Cubone body. 
Your skull helmet. 


But none of them are going to repay you. None of them owe you 
anything. The fact of the matter is that you're back where you 
started, and there's no way out. 

There's nothing you can do now. 


Nothing. 


And | just yell in agony and | slam my fist into the bone piles | had 
made. 


It's all pointless, Terron. 
Human. 


| grip my forehead and it feels weird. | wasn't expecting to touch 
scales; | forgot | had my helmet off. | had left it upstairs in my room. 


| cry out again and | dig my claws into my temples, wanting the 
migraine to stop. Wanting the voice to stop. 


And when the headache finally fades away again, | find myself spent 
of all energy. | just lay in a scattered pile of the bones | had collected, 
staring at the sky. Staring at the passing clouds and the sun, and the 
majestic tree that once housed the Aurora Town Fellowship. 


And | realize it's all true. Nothing means anything to me anymore. 
And | don't know what to do. 


| realize there are tears streaming down the sides of my face. I'm 
crying. | never cry when I'm wearing my helmet. | had held it in for 
too long. 


And | feel like just falling asleep there surrounded by the bones and 
the stench of rotting meat. | saw no reason not to. 


But then my voice of reason returns, and it tells me something | 
really didn't expect it to say. 


You know, Terron, there is a way out. 
The Plagued Ones, Terron. 


They know something about you. They respect you somehow. They 
want you to join. 


They have the answers, Terron. 


You already know that Plagued Ones don't really die. They still 
remain who they are. 


You could join them... then you'd know everything. You'd know who 
you truly are. You'd know why you're here on Shiron. And you'd be 
immortal. 

And you'd know your own name. 


It's the only way out that makes any more sense, Terron. 


You know what to do. Go to Erebus. Erebus will make you the 
Plagued One you ought to be. So why don't you go? Why don't you 
become one of the Plagued Ones? Why don't you go to Erebus? 


My eyes start to feel heavy with water and depression. | start to feel 
So tired. 


Soon, | see nothing but the black behind my eyes. 


A throbbing pain strikes my head once again, but | refuse to open my 
eyes. | just want to sleep. | don't care if it hurts. | just want to sleep. 


| don't want to deal with reality right now. | just want to disappear 
from a while. | want to go back to that world where nothing matters. | 
want to go to my oblivion. 


| just want to sleep in peace, away from everything. 


| feel... 


| feel... happy... 


All of my worries... they're melting away... 


Everything... everything feels... 
"Terron! Terron! Wake up, Terron!" 


Someone starts shaking me. Violently. | don't want to wake up, but | 
can't ignore the Pokémon that's bothering me. They're too loud and 
they're rattling all of my internal organs. It's too much for me to 
tolerate. 


| grudgingly open my eyes and find Vantis standing over me. | don't 
know why he's here. | haven't even seen him since the day | got 
dismissed. | think he had to go perform messenger duties for Len. 
Whatever. It doesn't matter. 


He looks absolutely horrified, as if he had just seen a ghost. Well, a 
dead Pokémon's spirit. Ghosts here in Shiron aren't like ghosts in 
Kuron. | need to remember that. 


Vantis's terrified look goes away once he sees that I'm awake now. 
He starts to smile awkwardly. 


"There you are. Sorry about the rude awakening," he tells me. "I've 
just been looking for you... and you weren't getting up after | found 
you..." 


Yeah, because I'm tired. | didn't want to get up because I'm tired. I'm 
tired of everything right now. I'm tired that there's nothing left for me. 


"| was tired," | say, choosing not to express my bitter thoughts. 
"That's all." 


"Oh, okay then," Vantis says. 


| look away from the Flygon and choose to remain in my pile of 
bones. | don't have anything to say right now. | don't. 


Vantis doesn't say anything either, but he's not leaving me alone. 
He's just staring at me. | would ask why he's here, but | just don't feel 
like it right now. | feel so exhausted. | don't want to do anything right 
now except stare up into the endless sky. 


"Len found a new home for you and your friends," Vantis suddenly 
announces out of nowhere. 


| feel a small bit of energy fill me again, giving me the energy | need 
to speak. 


| look back at the Flygon. 
"What?" | say blankly. 


Vantis grimaces as he looks away from me for just a moment. When 
he looks back at me, | can see that he's hurting in his own way. | can 
see the reluctance. 


"The reason | came to find you right now... it's because | wanted to 
tell that I'm taking you to your new home tomorrow morning," Vantis 


explains painfully. "Len finally found somebody to take care of you. | 
just got back from visiting them today. And... that's why I'm here now 
rather than going to one of the other Fellowships like a bunch of 
other Pokémon. | just wanted to tell you that... so you can have time 
to say goodbye to here. And, | already told your friends about this. | 
figured you didn't want to tell them this, so | did it for you." 


So, the day's finally come. I'm officially leaving the Fellowship 
tomorrow. 


Leaving, never to return. Tomorrow. 


| feel like | should be grieving right now or even screaming at Vantis 
to let me stay here, but I'm feeling absolutely nothing right now. 


Nothing. Nothing at all. 
"Okay," | Say. 
And that's all | can say. | really can't think of anything else to say. 


"Listen, Terron, I'm really sorry that things had to be this way," Vantis 
says gently. "I tried talking to Len, but he wouldn't budge. But, 
everything's going to be okay. | mean, | Know things are tough, but 
you'll get through this and-" 


| start blocking him out. | don't want to listen to him anymore. | don't 
want anyone's pity right now. | don't want any kind of comfort. 


|... | just want to sleep. 


Well after who knows how long, Vantis finally stops trying to raise my 
spirits. Maybe he finally gets that I'm not paying attention to him. And 
so, he leaves me alone. 


| go back to my bedroom with my bone collection in tow. I'm still tired 
and staying with all of those bones isn't the best place to be when 
I'm tired. Besides, someone might find me again. | don't want to deal 
with anyone right now. 


| don't want to deal with anything right now. 


| collapse into my bed that won't even be mine anymore after 
tomorrow. I'm about to fall asleep, but then, | see my persona lying 
next to me. The Deino skull. 


| don't hate it anymore. | know it's not the persona's fault for 
everything's that happened. | was just being stupid and playing the 
blame game on anything | could find. 


| pick up my persona and stare into its empty eye holes. Those eyes 
that no doubt resemble my own now. 


Deino... | bet you didn't expect that you'd become my persona. | bet 
you didn't think I'd start relying on your skull to give me the strength 
to do everything. | wonder what happened to you before you became 
nothing but a persona. Garter said he got you from Dusk Mines, 
didn't he? Were you a Dusk Mines Fellowship member that killed 
themselves when they realized they were going to be a Plagued 
One? Were you some criminal that lied to the Fellowship? Or were 
you just some random feral that the Fellowship decided to kill to 
keep their meat supply stocked? 


| suppose it doesn't matter. I'll never be able to Know you. You're 
dead. And, your skull can't help me anymore. | don't need a persona 
where I'm going. No, not anymore. Not when | don't need your 
strength anymore. 


Because why do | need your strength when there's nothing to fight 
for anymore? 


... Wait. 
Wait. 


What am | saying? Am... am |... have | seriously been thinking about 
giving up just because of everything that's happened? Just because 
seemingly everything's come crashing down on me? 


No, no, | can't do that. What am | thinking?! Of course there's 
something to fight for! I'm fighting the Plagued Ones to make them 
pay for the suffering they've brought to so many Pokémon. Am | just 
going to quit because the Plagued Ones happened to make me 
suffer? 


No. Zekra never did that. When they took away everyone and 
everything she ever cared about, did she give up on everything like 
me? No, she didn't. She stood firmly against those demons and kept 
fighting them. She stayed strong. 


And so did Novus. Novus did the same thing as well. He still took a 
stand against them, his resolve unwavering. 


| need to do the same thing as my friends did. I'm the leader, after 
all. | don't care if Len says I'm not a leader anymore. | am a leader, 
no matter what. 


Even if | can't be the leader of some Fellowship team, | can still be 
the leader of Team Vendetta. Team Vendetta will still exist, even after 
we get kicked out of the Fellowship. We don't need Len to fight the 
Plagued Ones. We can do it our own way. 


We don't need to be dependent on the Fellowship. After all, if Yimtri 
is right, | can't trust the Fellowship with the secret behind the 
Plagued Ones anyway. Winning this war... it might just be something 
| have to do with my own team. With my own friends. With any other 
Pokémon | can find to support me. 


Everything I've learned can still be used. It's not a waste. | can still 
use all of my knowledge to keep fighting. 


| can't let what's happened to me weigh me down. I'm the one who 
controls my fate, no one else. 


| look upon my persona and stare into its eyes for a moment. 


I'm going to need your skull again, Deino. | need my persona to let 
me do this. | need your strength to do all of this. You've given me 
your strength before... and | need it now more than ever. | can't be 
the nameless, timid human anymore. | can't go back to that. | need 
you to let me be Terron the Cubone. 


Terron... the valiant leader of Team Vendetta. 
Forever. 


And then with a confident smile, | put the persona on my head. 


Perhaps an hour later, Zekra and Novus come into the room. They're 
still so drained right now. So lifeless. | can see it in their eyes. 


The two of them go over to their separated beds and get ready to fall 
asleep. They don't say anything to me, as if they've forgotten that | 
exist. But, | know better than to think that. They... they just don't 
have the energy to do anything anymore. It was probably tiring 
enough just to walk up all those stairs to get to our bedroom. 


| can only imagine the pain they must be feeling, seeing the Plagued 
Ones take away everything from them for a second time. Just the 
very thought of that makes my heart break. 


But, | don't let the pain consume me. I'm not going to wallow in 
depression. I'm not going to... because my friends need me more 
than anything right now. | know they both still want to fight the 
Plagued Ones, but they need someone to pull them out of the 
darkness before any of that can happen. They need someone to 
help lead them out of their own personal abysses. And that someone 
can't be trapped in an oblivion of their own. 


| tell Novus and Zekra to combine all of our beds together. They give 
me such odd glances, but they don't question it. They understand my 
intent. The three of us take the bunches of hay and shove it into a 
giant pile before all of us lay down upon its softness. 


Zekra and | cuddle, holding each other close while we use Novus as 
a pillow. We haven't slept like this in a while. And, it feels nice to be 
this way again. 


I've always found it funny how humans don't like to be this close to 
anyone whenever they're sleeping, yet for Pokémon, they do it so 
casually. Whether if it's with close friends, or some Pokémon you've 
just met, no one feels awkward about it. It actually feels nice to be so 
close to all of my friends. It always brings this strange sense of 
comfort. 


And though | can tell that my friends are still hurting right now, | know 
Zekra and Novus feel some of that comfort. It's so easy to tell how 
Pokémon are feeling. Their emotions are so powerful. 


I'll give you my support, Zekra and Novus. I'm strong enough to do 
that now. 


I'll help both of you through all of this. 


Imprisoned By My Own Choice 


X 
Chapter 35 


Imprisoned By My Own Choice 


Though | am "Novus" to those who know me, it was not the name | 
was born with. 


No, my true name, bestowed upon me by my father, was much more 
prestigious and eloquent. For a time, | wore it proudly. | deeply 
cherished it. And unto this day, | still treasure it. But there came a 
time when | found | could not stand to answer to that name anymore. 


Ever since my first encounter with those wretched abominations 
known as the Plagued Ones, | discarded the name in favor of a new 
one: Novus. As much as | detest having to wear this false name as a 
Cubone might hide behind an ivory mask, | know that I must, for | no 
longer wish be known by my true name. | feel | am no longer worthy 
to hold my true name anymore. 


Now, | am Novus, meaning "new" in an ancient human language. | 
feel this name carries, in part, the same weight of my true name, for 
there are so very few Pokémon with names that are blatantly of 
human origins, just as my true name is so rarely worn by anyone. 
Such an example would be Eclair from what was the Aurora Town 
Fellowship. Her name is "flash of light", but | hardly believe that 
anyone other than myself and perhaps even Eclair herself know that. 
After all, Ninetales are such intelligent creatures. When they are 
given a name, they no doubt understand the purpose behind sucha 
name. 


As for me, there is a reason | am able to recognize names of human 
origin here in this world of Pokémon, when there are not many 
others who can. That is a topic for another day, perhaps. 


It has been a week since the Flygon Fellowship leader took myself, 
the human, and Zekra away from Aurora Town. We have been 
staying on an island that is about an hour's time of flight away from 
the west coast of Shiron. The name of such island is Shirra, and it is 
a reasonably large island. Shellshore Village is the name of the 
settlement in which we now dwell. 


This place has become home for the three of us. This place, this tiny 
rock, surrounded by miles of Kyogre's great seas, sealed away in 
blissful ignorance from the Fellowships and the war against the foul 
Plagued Ones. This tiny mound of Groudon's creation is all that 
remains for us to call home. 


We are being cared for by a Sylveon and Glaceon, who already have 
an Eevee as their only child. They treat us with such love and 
tenderness, as though we actually were their own children and 
simply not castaways. At least, for the human and Zekra, they treat 
as such. They extend their care to me as well, but not without a 
heavy measure of awkwardness; they can see | am an adult, 
capable of caring for myself. Though they treat me among their litter 
of children, serving me four meals a day and assigning my share of 
household chores, they hesitate to ask me why | am here. | know 
that they don't wish to show me such thoughts and do everything 
they can to hide it beneath their guise of nurturing kindness, but | 
know it to be true. | see it whenever | stare into their eyes. 


| can see so much about anyone just by gazing into their eyes. 
They're the windows to the soul. If there is ever a time you want to 
understand someone, and you cannot find a way to open their heart, 
simply look into those windows for a brief moment, and you will see 
their true selves shine before you for just a glimmer of a second. It's 
through this simple way that | am able to see the hidden pain and 
thoughts of all those around me. 


It is how | can see the pain of my two companions. Here, | sit in the 
sand near the shore, watching the human and Zekra speak to one 
another in the distance. | can understand most of their conversation 
from where | am, but | choose not to eavesdrop. Instead, | simply 
observe them. 


Compared to the Pokémon they were when | first joined Team 
Vendetta, they have changed. For one, they have changed in 
outwardly appearance. Previously, | would have found it difficult to 
imagine Zekra without the Deception Amulet attached to her neck at 
all times, but the Glaceon stripped it from her on the day we arrived. 
It would, of course, have made it possible for her to leave this island 
prison of ours, perhaps even to take the rest of us with her as well, if 
she could harness a strong illusion of a powerful swimming or flying 
Pokémon. Thus, she couldn't have been allowed to keep it, if we are 
to carry out our punishment in full. Though she tries to hide her 
feelings, | can see, through her eyes, that a piece of her soul has 
been taken away when she lost the amulet. 


To be honest, it puzzles me as to why the Fellowship leaders chose 
to turn a blind eye to the amulet in the first place. | wondered why 
they let her keep it; perhaps they were not aware of its power? 
Whatever the case, she has parted with it now, and its location is 
unknown at current. 


Then the human... he was given a coat by the Flygon Fellowship 
leader when he took us here. A button-up coat that reaches to his 
abdomen and is of the color of pine trees, that is. The Flygon called 
ita "parting present", though | can't understand why he chose to only 
give a gift to the human. Perhaps something happened between the 
two of them. Either way, it matters not to me. It's simply just an odd 
sight to see the human wearing a coat that heavily resembles that of 
a human coat, albeit, having far more pockets than a human coat 
usually does. | fully believe that the human realizes the irony as well, 
but he does not seem to care, for it keeps him warm and it gives him 
space to carry his bones. He always carries a large variety of bones, 


crafted to fit many uses, as if he is anticipating a battle to come upon 
him at any given moment. He must find the coat to be so useful. 


| must admit, | am not one to look favorably upon the use of these 
magical accessories or equipment to augment one's strength. When 
| see Zekra rely on her amulet, or even when | see the human 
fighting with his bones, | feel a small spark of resentment. | wish to 
ask them, what if that amulet were taken away, as it is now? Or what 
if the bones were snatched from your grasp, and the helmet upon 
your head shattered and useless? What then? | fear my companions 
would be powerless, having conditioned themselves to rely only 
upon their weapons as a cripple would lean on a crutch. This is why | 
will never don weapons, armor, or any magical item which might 
allow me to pretend | am stronger than | truly am. For Pokemon are 
born with as much power as they will ever need, locked within their 
very souls. Just as | hold Reshiram's flame within myself and have 
spent my life nurturing it, the human has the soul of Groudon within 
himself, and must learn to draw upon his power. Zekra, too, has just 
as much illusionary power within herself as the crystal upon that 
necklace, but now that she has tasted its power, will she ever wish to 
train and fight to unlock the power on her own? Or will she continue 
to rely on the amulet in battle, letting it strangle her, until a clever foe 
will inevitably see that it is the source of her power - her weak point? 


Ah, but this is merely my own philosophy, and nothing more. | hold 
no presumption to make them see the world with my own eyes, or at 
the very least, not all at one time. 


The other way those children have changed since | became a part of 
Team Vendetta... regards the state of their emotional well-being. The 
human, much to my surprise, has left the abyss that once swallowed 
him whole and is now behaving more like his true, valiant self. Most 
of his vigor has returned to him. | Know not what happened to him so 
that he might have recovered from such a horrifying experience so 
quickly, but it brings me some joy to see that he has. Yet, he still 
holds such pain in his heart. He can attempt to hide it behind his 
persona all he wants, but | can see it. He cannot hide the windows of 


the soul behind his mask, despite how much he undoubtedly wishes 
he could. 


And yet, all of pain he harbors is nothing compared to the torment | 
see within Zekra. | do not have to be so closely bonded to her to see 
that she is drowning in her inner darkness. Her spirit is simply gone, 
and all | see of her is nothing but an empty shell. | will sometimes 
see a quick flicker of her soul in her eyes when anyone speaks to 
her, but otherwise, her spirit remains trapped in the deep blackness 
of achasm. The human attempts to pull her out of such place every 
day now by showing her such tenderness and affection, and though 
it does help, | can see that she will not leave her dark place fora 
while. She will be trapped there and will not leave so easily. 


Perhaps the true reason the human is in pain... is because he feels 
Zekra's pain. Perhaps he knows that she will not be able to leave her 
abyss for quite a while... and grieves at the thought. Perhaps that's 
the only reason he is still in pain. 


The poor, unfortunate children. It brings me such melancholy to 
know that they have been reduced to this. | too feel such horrible 
pain, but... it's not the pain Zekra and the human share. 


No, the suffering in my own heart comes from a conflict | find myself 
in. For you see, as fond as | am of these two children... | find myself 
longing to leave them and rejoin the Fellowship. | want to rejoin so | 
can once again continue to fight, just as I've wanted to for the 
longest time. 


Since the very day | learned of the existence of those putrid 
creatures that pollute Shiron like a foul disease, | have always 
sought a way to put an end to them. Yet, | Knew | could never do it 
alone. | had to find allies. Eventually, | did discover allies years after 
my encounter with the Blight Demons, which was of course, the 
Fellowship. The original Fellowship long before it split into five 
factions, that is. But, | could not join them, for they had created a law 
that their members could not join by themselves. The Fellowship 
required that you have at least one companion with you, which is 


understandable; having at least one companion with you was no 
doubt made a rule to allow for your protection and sanity. Though, 
this does not explain why the Dusk Mines Leader seems to be the 
sole leader of his Fellowship, rather than having a team like the 
Aurora Town Fellowship. Perhaps the Fellowship made an exception 
for him. Or perhaps he had companions when he became a leader, 
but they were turned into abominations by Erebus. Either way, the 
Fellowship strictly would not let me join, unless | had a companion. | 
had none, so | was not allowed to join. 


So | wandered for a time, until | found Aurora Town and learned of 
the training gym that was seeking a fire-type trainer. | became such 
trainer, for | decided that if | could not fight the blight demons with the 
Fellowship, the very least | could do was teach others how to 
improve their battle tactics so that should the vile creatures strike, 
they might better defend themselves. | stayed there for many years, 
and then one day, a fraction of the Fellowship's followers came to 
Aurora Town and constructed their base into the massive trees of the 
city. It was a very happy day to see the Fellowship a short walk's 
distance away from where | stayed, but | still knew that | could not 
join. For one, | did not wish to abandon my duty as a fire trainer. | felt 
somewhat obligated to carry out this new task brought about me, as 
if it was my new purpose in life, and | Knew | would feel somewhat 
guilty if | left my position in favor of joining the Fellowship. Then also, 
| Knew | still could not join the Fellowship, for | still worked alone. | 
knew | could have asked a Fellowship team to let me become one of 
their members, but | was much too proud, and refused to resort to 
such option. As much as | wished to join, | simply would not ask. 
That was considered too much for me at the time. 


| eventually grew out of that when | was dismissed from my trainer 
position and saw that | was once again without much purpose. But, | 
did not feel hollow, for | had met the human and Zekra, and later 
their companions, and learned that they were Fellowship members. 
And so, because | was already acquainted with them and knew full 
well that they needed someone with guidance such as myself, | saw 
my opportunity. | asked to be on their team, despite how much that 


went against my nature. They allowed such, which was somewhat as 
| predicted. 


Of course, | was only a member for one day, or two days if you count 
the day after the Aurora Town Fellowship was severely gutted of 
many of its members. Either way, | was only a member for a short 
time before the human and Zekra were stripped of their status as 
members and | was quick to follow. | Know | had a choice in the 
matter. | know that | chose to leave the Fellowship when | could have 
easily left behind the children and join a more competent team. | 
remember the offer was so tempting. 


And yet, | did not have the heart to abandon the children. | simply 
could not. | could not when | was forced into a promise by Impetus . | 
could not when I've grown far too attached to these children. 


And now | am now imprisoned here on this island with those 
children, my heart filled with turmoil about what | must do. | am 
imprisoned by my own choice, but | find that | question my choice so 
very much. 


| Know | can leave this island right now, if | truly wish to. | Know that 
the Sylveon and Glaceon will allow me to leave if | asked. They 
would not mind, for | am of the age where | am quite free to make my 
own choices in life. Yes, more than they or anyone could ever 
imagine. | could depart from the children, and then | would simply 
need to find a team that would accept me and rejoin the Fellowship 
that way. Somehow. | suppose | might have to humble myself and 
ask to be put on a pre-existing Fellowship team. But it would matter 
not, so long as | could rejoin the organization I've yearned to be a 
part of for so long . 


Oh how much do | wish | could easily make the choice to leave this 
island and go to where | truly belong. It would bring me such joy to 
be there and to fight the wretched demons . But alas, | cannot. My 
heart is bound to these children, who | have only known for less than 
a season. Perhaps it is pointless to care about children | have known 
for such a minuscule amount of time, especially when | never took it 


upon myself to open my heart to them. But my promise was solemn, 
and my heart was set... 


| cannot decide what | must do. My accursed heart is torn by this and 
wreaks havoc upon my mind every moment of the day. Why?! Why 
can't | make such a simple choice?! It was never like this before! 
Before | met those disgusting, diseased ghosts, | could make a 
decision so easily. Everything was so clear to me. | will admit that | 
was flawed in my ways at the time, but whenever | made a decision, 
| felt it was right and never questioned it. | was always satisfied with 
the choices | made. 


And then, | became what | am now, and that has changed. Is that 
what is causing me to feel this conflict? Does being what | am now 
make me want to question everything | do? 


No, no it's not. Even when | became what | am now, so many years 
ago, | never questioned my decisions. | never questioned my 
choices. Becoming this is not the reason. 


Perhaps the true reason is because | never had a reason to feel 
such pity for someone. Perhaps nothing truly tragic happened to 
anyone | cared about, forcing a tempest of conflict to rage in my 
heart. But, | suppose it doesn't matter what the reason is. | am 
conflicted. Such a simple fact is all that matters. 


| find | can no longer stay where | am. | do not wish to watch the 
children from afar as if | were a mysterious protector of sorts. | need 
to be alone for just a moment. 


| get up and shake myself to free my fur of the sand that has clung to 
me. | wander away from the human and Zekra and return to the 
house that is called our home now. No one is within the shelter at the 
moment, no doubt because the entire family has gone out to do an 
errand. But, | do not mind this. Even if they were home right now, | 
still wouldn't mind. | simply want to come here to retrieve something. 


| eventually find what | seek in the room the human, Zekra, and | 
share; my Reshiram sculpture. It, along with any sort of funds we 
had and the human's bone collection, were the only possessions we 
could bring with us to this island once we were dismissed from the 
Fellowship. The Luxray Fellowship leader stripped us of all our items 
we used for missions, as well as our map and bag. Despite how the 
human and Zekra detested to such an action, | understood the 
Luxray's reasoning completely and did not bother to retort. | trust the 
Fellowship with all of their decisions. | understand their reasoning. 
And yet, | do find myself questioning whether dismissing the children 
was a good choice. | understand the Luxray leader dismissed them 
under the best of intentions, but they're both so miserable now 
because of a well-intended choice... 


Can it really be called a choice made for the sake of their well-being 
when their hearts have become so broken by that choice? 


| carefully grab the replica of the great being in my mouth and leave 
the house. | travel far away from any Pokémon | see and go to the 
most secluded area | can find; a cliff overlooking the ocean high 
above the village that | now live in. No one ever visits here, for 
whatever reason | cannot think of. | personally find it to be a 
wonderful location to visit whenever anyone is ever in need of quiet 
and peace. The only possible noise are the waves below you that 
crash into the side of the cliff every so often, but even then, it's not 
much of a problem. Well, whatever the reason, it matters not | 
suppose. 


| set my statue at the edge of the cliff and take a seat before it. And 
then, | do nothing but stare at it as | try to let my tormented mind 
become free of the horrid thoughts that plague it. 


Plague. 


Plague. That's what those horrid creatures do; they plague you. 
When the children told me that those creatures are nothing but 
normal Pokémon somehow twisted into such a vile creation, | was 
not surprised. | already knew the truth. It was such an obvious fact, 


that I'm surprised no one else realized it. | did not know that there 
was a Single entity that was morphing Pokémon into the creatures, 
but | knew that the ones called Plagued Ones were, in fact, 
Pokémon. 


But, | will admit one thing did surprise me; that the entirety of the 
Dusk Mines Fellowship and the children are the creatures. Or, to 
better put it, they will be in time. The Sableye leader is nearly gone. 
The human is already getting the migraines that seem to correlate 
with becoming a Blight Demon. Syn will no doubt be one within a few 
days, thanks to being captured by the creatures. Then Impetus and 
Zekra | am unsure, along with that Turtwig who was with the Dusk 
Mines leader. | did not expect to believe that there was a process of 
becoming a Blight Demon. | did not think there were phases; | had 
imagined it was an instantaneous transformation. But, | did not show 
my surprise when | learned the truth, because | would no doubt 
startle the children and make them wary of me. No, that was the last 
thing | wanted at the time. 


Still, this deeply concerns me, now that | have had more time to 
ponder. Do | even want to stay with these children anymore, when 
they will become the creatures that make my inner fire churn with 
wrath just at the mere thought of them? | will say it very clearly; | 
despise the creatures that polluted my home. | joathe them with 
every fiber of my being. The only reason | have not decided to put an 
end to the human and Zekra at this very moment is because they 
have not shown signs of becoming blight demons yet... mostly. Yet, 
if the two of them begin to start showing any signs of finally 
submitting to Erebus... 


| Know | will kill them and | will not hesitate. It will be incredibly easy 
to do, for they will not expect it. 


Do | want to stay with these children, when | know | will commit that 
act, even if | don't want to? Would leaving them be a better choice, 
for both their own sake and my own? They would be safe from me 
and | would be happy with doing what | wish to do more than 
anything. 


But if | leave them, their hearts will be consumed with even more 
despair and | sincerely do not wish for that. 


Why... why must it be so difficult to choose? 


| rest my chin on the ground and stare deeply into the Reshiram's 
serene, all-knowing eyes. It seems this conflict will always be on my 
mind, no matter how hard | try to stay away from it. So | gaze at 
Reshiram and silently wish he was here in all of his glory. 


It is at times like these where | wish the great beings still assisted 
mortals just as they did in the ancient past. Had there beena 
problem on a scale as large as the one we find ourselves in with the 
blight demons, the ones known as "legendaries" would come down 
from their hidden territories and put an end to the chaos. That's the 
role of the great beings; to protect the mortals. But then, they 
disappeared one day, and simply never came back. They went to the 
realm of Arceus. Every single one of them left this mortal world or 
simply stopped meddling with it. The Ethereal Beings such as Dialga 
and Palkia ceased to watch over the world from their own 
dimensions. The Great Beings such as Xerneas and Groudon 
ceased to dwell within the world. The "Mortal" legendaries such as 
Cresselia and Shaymin immediately ceased to aid those around 
them and also left, never to be seen again. All of them left. 


Almost. There are two who never left. 


Reshiram and Zekrom are those beings. The two Great Dragons 
never left when the other great beings did. They stayed when they 
were told to leave, because they refused to abandon the world they 
vowed to protect with all of their heart and soul. And, they did protect 
the world for so long despite being told otherwise. They valiantly 
stayed true to their dedications. That is, until one day, they both fell 
into a deep slumber and disappeared as well. Except, they did not 
leave the mortal realm as the other great beings did. No, these two 
Great Beings became stones that became hidden somewhere within 
the land. They are still among the mortals, but they are ina 


comatose state. They are sleeping in places where no ordinary 
creature can find them. 


And since that moment centuries ago, the world is truly without great 
beings. 


For now. It has always been my intent to find the dragons’ bodies 
and restore them to their true, divine forms, for | Know that they could 
stop this ongoing war with the Blight Demons. They would find a way 
to terminate the filthy creatures' existence with their celestial powers. 
Even if | could just find one of them, | am so certain this war would 
end. And yet, | have had no luck. That was the true reason why | 
wished to find allies; so that such allies could help me find Reshiram 
and Zekrom's bodies. | know that searching for them on my own is 
not a feat | can manage. | had intended to reveal this plan to the 
children of my team and ask for their help in searching for the 
dragons after working with them for a month or so, but obviously, 
that did not happen. 


But... perhaps | still could ask for their help. Perhaps they could still 
help me, even after we have been dismissed from the Fellowship. 
Maybe... | really don't need to rejoin the Fellowship just to 
accomplish this. After all, the only true thing | seek right now is to 
find the great dragons' bodies so | may end the Plagued Ones. | do 
not need to rejoin a Fellowship if | wish to accomplish that. | can 
simply ask those that already trust me to go about this mission. 


My allies... they have been right beside me this whole time. My allies 
do not need to be such a large organization. | can simply have help 
from those two children. 


Those two plagued children... 


| mustn't abandon them. Even if they have the potential to become 
the very creatures | seek to destroy, they are also my allies at the 

moment. | cannot leave them when the very help | have sought for 
so long is finally at my side. | cannot kill them, no matter how much 


the fire in my heart demands | do. They need me... and | need them. 
That's all there is to understand. It's that simple. 


| look upon the Reshiram and | smile as the tempest in my heart 
finally ceases. My thoughts feel clear once more. | place a paw upon 
the head of the great dragon. 


| will find your body. | will restore you to your true glory soon and 
allow you to end the suffering those demons bring. 


After staying with Reshiram for a couple more hours of peace, | 
return the sculpture to the house and go back to the spot where | last 
saw the human and Zekra. Surprisingly, they are still in the very 
same spot as they were when | last saw them. The two of them 
appear to be somewhat happier than before, but there is still a 
melancholy glow in their eyes. But, | Know there is not much | can do 
to rid the sadness from their hearts. | was never one who had a 
talent for comforting others, and even if | was, there's nothing to be 
said. Their pain must be given time to heal. That's the only true way 
to heal the agonizing wounds that come with heartbreak; to let time 
pass. 


| am just about to go to the spot that | was resting in earlier, when | 
see the human pat Zekra on the head and leave her be. He walks 
away from her... and then begins to come towards me. | stop and 
watch him approach me with what | can assume is a smile on his 
face. It is rather difficult to tell with his persona that is always latched 
to his head. 


"Hey, Novus," the human tells me, his voice containing more energy 
than | anticipated due to the depression that still shines in his eyes. 
"How's it going?" 


| Know what he is doing now; he is trying to comfort me. He is 
attempting to do what he is trying to do with Zekra a moment ago. 
He approaches me like this quite often, perhaps once every few 
days. | Know he would no doubt speak to me more, but he knows 


Zekra needs more of his attention than | do. Which, he's right in that. 
| suppose | sometimes forgot that | needed a bit of his attention as 
well. Though | never showed it... | did appreciate it. | appreciated 
him caring for me when | was in such distress, even if he could not 
help me since he was inadvertently the problem. 


| give the human and a small, pleasant smile. 


"Everything is well," | tell him. "Everything is quite well. And, | truly do 
mean that. | am not saying such because | am attempting to hide my 
pain from you. | truly do mean that | feel well now. | feel at peace, 
much unlike how | have been since the day we were dismissed from 
the Fellowship." 


"Really?" the human asks me with a gaze that reflects his joyful 
surprise so clearly. 


| want to tell the human that everything that has troubled me no 
longer does at this moment. | want to tell him, to ease my thoughts, 
and also, because he deserves to know. We are still a team, after all. 
And teammates... they speak their minds to each other. 


| spend the next few minutes telling the human of the torment that 
plagued my mind for days. | tell him of how | wished to leave him and 
Zekra. | tell him of what | intended to do once | left. | tell him of what | 
truly thought of him turning into a Plagued One any day now. | tell 
him that no matter how much | wished to leave, my heart ached at 
the thought of leaving him and Zekra. And then finally, | tell him of 
my choice that | have made, and how | am finally free of the conflict 
that has put me in such distress for these past few days. 


When | finally finish, | feel a great darkness has finally left my heart 
and | feel the calm within my spirit amplify. 


"So that's what's been bothering you this whole time..." the human 
tells me quietly. "I thought it was just that you were depressed about 
getting kicked out and losing Impetus and Syn. But... it was Zekra 
and | that were causing you so much grief..." 


| nod in silence and solemnity. The human's troubled expression 
melts away as a more pleasant one overcomes him. 


"But, I'm glad you told me that, at least," he tells me. "I really am. 
And, I'm glad that you're no longer tormented by that and want to 
stay with us. Heh, what would Zekra and | do without our no- 
nonsense Quilava anyway?" 


He starts to chuckle as a thought strikes him. 


"Well actually, things might be a lot more fun without you, now that | 
think about it," he then tells me. "I have a feeling that you're going to 
keep us so down to earth once | get Zekra back to normal. You might 
not let us have any kind of fun. You never really seemed to do 
anything fun for as long as we've known you. Heheh." 


| see you have a sense of humor again, human. Truly, your pain is 
leaving you. Your own soul seems to be brightening now as the 
darkness within you disappears. 


"Yes, | will admit that," | tell him, finding that | am also smiling. 
"Someone has to give you children guidance.” 


"Well, Zekra and | are going to fix that," the human tells me with a sly 
grin. "Just you wait, Novus. Soon, you'll be able to make jokes just 
like us. It'll happen, now that you're choosing to stay with us. | know 
you don't want that to happen, but it will. And it'll be good for you." 


| find | cannot resist a quiet laugh. 


"Yes, but the opposite also holds true," | then tell him. "You and 
Zekra will become more like myself. | do not need to further explain 
what will happen due to that." 


The human only continues to laugh. 


"Well then, | guess we'll all just have to learn to accept that we're 
going to be something we don't want to be," he tells me. 


He and | laugh at the remark until a more pleasant, less joking smile 
comes upon him. 


"But really, thank you, Novus," he tells me. "Thank you for choosing 
to stay with us. Thank you for telling me everything that's been on 
your mind. Now, | have one less friend who's in pain and I'm really 
happy for that." 


| would like to say | have told him everything, but | know that is a lie. 

| did not tell him of how | wish to find Reshiram and Zekrom, for | 
know now is not the proper time. | need to wait before | tell him and 
Zekra. They are not ready just yet, for they are ill-prepared physically 
and emotionally. But, | have confidence that the day | speak of my 
plan will be soon. 


Time will tell me when | will speak this plan to the human and Zekra. 
Until then, all | can do is wait. 


| put on a smile as | gaze into the human's soul windows, pretending 
that | have hidden nothing. In a way, | am wearing the same kind of 
persona he is, to cover up the true depths of my feelings. But | smile 
earnestly and accept his thanks. 


And then the human's smile suddenly starts to fade and his eyes 
seem to lose their light. 


"Hey Novus, | was wondering if you could help me with something," 
he says, his voice lowering as melancholy starts to fill him. 


"Yes, what is it?" | ask, intrigued by his sudden change in mood. 


The human seems to struggle with a demon within him that isn't a 
Plagued One. As much as it pains me to see him like this however, | 
do not intervene. | simply wait. 


| am "rewarded" for my patience a moment later. 


"| need you to help me find out about the Instinct Infestation Zekra 
has. | think... there's more to it than we've been let on." 


| Can't Take This 


X 
Chapter 36 


| Can't Take This 


I've been here on this island for three weeks now. | don't know how | 
keep track of the days, to be honest. | just sorta do. Maybe it's 
because I've got nothing better to do in my life. My life's nothing but 
just doing pointless things now, like sitting in sand all day, or helping 
the adults with random stuff around the house, or going shopping for 
food at the market. So, maybe the passing of days is the only thing | 
really notice right now. 


I'll admit that if | had come here any other time than now, | would 
have really loved being here. Shirra is a wonderful place. | can see 
the ocean from where I'm staying and even go to it within five 
minutes of walking. | can explore the little caves near the cliffs of the 
ocean. | can go to the little jungles somewhere more toward the 
center of the island and go rip out the intestines of the wide variety of 
prey. | could go find all of the interesting Pokémon on the island and 
copy their abilities, so | could get even more powerful. Yeah, this 
place is great. 


Except it's not right now. | don't feel any kind of joy here. Nothing 
makes me happy anymore. Not even the rush of tearing into a weak 
feral with my fangs, or the sweet taste of blood coating the inside of 
my mouth. Those are things that always gave me comfort. | always 
loved the feel of being a predator and hunting for food. It would 
always drown out everything else | felt. | always felt so accomplished 
knowing | was strong enough to slay ferals whenever | felt like it. 
Knowing | could decide if they lived or died. Sometimes... | had so 
much fun hunting that... it helped me forget why I'm even here in the 


first place. That there were... events that led to me being here. 
Things | need to stop thinking about if | don't want to lose myself. 


But now there's just nothing. The blood tastes like water and the thrill 
of the slaughter just isn't there anymore. And it feels like the meat 
doesn't even fill my belly. 


Well, there was something else that helped me feel better... 
sometimes. My friend Terron. 


Terron. I've got to stop calling him that. That's not even his name... 


Whatever. My Cubone friend. Maybe we didn't always get along. Our 
personalities don't really match. But just knowing he's there and that 
he relies on me, sometimes it made me feel better than hunting ever 
did. Just knowing someone would listen and not judge me. 


But now, that joy is gone too. When Ter- | mean, my Cubone friend 
cuddles with me and talks to me, | don't feel like | care. | don't feel 
like | love him anymore. Like he's just there and means nothing to 
me. 


Right now, he and | are sitting on the sand on the coast of this island, 
talking to each other. Well, he's doing most of the talking and I'm just 
listening, but it doesn't really matter. | still feel nothing while he looks 
perfectly fine. | don't even know how that's possible, to be honest. 
How can he be so happy with our situation nowadays? | remember 
how he didn't want to do anything back when we first got kicked out 
of the Fellowship. He'd just stay in our room all day and want to be 
by himself while Novus and | did whatever. And then when we got to 
this island, he was suddenly much better. He acted a lot more happy 
and more pleasant. | just don't understand how he could have 
possibly gotten better so quickly. 


And, | guess Novus is better too, now that | think about it. He didn't 
really want to talk like me for a while, but then suddenly, he got 
better and he's been his usual self for the past two weeks. | don't get 
it. How? How do both of them get over all of that despair so quickly? 


"You ever collect the shells around here?" Terr- ugh, my Cubone 
friend, asks me all of the sudden after we haven't spoken for a few 
minutes. 


| decide to stop thinking about these depressing thoughts and look at 
him. He's got two seashells in his hands, which kinda remind me of 
the ones that Dewott carry around. There's seashells all over the 
place, to be honest. In fact, there's about five of them surrounding 
me, all of them pretty different. Somehow, all of these shells are just 
drawn to this island, and there's at least twenty new shells every day 
from what | can tell. No wonder why the city we live in is called 
Shellshore Village. But anyway, he's asking me a question. | guess | 
might as well answer it. 


"No, not really," | answer, making sure | don't sound depressing at 
all. "| mean, | guess if | was an Oshawott or Dewott or whatever | 
would, but I'm not. There's too many of them. They're nice to look at, 
but | don't really feel like collecting them. I'd rather just stare at them. 
Plus, what would | even do with them?" 


"Hmm, guess you have a point," he replies with a shrug. "I! don't think 
| ever collected shells as a human either. But, | do remember 
something | was told about seashells." 


"And what would that be?" | ask him. 


He takes one of the shells from the sand and puts it in his paw. 
Then, he takes off his mask, sets it in his lap, and puts the shell to 
his ear. 


"They say you can hear the ocean in the shells," he explains. 


Uh huh. Right. Just like how | can hear my inner darkness reeling 
around inside me. Right. 


He must see the doubt on my face, because he starts to laugh a little 
and shakes his head. He drops his shell and stuffs his mask back 
onto his face. 


"It's not really the ocean," he says. "| Know that. Heh, I'm not that 
gullible and stupid. But you can still hear something and it sounds 
nice. Go on, give it a try." 


Humans sure do say some very strange things. They have that weird 
time paradox where they claim that the beginning of the day starts in 
the middle of the night, and they've got their weird wording, and now 
they say that you can hear the ocean in some kind of shell. What a 
bunch of weirdos. 


Still, | might as well humor my friend. | take a shell that's resting next 
to me and flip it over before bending down and pressing my ear 
against it. Immediately, my ear is filled with the sounds of what really 
does sound like the ocean, but of course, | Know it's not. Still, it's 
calming. | find myself smiling just a little as | Keep listening. 


"It's nice, isn't it?" he then asks me. 


"Yeah, it is," | answer with a nod. "It really is. Maybe I'll Keep one of 
these shells just so | can hear the 'ocean’ within." 


My friend smiles at me. | do my best to smile back, which I'm 
guessing looks happy to him since he isn't saying anything right now. 
Maybe. | can't really tell what kind of facial expressions | make. | can 
only hope they're what | want them to appear to be. But, at least | 
seem to be succeeding in appearing happy. 


"Well, I'm going to go back to the house," the Cubone then says. "I'm 
getting kind of hungry. You want to come with me?" 


Well... 


"No, | think I'll just stay here for a little while," | tell him as | lift my 
head from the shell. "I'll catch up with you later." 


"If you say so," he replies as he starts to get up. He looks at me and 
his pleasant smile turns into a sad one. "There anything you want to 
talk about before | go though?" 


| feel my heart suddenly crack, but | don't show that I'm hurting right 
now. | just shake my head and put on a fake, reassuring smile. 


"No, everything's fine," | say to him. "I'm fine. You don't need to worry 
about me." 


He stares at me for a long time, like he's not really sure what to say. | 
stare back, trying to appear completely honest. It takes forever, but 
eventually, he decides to believe me when | say that I'm okay. He 
gives me a goodbye and a quick hug before going on his way. | 
watch him leave for the next few minutes, until he's completely out of 
sight. 


When | can no longer see him, | look toward the ocean and release a 
long sigh. I'm so glad | can frown again. Smiling is so tiring, 
especially when you don't want to do it anymore. | don't know how 
merchants do it, with them always smiling at their customers, even 
when the customers are agitated with them. 


I'm glad I'm alone now. Now, | can just be what | want to be; 
absolutely hollow. Like some Furret carcass after I'm done ripping 
out all of the meat | can get from their insides. At least the Furret has 
the blessing of being dead. It doesn't have to deal with the horrible 
feeling of... well, feeling nothing at all. | Know that must sound weird, 
but it's true. All my feelings are gone right now, and it feels terrible. 


But yeah, | don't need to pretend anymore. I'm getting sick of 
pretending, but | know there's nothing | can do. Because what am | 
supposed to do if | can't pretend I'm fine? So what if | tell somebody 
about how | really feel? Can they actually help me? 


Well, | Know the answer already; no one can help me. What's 
happened can't be fixed. I'm beyond saving. 


| can't be fixed when everyone | ever cared about is being taken 
away from me. Repeatedly . | can't be fixed when | keep getting 
broken like this all the time. 


It started with Zev. | still haven't figured out what's happened to him, 
but he hasn't come back. | used to kind of believe that he might still 
be alive somehow, for whatever reason, but I've lost all hope now. 
He's gone. He's dead. I'm never going to see him again. Nothing 
about me believes he's still around. 


And that would have been okay if it was just Zev. | mean, yeah, it's 
terrible that I'll never see him again until | die myself, but | would 
have gotten over it. Eventually. Sometime. 


But nooo, it just Kept going! Mom and Dad, and Fen and Chi and 
Terron were then ripped out of my life almost two years later, all at 
once. And, they're not dead. No, they're Plagued Ones. They're the 
very demons that ended up taking them away from me. It's a sick, 
twisted, ironic fate. The very thought makes me want to both scream 
and cry, because it means that one day, I'm going to have to face 
them. Or, what's left of them anyway. And, | will have to fight them. 
Before | become a Plagued One myself. 


.. No... I'm... I'm not going to think about that. No... 
NO. 

NO. | WON'T. 

No thoughts about that. 


Getting back on topic, even after | found out the fate of my old 
friends thanks to our little Erebus Woods mission, | still didn't feel like 
what | am now. Do you know why? Well, I'll tell you why. 


It's because | had friends to support me. It's because we had a plan 
to solve this little crisis. We knew a way to stop the Plagued Ones. It 
was because of that, that | didn't crack. And also, because | was 
able to talk to Terro- THE CUBONE, ZEKRA. STOP CALLING HIM 
TERRON. TERRON'S GONE. HE'S NOT TERRON. 


Yeah, | was able to talk to the Cubone like he was my closest friend 
again. After weeks of having him so distant, it was such a huge relief 
to have him talking to me again. That's probably what drowned out 
any kind of despair | should have had, now that | think about it. So, 
yeah, | was able to stay okay because our team was close-knit and 
we had an awesome plan to go stop Erebus. 


And then, that horrible day hit, and two more of my friends were 
taken away from me. Even though | never saw it happen, | guess 
Syn got taken away by the Plagued Ones and Impetus... abandoned 
us to find Syn. It was such a stupid excuse to leave us. But she did, 
and now they're both gone. Just like Zev, and everyone else at my 
old hometown. 


And then our "plan" completely fell apart shortly after. We couldn't 
convince Yimtri to say anything, despite what the Cubone said to 
him. Despite all of the evidence. Even if we got some information out 
of him... we still didn't get what we wanted done. 


That's when | finally cracked. That's when | finally couldn't take it 
anymore. Len kicking out of the Fellowship really didn't help... but 
I'm pretty sure that even if we were still in the Fellowship, I'd still be 
like this right now. Our dismissal is probably just the icing on this 
wonderful cake of misery. 


Oh don't get me wrong; I'm really, really mad that | got kicked out of 
the Fellowship. After doing everything | could, with giving my all to 
the Fellowship, | still get kicked out because I'm a kid ?! It's so 
stupid! | don't care how anyone tries to rationalize it! It's still such a 
stupid, idiotic reason! Especially with all of that stuff we learned from 
Yimtri with those special pins that can protect us from Plagued One 
transformation and that "second" voice. We've got all that 
information... and now we can't do anything with it, because we're 
not in the Fellowship anymore. 


And yet, despite how much I'm cursing Len for making us leave the 
Fellowship and shipping us off to this island, | just don't think about it 


as much as | should. | mean, it is a big deal, but not with what's 
going on right now. 


Not with how I'm losing everybody | love. Always. All the time. 
That's consuming my thoughts so much more often now. 


Because how can anyone attempt to help me, when the one thing 
that bothers me the most can't be fixed? Because | know how to fix 
and get over all of my other problems... but this problem of losing 
everybody | love all time... how do | get over that? Am | supposed to 
make my heart turn into a block of steel so that it won't break 
anymore? Am | supposed to just accept that all of my friends are 
getting torn away from me? What?! What am | supposed to do?! 


You know what? Forget this. 
Forget this. 


I'll think about it later. | don't have the energy to think about this right 
now. 


So, | just start looking out at the ocean and watch some flying-types 
go by, and the occasional water-type. It helps me relax a little, but | 
can still feel the nothingness of my inner darkness ripping and 
tearing at me like the waves hitting the shore. It just burns. And it 
never goes away. 


And then, | see something weird, and it gets my mind off the feeling. 


There's something out there in the water, but | can't really tell what 
since it's kind of far away. All | see is a head of some sort of 
Pokémon, but | don't think I've seen this kind of Pokémon before. 
Which is kind of odd, since | know quite a lot of Pokémon. That's 
how we Zorua and Zoroark are; we just know a bunch of Pokemon 
so we can use their forms later. 


| watch as the Pokémon manages to come to shore a moment later, 
standing there in silence as he looks at the distant city with this blank 
stare with a pair of goggles hanging around his neck . | can see all of 
his form now. He looks like some kind of Toxicroak, except, he's not 
a Toxicroak. The colorings aren't right, and he doesn't have that 
finger to inject lethal poison into you and thus, make you die a slow 
and painful death. And, his feet and hands are actually webbed. 
And... he... he has what looks like his tongue wrapped around his 
neck, like a scarf. 


How is that even possible...? How does he eat or talk? 


As I'm thinking all of this, staring at this Toxicroak-like Pokémon with 
no doubt a stupid-looking gaze, | fail to realize that he's noticed me 
until | find his gaze suddenly locked onto mine. He doesn't look 
weirded out by my odd staring, but there's just something about his 
stare... something about how there's like no light in his eyes. 


| start to feel awkward, and I'm about to look away, but then the 
Toxicroak look-alike turns his head away from me and starts to walk 
away instead. 


Well... that was kind of random. Surprised | don't remember what 
kind of Pokémon that is though. 


And, speaking of not remembering things... there's something | don't 
get, no matter how much I've thought about it. 


Why can't | remember what happened during the Plagued One 
attack on Aurora Town? I've tried searching through my memories to 
see if | actually do remember something, but nothing comes up. It's 
just a huge blank in my memory. It starts with running outside after 
hearing this shriek... and then it just skips to me waking up the next 
day, surrounded by a bunch of Pokémon... with holes in my head. | 
still haven't figured out how | got those holes, to be honest. | mean, 
they're just scars now, but my head still kinda hurts when | move it a 
certain way. And the scars feel unnaturally cold too. 


So why can't | remember? | Know this happened before when we ran 
into the Plagued Ones in that one cave, but that wasn't a big deal. 
Nothing really special happened, and plus, the Cubone already told 
me what | did. Nothing really happened... like having holes in my 
head, or having half of my friends gone. I've tried asking the Cubone 
and Novus what happened to me a few times, but they won't answer 
the question. They just keep changing the subject. | would try to 
force an answer out of them, but lately, | just don't have the energy 
to. So | just put up with it. 


But now, the more and more | think about this, the more and more | 
wanna know what happened to me. | wanna know what | did. | 
wanna know if the Plagued Ones did something to me. | wanna 
know if there's a reason why Novus and my Cubone friend won't say 
anything to me. 


| wanna know. | just wanna know so badly. 

So | decide to try to remember the incident again. 

| close my eyes and think really hard about that day. That day that | 
wished never happened where Syn and Impetus left me and 
everyone in Aurora Town was ripped off the face of Shiron. 

Nothing comes to my brain. So, | try harder. | squeeze my eyes shut 
as tightly as | can and think more and more about it. | imagine the 
faces of those demons that are bringing me so much grief and 
ruining my life at every chance they can get. 


| imagine them laughing at me. Laughing at me. Laughing at my 
misery. 


Laughing. Laughing. 
Just laughing. Making the only sound that they can seem to make. 


| want to remember if they were doing that. | want to remember the 
laughter and the smiles. 


But the images don't come. The sounds don't come. And then | start 
to get agitated and feel like screaming. 


| want to remember! Let me remember! Come on! | don't want to 
have amnesia like my friend! No! No! Let me remember! 


Please! Please! | don't want to be kept in the dark! Please! I'll do 
anything if | can just remember something! 


| push my ears down with my paws and violently shake my head 
around in a desperate attempt to shake any memories loose out of 
my brain. But still, nothing comes. My brain still doesn't want me to 
remember anything. 


What feels like a pair of claws suddenly starts puncturing my heart. | 
swat at whatever's hurting me, trying to rip it to shreds, but find that 
no one's hurting me. It's just me. 


| can tolerate pain. If someone slashes a huge gash in my side, | can 
take it and rip into the one who attacked me with my own claws. If 
someone knocks the wind out of me and makes me spew up my own 
blood like spit, | can mostly ignore it and still manage to somehow 
Snap my jaws onto the one who hurt me and suck out their own 
blood like some kind of Golbat. I'm used to pain. 


But | can't handle this pain. This pain that comes from feeling so 
stressed and helpless. | just can't. This feeling, like I'm being eaten 
at from the inside, like when a Heatmor melts a Durant and then 
sucks out all of its organs with its flaming tongue... | can't take it! | 
can't block it out! 


| press my paws harder into my head as | roll around in the sand, 
trying to somehow get rid of this horrible feeling. The pain refuses to 
go away. | want to cry, but | force myself not to, which makes me feel 
even worse. 


| have to get this pain to stop. 


It has to stop! 
IT HAS TO STOP! 


Screaming... something, | leap to my feet and bolt for the ocean. | 
dive into the waves and swim out a ways before holding my breath 
and diving down under. Being in this water immediately gets my 
mind off the pain, which is exactly what | was hoping for. I'm not sure 
why being here helps calm me down, but I'm not going to question it. 


As I'm just lazily remaining suspended in the water, | start to see a 
few wild water-types going by me, like Magikarp and Feebas and 
whatnot. They're just swimming on by, keeping their distance from 
me. 


And the first thing that comes to my mind when | see them is to start 
slaughtering them. | immediately just imagine myself ripping them 
apart with my claws, their blood clouding up the water all around me, 
even though that's probably really difficult to do in the water. 


But | don't do that. | prevent myself from doing that, even though it's 
so tempting and helps me get over my stress so easily. Even though 
it's just SO easy... and So... 


No... I'm not going to start killing things just to calm me down like | 
used to. That's... that's what Plagued Ones do. 


I'm not going to be a Plagued One. I'm not. 
| can't. | just can't. 


So | close my eyes to ignore the ferals and stay in the water for as 
long as | can. I'd turn into one of those water-types so that | can stay 
down here and not worry about breathing, but I'm just not in the 
mood for transforming right now. Besides, the lack of air kind of 
calms me down. Something about knowing that | can't have airasa 
Zorua while underwater brings a weird sense of peace... 


Hmmmm. 


After about two minutes, | really start feeling the need to breathe 
again, so | go back to the surface and take in the precious air. It 
brings some relief, but it's not long before | feel the burning in my 
heart again. It's not as bad this time, but it's still distracting. But, | 
decide not to go back under again. Instead, | just look out at the city 
and | think about the Cubone and how he's waiting for me. 


| probably should go back to him and my home now. Or, "home". It's 
not really my home. It's just a place that can pretend to be my home 
all it wants, but the truth is, I'll never have a home again. My home 
with my family... and my home with my friends... they're both gone. 
And I'll never get them back. 


| feel a sharp sting in my eyes upon thinking about this, so | stop 
thinking about it and just get back to shore and head back to the 
house. 


When | get to the house, my friends are waiting there for me, and so 
are the two adults who watch us. They tell me that they've got dinner 
all set up and that they're going to eat in a little while. So, | just wait a 
few minutes, and then eat with my "family", which is really just my 
friends, the two adults, and that Eevee kid. Think her name is 
Crystelle. | really don't Know, and | really don't care either. | don't 
even think | know the adults' names, now that | think about it. But 
yeah, this is the family my friends and | have to live with now: a 
Sylveon with her creepy flesh ribbons, a Glaceon who somehow 
doesn't overheat in this weather since he's an ice-type, and this 
Eevee kid, who | really don't see that often since she usually does a 
bunch of other things around the island with her friends. | think. | 
don't really pay attention to her. She's practically non-existent to me, 
except for times like these when she's sitting right next to me. 


But, to be honest, | only consider Novus and Terrrr- THE CUBONE, 
GET HIM A NEW NAME, to be my family. | kind of... don't care 

about this Eevee family. So they're watching me and taking care of 
me now that | have nowhere to go. That's great. But, | don't want to 


be taken care of anymore. | don't want replacement parents. They're 
just keeping us stuck here when we could be going around doing 
other stuff, like stopping the Plagued Ones. Stopping those things 
that keep taking everything away from me . 


| want to get off this island, and those two adults are keeping me 
trapped here. 


I've tried to run away. | really have. But, the two adults stopped that. 
They took away my Deception Amulet and hid it away somewhere 
that | can't find so | can't turn into something that flies or swims. They 
told all of the little Lapras ferries that take everyone off this island not 
to let me leave. The same goes for any kind of air transportation. 
They're keeping me contained here, and that's why | just can't bring 
myself to really care when they're imprisoning me. 


They're not my family. Family doesn't try to make you miserable. 
Keeping me here on this island "for my own good" isn't exactly 
making me happy. If they really wanted to make me happy, they'd let 
me go right now with my real family and let us go stop the Plagued 
Ones and Erebus... however we plan on doing that. 


| don't hate the adults though, don't get me wrong. | just feel kind of 
indifferent, to be honest. Which | think might actually be worse than 
hating someone, now that | think about it. But, | don't really care 
about that. 


At dinner, the two adults tell my friends and | something pretty weird. 
They tell us that apparently, there's been this weird Pokemon spotted 
walking around the city, and everyone's kind of uneasy about it. | ask 
them why, and they tell me that it's because this Pokémon is 
something called a Greninja, some evolved form of Frogadier. Which 
apparently exists. | always thought Froakie just turn into Frogadier 
and then that was it since | don't see anything similar to Frogadier 
other than Froakie. But, | guess not since according to what the 
adults say, it's a custom for newly-evolved Greninja to leave society 
and go live in secrecy in some little Greninja village to go train in the 
ways of the Greninja... whatever that means. Think it has to do with 


how drastic the change is from Frogadier to Greninja. | think. Not 
Sure since I've never seen what a Greninja looks like. But yeah, | 
guess a lot of Frogadier don't evolve since they don't want to go train 
or something. Maybe. 


And then, the Greninja only leave the village when they finish their 
training. It's a really weird tradition they have, but that's what all of 
them do apparently. 


But anyway, everyone's worried about this Greninja since apparently, 
Greninja don't really visit society. They just wander around Shiron 
aimlessly to do whatever, like a wanderer. Which is probably why I've 
never seen one really, now that | think about it. 


So now, everyone's just on edge about why this Greninja is in town. 
And | really do mean that. | mean, the adults are saying that 
everyone is acting like Darkrai himself just showed up on the island. 
But, I'm not alarmed, because this Greninja sounds like an awesome 
Pokémon to me. An awesomely strong Pokémon, that is. 


So, | ask what this Greninja looks like, since I've never heard of that 
Pokémon before. | tell them | want to know so | can avoid the 
Greninja, since they probably want me to do that. Of course, I'm 
lying to them, but they don't know that. So after they believe my lie, 
they tell me it basically looks like a Toxicroak with a scarf that's made 
out of its tongue. 


And then that's when | realized that | saw this Pokémon earlier today. 
It was the Pokémon that was staring at me with that weird look. As 
soon as | hear this, | feel like smiling giddily. Ah, so | did see this 
awesome sounding Pokémon. Now, maybe | can find the Greninja 
again and maybe talk to him and have him show me those "ways of 
the Greninja" abilities. Because then, | can copy his form and get his 
awesome powers, and | can get even stronger. When | get my 
amulet back that is. Which | will. Then | can be unstoppable! 
Yessssssss... the one thing | still find some joy in... 


But | don't let my smile show. | just nod and don't say anything at all 
to the adults, and they completely fall for it. 


After dinner, my friends and | go to our room since we're rather tired. 
We all share just one room with a large rug as our bed, but we don't 
mind that. We all just snuggle together anyway, so even if we all had 
separate beds, it wouldn't really matter. 


The three of us talk for a few minutes about our day, and | then tell 
them about my encounter with the Greninja. They're pretty 
fascinated by the story, despite how they were just told to be wary of 
the Greninja. Probably because this is the most exciting news we've 
had in a while. | mean, this island is probably so boring to them when 
we're So used to going on missions every day. And now, we're just 
doing nothing basically. 


When we're done talking about that Greninja, the three of us decide 
to go to bed. The Cubone and Novus are just about to doze off, but 
then, | remember that meltdown | had earlier today then. And then 
the burning and the pain in my heart comes back. 


| ask them what happened to me during the Aurora Town incident, 
even though this is probably the third time I've asked them. | say it 
very clearly to them so that they don't misunderstand me. 


Well, as | kind of expected, the two of them don't get me an answer. 
They just give me this awkward stare for a second and then look 
away, saying nothing and immediately go to bed. 


| should pester them right now. | should start scratching out their 
eyes with my claws and demand an answer, because those two 
obviously know something. But | don't, because | don't have the 
energy. I'm tired. 


So | just fall asleep next to Cubone and Novus, joining them in 
slumber. 


When the morning comes, | wake up to find that Novus and the 
Cubone aren't with me anymore. They're gone. Instead, | find that 
Crystelle girl in my room, just staring at me with a childish smile. A 
smile that reminds me of Syn's so much... 


Ngh, not thinking about that. No. No. 
"Where are my friends?" | ask her. 


Yeah, did they abandon me because | was bugging them last night? 
Because it's not that late right now. It's not anywhere close to noon 
yet. 


"Mom and Dad took them to get some errands done around town," 
she answers me, still wearing that smile and sounding so happy. 
Lucky. "And, they left you here, because | asked if | could spend 
some time with you today." 


What. 


"You want to spend time with me?" | ask, my voice in sucha 
deadpan. 


"Yeah! Because... well... | kinda wanted to know about you, since... 
| was thinking about becoming an Umbreon soon," she says. "And, 
you're a dark-type, So maybe you can tell me what that's like." 


So the reason why | can't be with the two Pokémon | actually care 
about... is because this Eevee wants to know about my kind. She 
wants to know about the dark powers that churn around inside my 
heart and my brain. And that's why it's just me and her right now. 


I'm about to reject her, since | don't exactly care for this Eevee, but 
then | see how she's anxiously waiting for my answer. And then | see 
how much she actually seems interested in me teaching her stuff. 
And when | see that, and | find | can't say no. 


"Sure, | guess so," | say as | get to my feet. "Come outside with me. 
We'll talk about it after | go get some breakfast. I'd like to get 
something more fresh than what | normally get." 


It doesn't take her long to figure out why | want to go out to get my 
food. 


"Wait... you mean you're going to go kill something?" she asks, 
getting disturbed. 


Tch, wimp. She won't make a decent dark-type with that kind of 
mindset. But | keep my thoughts to myself. 


"Yeah, it's something we dark-types do," | answer her in a really 
bored tone. "That's the most basic thing about us; we're the 
predators of the world. Everything that's alive is our prey. We kill 
everything without even flinching. Anything and everything. We're 
bringers of death." 


"Umm... are you Sure it's that extreme?" that Eevee asks me. "I 
mean... you're not too much older than me... and that just sounds 
really twisted for your age. | don't think your kind are supposed to 
sound that violent..." 


By Yveltal's name... this girl really isn't going to make it as an 
Umbreon. She'll be the wimpiest dark-type ever . She's even worse 
than the Cubone, back when he couldn't even look at a Sandshrew 
being cut open without wanting to gag. 


"Well if you wanna be an Umbreon, you've got to learn to accept it," | 
say carelessly. "| mean, we're not bloodthirsty psychopaths..." 


That's the Plagued Ones. Which I'll never tell you about, because if | 
do, you'll never be able to sleep again. Even though you're talking to 
one right... wait, no! No! I'm not a Plagued One. Ugggggghhh. 


"We're not bloodthirsty psychopaths," | say yet again, trying to get rid 
of that stupid thought. "But we still kill things, like | said. Just not like 


some out-of-control maniac. So yeah, we're really just a bunch of 
Pokémon who do things that are apparently disturbing to all the rest 
of you types... even though it's not. Because you know, killing things 
is a pretty normal part of life. You do it all the time without even 
realizing it. Like... when you're making this house, you're killing so 
many trees. You are murdering trees. You just can't hear their 
screams like you can with some feral you're ripping apart. You can't 
hear their cries of agony as they scream for you to stop. You can't 
see their eyes pleading with you, begging you to let them live. No, 
not unless they're Sudowoodo or something..." 


That Eevee keeps looking at me, her eyes growing wider as she 
keeps getting more and more disturbed. | just sigh and shake my 
head. So this is why dark-types never explain their thought process 
to anyone except other dark-types... 


"Maybe you should just become a Vaporeon if you think that my 
‘disturbingness' is going to scar you too much," | then say. "Nothing 
about them is all that violent. They just live in the water. For a long 
time. Pretty boring life if you ask me, but that's what they do. But 
your choice. Either way, I'm going to go find something to eat. If 
you're not too disturbed though, then | guess you can come with me 
and | can teach you more stuff." 


She stares at me for a while, thinking over it. She actually looks like 
she's having a hard time deciding what to do, to be honest. 


Hmm, it must be tough being an Eevee and having to become a 
completely different type. | mean, even though | kinda become 
different types of Pokémon every time | transform, | don't really feel 
any different. Well, | feel a little weird because | have to change body 
structures and adapt to that, but otherwise, | still feel like me. | don't 
suddenly feel this fire burning inside me, or this plant connected to 
all of my organs, or like I'm half-dead and feel the need to creep 
everyone out. | still feel like a dark-type. 


Yeah... changing into a completely different type must be rough. | 
almost feel bad for her now. 


"| think I'll come with you," she says, Snapping me out of my 
thoughts. "| mean, what you're saying is really creepy... but maybe if 
you talk to me more, it'll be less creepy. Somehow." 


She still looks kinda disturbed, but she also looks kinda willing to 
learn more. Huh. Maybe she's not so wimpy after all. 


"Alright, well, let's get going then," | tell her. 


She and | leave the house and we go walking through the island. | 
don't really care about the island and just keep thinking about where 
we need to go, but you can bet the Eevee isn't doing that. She's 
looking around at everything, like this place is her brand new home 
and that she's completely fascinated. You know, how / should have 
reacted when | first came to Shirra. 


Like, we'll pass by some random store that sells random stuff, and 
she'll want to go inside to look at stuff. And I'll have to drag her out if 
she stays in there for more than five minutes, because | don't really 
like waiting for something as important as breakfast. And then she 
does it again ten minutes later, and I've gotta repeat the process. 


It's annoying. Really annoying. 


But thankfully, that's all she does that's really annoying. After walking 
for a while and putting up with that annoying thing she does, we 
finally get to this jungle somewhere in the middle of the island. I'm 
pretty sure the jungle has a name, but | don't Know it, so | just call it 
"Bloodshed Jungle". Because... this is typically the place | visit if | 
ever want to go hunting. I'm pretty sure that there's dozens of bloody 
paw prints scattered throughout the place. All from me and whatever 
other predators live in there. 


But other than the gory details, the place is actually pretty nice. No 
one really goes in here because, well, it's obviously full of dangerous 
Pokémon, so it's always quiet... until something gets killed. Then, it's 
a pretty big jungle with lots of trees and it goes on for a few miles, 
and there's lots of different kinds of prey in there. All kinds of types 


and species are inside that jungle. Oh, and it's not a Mystery 
Dungeon. Thankfully. 


| would feel happy to see this glorious place again, full of things to 
slaughter, but | don't. | still feel hollow. But hey, I'm not here to feel 
better. I'm here because I'm hungry, and | want something fresh. 


| start to enter the jungle, keeping my eyes peeled for any Pokémon 
that would make a good breakfast. 


"Ummm, | really don't want to go in there," the Eevee calls to me, 
sounding pretty terrified. "Can | just wait out here for you?" 


| stop and look back at her. She's so far away from the entrance, and 
she's shaking like crazy. I'm about to saying something disapproving, 
but then, | realize something; she's just an Eevee. She's not like me, 
where | can be anything. She's not a predator. Well, when she 
evolves, she will be, but she's not. She's still an Eevee. She'll die if 
she comes in with me. 


Well, | can't let that happen. 


"Fine," | say with a sigh. "Just... stay right there | guess. Nothing 
should bother you from there." 


| see her nod and let out her own sigh, but more as a relief. After | 
see that, | once again continue my way into the jungle. The island 
gets left behind as | enter this domain of trees, where only the strong 
live and the weak cower in fear in every moment of their limited time. 


| go up to the nearest tree and climb up it using my claws. I'd prefer it 
if | was an Aipom or something right now, since climbing is so much 
easier that way, but | Know that's obviously not happening right now. 
No, my Deception Amulet is gone right now... by those two adults. | 
swear, things would be a lot easier in so many ways if they just let 
me keep that necklace. But noooo, they can't let me have it! 


| get to a tree branch and peer around for any sort of Pokémon. 
Prey... predators... something that flies... anything works. But | don't 
see anything. 


| wouldn't be having this problem if | just had my amulet. | could turn 
into something instantly and find things faster that way. | wouldn't 
have to wait here for so long. But those two adults... they took away 
the one thing that could have possibly made me happy... 


Urrrrgggh... maybe just killing them would make things easier. If | get 
that amulet back and then just murder them, then | can leave this 
island and nothing can hold me back. Yeah... and | won't even feel 
bad about it, because you know what? | don't care about them. They 
were asking for it when they took away the amulet in the first place. 
They deserve it. And killing them shouldn't be that hard. | mean, I've 
never killed a sentient before, but it shouldn't be that much more 
different than killing a feral. 


Killing... killing sentient ones. 
| stop looking around. Did... did | just hear something? 
No, no there's nothing around. Huh, weird. Whatever. 


| go back to looking for Pokémon, trying to keep myself hidden 
behind a bunch of leaves while I'm doing so. If only | could turn into a 
Scyther... those things can fly and they've got those bladed arms. 
Yeah... they're stealthy and lethal. 


Or... maybe even Zev's form works, since | do like that form a lot. It's 
pretty cool having those giant claws that can slice through things so 
easily. And those teeth that can chomp down on anything and pretty 
much crack bones... 


Or that Greninja form... even though | know nothing about Greninja 
and what they can even do... 


And then, | see something. Yessssss... | see a Leafeon. It's trying to 
hide, but | can see it. | see it in behind some trees in the distance. It 
hasn't noticed me yet. 


| quietly start to creep through the network of tree branches around 
me, trying to get to that Leafeon so | can drop on it from above. 
Yeah, I've done stuff like this before, and it works out pretty well. 
They never suspect anything from up above... 


What feels like a thorn suddenly gets shoved into the side of my 
head, causing me to wince and stop moving. | rub my paw against 
the hurting spot. 


And then, just for a second, | don't see the jungle anymore. | see 
these... blobs flying at me from above. These wispy... ghost blobs... 


The vision fades before | can make much more of it. The pain stops. 
But, | don't dwell on what just happened, because this Leafeon is 
only going to stay still for so long. I've got to keep making progress. 
Even though what | just Saw was so weird... and... familiar... 


| get to the branch that's directly above that plant Eevee evolution 
and | stare down at it. It still has no idea that I'm here. | start to grin 
eagerly. I've had plant Pokémon before; they taste okay. They're like 
a weird sort of mix between eating flesh and leaves at the same 
time. It's salty, but bitter at the same time. But still, it's a good flavor. 
Though, | guess my favorite would have to be the fire-types. They 
have a weird, spicy flavor in their flesh that | really like. It's just too 
bad that there aren't any in this jungle. 


| crouch, ready to drop down on that Leafeon. | wait for just right the 
moment. | extend my claws and get my jaws all set so | can instantly 
sever its neck. | have to do this right, or else | won't kill it right away. 
And, | don't want to have to make this longer than | have to. | want 
my food right now. I've waited long enough today. 


Of course, if | had a form with some sharp blades like a Scyther... | 
wouldn't have to worry about any of this... 


kill with sharp blades. 
Doesn't that sound familiar? 


| tense up. That voice... that voice . That voice that sounds like my 
voice... except it's not. It's got this weird echo in its voice. It's back 
again. Where's it coming from? 


Remember Zekra? 

Who's talking to me?! Where are you?! Show yourself! 

Oh, you don't remember. You don't. | remember now. 
Seriously! Stop toying with me! What are you talking about?! 


And then suddenly, what feels like a million thorns are shoved into 
my brain, and | start to scream. | scream so hard, that my ears feel 
like they're going to explode. The Leafeon that | was trying to hunt 
runs away, and so do any other Pokémon that were hiding nearby 
me. The jungle disappears as just one thing fills up my vision. 


Me... standing over Bane and Rayne. In a Plagued One-infested 
Aurora Town. 


Their blood all over my paws. 


And that same voice | heard just seconds ago, telling me to do only 
one thing. 


KILL THEM. KILL THEM. KILL THEM. FINISH WHAT HAS BEEN 
STARTED. 


| start screaming louder and bash my head into the tree branch, 
trying to get the headache and the vision to go away. Incredibly, the 
vision fades from my eyes, the pain stops, and | find myself back in 
the forest a few seconds later. But | don't feel relieved because | 
have so many concerns on my mind right now. 


When... when did I... when did | do that to Bane and Rayne... 


| don't... remember that. I'm... I'm pretty sure I'd remember that. 
Why... why can't | remember that... 


It... It was real, right? That... that wasn't made up, was it? 
So very real... so much blood... yet you cannot remember. 
Oh, it's you again! Who are you?! Just what was that ?! 


A fragment of the memory you long for so much. A fragment of 
when I was you. 


Wha... what? Are... are you... 


If you really want to know so badly, ask your Cubone friend. He 
knows. 


And then, the voice goes away, just like that. And I'm left all alone 
again, collapsed on that tree branch, not able to do anything. 


And | just lay there for so long, thinking over what | just saw and 
what | just heard. 


What | just saw... that was from the attack on Aurora Town. | mean, | 
don't remember what happened on that day too well, but | Know that 
had to be the day. There were Plagued Ones everywhere . And that 
voice... it sounds like me... but that's not my conscience. It's never 
talked to me before... and I'm fairly certain that it would never talk 
like that... 


That voice... is it... 

No... it's not true! No! That voice was not Erebus! I've heard 
Erebus's voice in that awful dungeon, and it sounded nothing like 
this! It didn't sound like me! 


But then... whose voice was that? Why did | kill Bane and Rayne? 


And then, | remember what the voice was telling me. | remember 
how it told me to go find the Cubone. | remember how much I've 
asked the Cubone for answers regarding that day, yet get nothing. 
And as soon as | remember that, | feel this conviction start burning 
inside me. It lets my inner darkness fill my muscles, giving me the 
strength to get up again. 


| need to know what happened. | have to. No matter what. That 
Cubone is going to tell me what's going on with me, one way or 
another. He can't keep ignoring my question. 


| leave Bloodshed Jungle a few minutes later, abandoning my search 
for any kind of breakfast. I'm not exactly hungry anymore. The 
minute | get outside, | see that Eevee running toward me. She stops 
in front of me, panting and looking pretty worried. 


"| was getting so worried about you!" she tells me. "You were taking 
so long in there... and | thought | heard you screaming... but | didn't 
know if | should have gotten help or not..." 


"No, I'm fine, I'm fine," | tell her, trying not to sound really bitter. "But, 
| can't really hang out with you anymore today. | just remembered 
that I've got something | need to do. Sorry." 


She looks crushed to hear me say that, but | don't back down, 
because | really do have something important to do right now. And, | 
really want to go do it now. | can just feel my heart wanting to 
explode from the impatience building inside me. 


"Okay... well, thanks for teaching me about some of the stuff at 
least," she says. "I still don't know if | like the whole idea of being a 
dark-type from how you describe it, but maybe I'll change my mind if 
| Keep talking to you. Maybe tomorrow you can talk to me more 
about this?" 


"Maybe," | tell her, not really paying attention to her. "Maybe. But 
yeah... let's get back to the house." 


So the two of walk back, and we don't say anything at all. Because 
you know, there's nothing to say to her right now. My thoughts are 

being consumed by that weird vision, that voice, and what | need to 
tell the Cubone. | can't think about anything else. | can't. If | try, my 
brain just switches right back to the horrifying things a second later. 


Well, the two of us get back the house some time later, and wouldn't 
you know it? The adults and my friends are there. 


The Cubone ts there. 


They're all sitting around the table, eating what | think is lunch. And 
as soon as they see that Eevee and I, they start saying hi to me and 
ask if I'd like to eat with them. Crystelle joins with them, but | just 
shake my head. I've got more important things to do. 


| go up to the Cubone while he's eating what looks like some kind of 
sandwich and | start tugging on his coat with my teeth. That gets his 
attention pretty quickly. He stops eating and looks me. 


"What's up, Zekra?" he asks me. 
Ohhhhhh, you have no idea... 


"| want to talk to you," | tell him, Keeping my voice stoic. "Alone. 
Outside. Right now." 


"Ummm, sure," he says. 


He looks over at the adults, who don't seem to be hearing our 
conversation. 


"Can Zekra and | go outside for just a moment?" he asks them. 


The adults tell him that it's fine. Novus looks at us with a very 
strange, suspicious stare, but doesn't say anything to us. He just 
motions for the Cubone to get going. 


The Cubone and | leave the house, and | take him out to the beach 
near the house. After all, | don't want the adults to hear us. | don't 
want anyone to hear us. | mean, | know there's probably other 
Pokémon on the beach, but | bet | can find a place that's quiet 
enough. 


Well thankfully, | do find a place that's pretty empty on the beach. 
And once | see it, | take the Cubone there and we sit down in the 
sand together. He looks at me. 


"Sooo, what's going on?" he asks me, sounding really confused, but 
also concerned at the same time. 


| feel like | should take the time to think about how | want to word my 
question. | feel like | should try to build up to my ultimate question by 
just talking to him about casual stuff first. Yeah, | feel like | should do 
stuff like that. It would make this conversation easier on him. 


But my heart is being shredded right now and it doesn't want to 
really deal with that kind of patience. 


"| killed Rayne and Bane, didn't |?" | ask him, being as straight to the 
point as possible. 


Saying this immediately causes the Cubone to cringe and tense up. 
So I'm right. He wouldn't be cringing like that if it wasn't true. 


"What?" he asks me, horrified by my statement. 


"On the day the Plagued Ones attacked the Fellowship, | killed 
Rayne and Bane," | say again. "I did that, didn't |?" 


The Cubone doesn't say anything to me. He just looks completely 
petrified. Like he's suddenly become stone. But, | don't stop. | need 
to get an answer out of him. 


"Look, I'm sick of you and Novus not answering my question about 
what happened to me on that day," | start to say as | get to my feet 


and glare deeply at the Cubone. | half-wish | could turn into 
something more threatening right now so | can use a fear factor to 
get answers out of him more easily, but that's obviously not 
happening. "| Keep asking you two what happened, and you two 
refuse to answer. And | can't take it anymore. | just can't. Not after 
what happened today. Not after... that vision. | saw a lot of things in 
it. | Know what | did. Rayne and Bane were on the ground and 
covered in my claw marks. And... there was this voice." 


The Cubone's eyes become wide as soon as | say the word "voice", 
but he doesn't say anything. So | keep going. 


"But, | know that's not all that happened," | go on. "I Know more 
happened. Like these holes in my head. | know there's a reason why 
| found those holes in my brain when | woke up. And you know the 
reason. You know the reason for why | can't remember anything. | 
know you know." 


| clench my front claws, feeling the sand beneath them bunching up 
in my paws. 


"So, | want you to tell me what you know right now. Right now," | say 
with a snarl. "I can't take this anymore. | have to know, because it's 
driving me insane. It's killing me from the inside. | need you to tell me 
right now so this can just stop. Tell me what you know." 


The Cubone looks at me, not frightened of my words. He's not even 
annoyed with me. He just looks sad. 


"Zekra, |... | don't think you should know the reason right now," he 
says to me. "I can't tell you right now." 


Did he really just say that? Did... did he honestly, honestly just say 
what | thought he said? 


So he knows. He KNOWS what's wrong with me, but he doesn't 
want to say anything?! What?! What?! 


Something inside of my brain snaps, and my eyes flash just for a 
brief moment with my illusion light. 


"You can't tell me? You can't tell me what's happening to me?!" | ask 
in disbelief at his words. "Whatever happened to keeping no secrets 
between your friends?! Remember? That little soeech you gave to 
me and Syn and Impetus when we were all still around?" 


| look straight at the Cubone and let the illusion power locked inside 
my heart escape. It soreads through my veins and | become a 
Cubone. | become a mirror image of my friend who refuses to talk to 
me. 


"| think it's important for us to talk to each other! We have to be open 
with our thoughts and feelings! We can't hide anything from each 
other!" | say to him. He cringes at my words, because I'm using his 
voice. It's got all of my agitation in it, but it's still his voice. "We've got 
to be one unit and help each other and everything! None of my 
friends should keep secrets from each other! No! Never!" 


| start to scowl as hard as | can, but | don't know if he can see that 
because of this mask | have to wear. 


"Except right now! I'm not going to tell my best friend what she really 
needs to know right now!" | cry, throwing up my Cubone hands in the 
air. "Because I'm a hypocrite! A liar! Because | don't care about my 
best friend anymore! Because even though she's clearly dying on 
the inside from me keeping secrets from her, | don't care! Nope! I'm 
just going to keep my mouth shut like what | did when | found out 
why she called me Terron! No! I'm just going to let her suffer! | know 
she's suffering, but | don't care! | don't care!" 


He glares at me through those holes in his helmet, and | can see that 
what | said is really getting to him. 


"That's not the reason, Zekra," he growls, trying his best to keep his 
voice and anger contained. "Don't you ever say it's because | don't 
care about you or that I'm a hypocrite. You know that | care about 


you more than anyone else, and | will never start turning into a 
hypocrite like Len." 


| change back into me so that he can see my scowl better. 


"Then why can't you tell me?" | ask him. "If you care so much about 
me, why won't you tell me what's going on with me? If you really did 
care about me, you'd tell me what's happening to me. Because 
friends are honest with each other. They tell each other things, even 
when they really don't want to because it hurts them. Or are we not 
friends anymore?" 


The Cubone looks hurt by my comment, and his glare fades away a 
little. But, he doesn't say anything. He just keeps looking at me. 


"Well? Aren't you going to say something?" | ask him, getting 
increasingly annoyed with him. 


He, of course, says nothing. He's not saying anything to me. He's not 
saying anything. He won't talk to me. He knows that I'm in pain, but 
he won't talk to me anymore. The throbbing in my heart from 
desperately wanting answers gets worse at the sight of this. It feels 
like something is ripping out my heart from my chest. 


| can't take this. / can't anymore. 


"Talk to me," | growl at him. "Tell me what happened to me. Tell me 
right now. Tell me why | can't remember anything. I'm not dropping 
this subject until you say something." 


He still doesn't say anything. He just keeps looking at me with this 
blank stare. 


| stare back at him, my eyes no doubt glowing with my illusion light 
because of how angry | am with him. | can only hope it looks 
terrifying. 


And then, the Cubone starts to sigh. He sighs, like he's tired of 
listening to me. And the sight of that just makes me start growling in 
irritation. I'm about to pounce at him and start biting him because of 
how sick | am of not getting my answer, but then he looks at me with 
a face so sad before talking. 


"Zekra... you've got Instinct Infestation," the Cubone tells me, his 
voice real quiet. 


Instinct... Infestation? I'm about to ask what that Is since I've never 
heard of it, but then, he starts saying more. 


"But unfortunately... it's not that simple," he then says, even quieter 
than his last statement. "You've got Instinct Infestation... and from 
what Novus and | can tell... the plagued part of you is using your 
Instinct Infestation to its advantage and... making you do terrible 
things." 


My heart stops. The plagued part of myself is making me do terrible 
things. He... he's not actually referring to... 


The voice... the... that voice... 


"When Yimtri gave you back to me after he found you, that Turtwig 
was saying that you had Instinct Infestation," he goes on, finding it 
really hard to look at me in the eye. "It's basically where every time 
you see something that reminds you of a traumatic experience, your 
rational thinking shuts down and your instincts completely take over 
your mind. And, you basically do whatever you can to get away from 
whatever triggered you to be this way, which is seeing Plagued Ones 
for you. And... you forget everything while you're like this. You don't 
remember anything except that you need to get away from the 
Plagued Ones. You just go running around. She said that you had 
that... and that's why you had run away from me and attacked 
Rayne and Bane... 


"| wanted to think it wasn't a real thing... and it was just some lie she 
made up... so | looked it up in some books and talked to Novus. 


And... it's a real thing... but it's not supposed to make you attack 
anyone. It's... it's only supposed to make you want to run away. It's 
not supposed to make you hostile." 


No... no... | don't like where this is going... | don't like what you're 
trying to imply... 


"| mean, that is what happened when you first had your meltdown 
back when we first encountered the Plagued Ones in that cave. You 
didn't attack anyone. That's what Instinct Infestation is supposed to 
be like. You just went running around. But not in Aurora Town. | 
mean... | never saw what you did... but Yimtri told me what you 
did... and you just confirmed everything he said... and you said you 
heard a voice... and it just... just confirms a theory Novus and | 
made." 


No... don't say it... don't... it's not true... 
The Cubone closes his eyes and sighs. 


"Whenever you go into Instinct Infestation, the plagued part of you 
takes advantage of your state... and it starts taking over your 
instincts. It's not Erebus since we're so far away from it... just the 
part of you that got plagued. | really don't know how else to say this 
but... it... it pretty much turns you into a Plagued One whenever you 
see other Plagued Ones. | mean, you don't actually turn into one... 
but you start behaving like one." 


I'm... I'ma... 


"So, Chloe and Yimtri were telling the truth... but they left out that 
rather important detail," he then says, gritting his teeth. "I really 
shouldn't be surprised since they leave out so much detail about 
everything, like what's really happening at Dusk Mines, but still. They 
knew. | know they knew. And they left it up to Novus and | to figure 
out what was really going on. Those feckless pricks . When | see 
them again..." 


He starts clenching his fists as he's thinking this, but then, he 
remembers I'm with him and he starts looking sad again. 


No, go back to your ranting. I'd rather hear that than what you're 
telling me right now... I... | don't wanna know anymore... 


"I'm sorry | didn't tell you all of this, Zekra. | wanted to tell you, but I... 
| just couldn't. | couldn't tell you even though you wanted to know so 
badly, because... | just didn't want you to be in any more pain than 
you are already. | just wanted to keep this hidden from you until you 
were feeling better. | didn't want you to suffer any more than you are 
already. Because, | just didn't know how | was supposed to tell you 
that-" 


No! | don't want to hear it! Shut up! Shut up! Shut up! 
SHUT UP! 


| run away from the Cubone. My legs feel heavy, and my eyes sting 
as tears blur up my vision, but | keep running. 


"Zekra! Wait! Come back!" | hear him yell at me. 


| don't dare look back at him. | don't want him to see how miserable 
and broken | look right now. So | just keep running across the sand, 
which is so hard to do, and don't stop. | run like my life depends on 
it. Like I'm being chased by a swarm of vicious Staraptor that want to 
tear out my fur and flesh. 


It's not true... it's not true... I'm not... I'm not... 

But... everything the Cubone said... it... 

| Keep running and running, passing by all of these random Pokémon 
who are so oblivious to what's wrong with me. Pokémon who are 
better off not knowing what | am. Pokémon | might kill one day when 
the plagued part of me takes over me. 


| don't want to be a Plagued One! No! No! No! | can't! | just can't! 


| can't do it! | just can't! | don't want to kill everyone whenever | snap 
into that Instinct Infestation! | don't want to be a Plagued One when 
that happens! 


And then, something horrifying comes to me as I'm thinking this. 


If | stay with my friends, how much longer will it be before | kill them? 
How much longer will it be before everyone | love and care about 
dies by my paws? I'm going to snap again into Instinct Infestation 
sometime. | know | will. And if | do, who will stop me? The Cubone 
can't stop me; he couldn't before. Neither can Novus since he was 
with him probably. They can't. Especially if | have that Deception 
Amulet. I'll be invincible. I'll massacre everyone because I'm an 
invincible little Zorua. Or, they'll turn into Plagued Ones. Because... 
I'm a Plagued One. That's what Plagued Ones do; they kill you or 
turn you into their own kind. 


All of my friends are going to keep dying around me, whether it's the 
Plagued Ones fault or my own, now that I'm one of them. | can't ever 
stop that. All of my friends are going to keep disappearing from my 
life. 


And not only that... but how | can attempt to even fight the Plagued 
Ones if I'm on their side? How am | supposed to eliminate all of them 
and fight for my friends... when I'm pretty much working for the 
Plagued Ones? How? How do | stay true to my vendetta when... 
when... I'm the very thing that I'm trying to destroy? When the 
plagued part of me makes me go against everything | believe in 
whenever | see those monsters? How do | fight, when all of this is 
true? 


| can't do this. | can't live knowing that everyone | love is going to be 
taken away from me in one way or another. | can't live knowing that 
I'm helping the Plagued Ones... and that I'm basically one of them 
now. 


| can't take this. | can't keep going. This has to stop. It has to stop. 


| spot a cliff in the distance. It's a cliff that overlooks the ocean. And | 
start to run faster. 


| climb up the mountain that has that cliff. | don't stop, even when it's 
so exhausting to run up that steep mountain. | keep going until | 
reach the very top and then, | stop right at the edge of the cliff and | 
look down. 


| see the ocean below me that's so far away, and the rocks sticking 
up out of the water. | see the waves crash into the side of the 
mountain and spray up at me, but they don't reach me. | feel the cool 
breeze blow against my fur. 


A few tears drip from my eyes and | watch them plunge into the cold 
waters below. It takes them a very long time to reach the bottom. 
About a minute | think. 


| Keep staring down at the water that's so far away from me. 


... when you fall from somewhere this high up... do you black out 
before you hit the bottom? 


| just need to jump off. It's not that hard. | just need to take one step 
forward, and I'll fall. Just put one paw forward, and I'm done. And 
then, I'll feel better. | won't have to worry about hurting anyone, 
because | won't exist anymore. | won't have to worry about becoming 
a Plagued One completely. 


| just need to do it. For me. For everyone. 
Yeah. 
Yeah. 


And then, without a second thought, | push my paws off the barren 
ground and dive off the cliff. 


| start to fall and the wind rushes past me and blows loudly through 
my ears. | let my tears stream out of my eyes and go up into the arr. | 


watch the waves get closer and closer to me with each second. | 
listen to the sounds of the waves as they grow louder and louder. 


| see the sharp rocks that I'm falling toward. Those sharp rocks... 
those rocks that will slice me open the second | hit them. They'll 
impale me and kill me instantly. | shouldn't have to feel anything for 
more than a second if | can just hit the sharp end of any of those 
rocks. 


The rocks start getting closer. The waves start getting louder. 

And then... the plagued part of me starts talking to me. That evil, 
demonic voice that just reminds me of all the tragedies in my life. | 
can hear it so clearly in my head. 


You are going to die, Zekra. You realize that, don't you? 


Yeah... because | want to get rid of you. I'd rather die than put up 
with the idea that you're going to take over me. 


So, rather than face a harsh reality... you choose to take the 
easy way out. 


You can put it any way you want, but yeah, I'm putting an end to 
myself. Now leave me alone! | want to die without you in my head, 
you twisted Pokémon corrupter... 


Very well. | see. 


Well then, you do know that if you die... you'll be considered a 
weakling, don't you? 


... What? 


You know that if you give up right now... you're going to have to 
"live" with the thought that you cowered out of reality? You 
realize that, don't you? 


The stabbing pain strikes my head. Like a pair of claws are 
squeezing my brain. | clutch my scalp and try to shake off the pain. 


You won't be a predator anymore. You'll just be a weak, pathetic 
excuse of a Zorua. Just some weakling who rolls over after 
tragedy strikes. 


|... I'm not a weakling! I'm Zekra the Zorua! One of the best 
predators ever! | don't back down from anything! 


You're backing down right now. From reality. From everything. 
Or are you going to attempt to deny that fact? 


Shut up! Shut up! Shut up! 1... 1... 


| am running away from reality. | am being a weakling. By Darkrai... | 
am! 


No! No! | can't do this! | can't just die like this! That's... no! | won't! 


|... | can't just die a coward! No! |... I've gotta fight, like | always 
have! |... | have to live! 


The rocks are so close. Any second now, I'm going to hit them. I'm 
going to die... I'm going to die a coward... 


Wait... no. My illusions! Maybe | can change into something! | 
mean... | don't see any flying Pokemon around, but... | have to try! 


Because | want to live! | want to live and fight back! 


The headache in my mind goes away, as if my words were the magic 
key to ending my torment. | picture the first flying Pokemon | can 
think of in my head right now, and it turns out to be a Scyther. One of 
my favorite forms in all honesty, maybe even my all-time favorite. 
Haven't seen one of those things in just about forever, but oh well! 
It'll work! 


| squeeze my eyes shut as hard as | can, and muster every bit of 
illusion power | can to change me into a Scyther. To change me into 
that awesome thing of death so | can live. So | can fight. 


The illusion power spreads through me, and | change. | change into 
that Scyther, and | just barely fly myself away from the rocks. Away 
from my death. | can feel my energy draining me so quickly right 
now, but | Keep up the illusion. | have to keep it up until | can get to 
land. 


| speed over to the shore within five seconds, and immediately upon 
landing on that sand, | stop putting up the illusion and just become 
me. | start panting like crazy, feeling so exhausted. There's other 
Pokémon nearby me, but they don't seem to realize that | just tried to 
kill myself and that | just barely stopped myself. They're probably 
thinking something more harmless. 


But | don't care about that, because I'm alive. I'm still alive... 
| can't believe | just tried to kill myself... | just... what was thinking... 
You are going to fight. 


The plagued me says that so simply, without any kind of malice or 
anything. Like it's just stating something that's really obvious. 


| feel my hate for that thing living inside me, but | also feel something 
else; a conviction. Something that doesn't feel like it's full of nothing 
but rage. 


Yeah... I'm going to keep fighting. I'm not going to give up. I'm going 
to find a way to get rid of you and stop Erebus. I'm going to keep 
going until all of you disgusting things are gone. 

Well then. See how well that goes for you. 


! will leave you be. | will continue to let you fight this endless 
war in peace. Just remember something. 


I'm always waiting for you. I'm always waiting for that moment 
of weakness. Don't think you're ever without me, even if I don't 
speak. 


And don't think that dying will save you; it won't. And even if 
you think it will, I'll always find a way to prevent you from dying. 
You can't die. | won't let that happen. 


Remember that, Zekra. 


And then the voice leaves me alone, and I'm at peace again. And for 
the second time today, | just lay there, completely exhausted. 


I'm going to fight you, plagued me. I'm going to win. I'm not a 
weakling. I'm better than that. I'm better than you. You'll see. 


You and all the other Plagued Ones will go before | ever will. 


After | rest for a while, | decide to go find the Cubone again. | still feel 
pretty tired, and my legs feel so wobbly, but | also feel that my heart's 
a lot lighter. | mean, | still feel some stuff weighing it down... but | 
really do feel like quite has been taken off me. And, that alone is 
enough to give me the strength to go find my friend and tell him what 
| need to tell him. 


| don't have to look for too long. | find the Cubone wandering around 
the beach near the mountain, looking worried sick, like he's going to 
have a panic attack. He's probably still looking for me. | mean, | run 
quite a bit faster than him. He probably didn't see me run up that 
mountain. As soon as | see him though, | admit that | do feel a little 
scared to face him again, especially after my reaction to his words 
and stuff. But, | make myself be brave and go toward the Cubone. | 
don't rush toward him; | just walk toward him. Slowly. 


He sees me after I've taken about five steps forward. And 
immediately, he starts running toward me. | feel scared again, and | 
freeze up, even though | know he's not going to attack me or 


anything. Well, actually, maybe he might for some reason. Maybe. 
Hopefully not. 


Well thankfully, he doesn't do that. He just runs at me and tackles me 
down in a hug. Thankfully, he doesn't squish me, but | do get some 
of my breath knocked out of me for a second. 


"Hey..." | say to him, not really sure what I'm supposed to say at all 
really. 


He doesn't say anything to me. He just keeps hugging me really 
tight, like he's afraid I'm going to run off or something if he doesn't 
hang onto me. | sigh and look at him the best | can. 


The words that need to come out of my mouth aren't coming. It's like 
something's literally clogging my throat, and every time | open my 
mouth to say something, it hurts so much. 


But, | know | have to say something right now. | need to tell the 
Cubone what's on my mind right now. | can't let this hold me back. 


"I'm sorry... for what | did," | tell him, feeling like I'm going to start 
crying again with every word | say. "I'm sorry... for running away 
and... doing what | was going to do. It's just... | couldn't take how 
everything was anymore. Being kicked out of the Fellowship... being 
stuck here on this island... figuring out what's wrong with me... 
losing all of my friends... | just couldn't do it anymore. | could handle 
it before, but just... just not after what happened to Aurora Town. | 
couldn't. Especially... because |... | can be the one to bring all of this 
misery to myself. | thought that everything was just downhill from 
here... and there was nothing | could do. | thought | could only keep 
making my life worse... because of this Instinct Infestation and 
everything.” 


| glance at the Cubone real quick to see how he's taking all of this in. 
| can't really see his face too well because of his mask and 

everything, so | can't tell how he's reacting. He just looks thoughtful, | 
guess. But, he's listening to me at least. He's waiting for me to finish. 


| close my eyes and take in a few deep breaths to help me keep 
talking. My throat feels so dry and feels so scratchy right now. | don't 
want to keep talking, but | Know | have to. 


"But, I'm okay now... sort of. | mean, I'm still upset at a lot of things... 
but | don't feel so bad anymore," | go on. "I'm going to keep trying 
what's become my life's purpose since | met you. Even if I've got 
something wrong with me... and | might lose you... I'm still not going 
to let anything hold me back. I'm going to fight, with you and Novus. 
Because... there's a way to stop all of this suffering. There has to be. 
And, I'm going to find that way with you two. Together, no matter 
what happens. | promise." 


| release a long sigh and wait for the Cubone to say something. | feel 
so exhausted right now, in so many different ways. But, | also feel at 
peace. It's strange. 


And then, | feel the Cubone's head press into the side of my face 
and | feel warm tears trickle onto my fur. | see his helmet lying on the 
ground next to us. He probably took it off so that it wouldn't dig into 
my face and make me all uncomfortable. How thoughtful of him. 


"You have no idea how happy it makes me to hear you say that 
you're okay..." he says in a whisper. "You really don't... thank you. 
Just thank you." 


| can tell he wants to say more to me, but nothing else is coming out 
of his mouth. | mean, | want to say more too, but | just can't. | feel so 
at loss right now. | feel... so happy to see him so happy. 


And in this happy moment, something comes to mind. Something... 
that I've been meaning to say for a long time. | just never got to 
because | never really thought of it before. 

"You're welcome, Tear," | tell him. 


He lets go of me and looks at me with this confused look. | mean, 
he's still crying happy tears, but now he also looks confused. But, | 


just look at him with a smile. 


"Tear... your new name," | say. "Well, my nickname for you anyway. | 
just thought of it. It's like Terron... but it's not. And, it's fitting for a 
Cubone. Tear. You know, like ripping stuff." 


The Cubone stares at me for a moment, like he's not sure what to 
think of the name. But then, he starts to chuckle and the confusion 
goes away. And the happiness returns. 


"Heh, of course you'd come up with a name that sounds so violent," 
he laughs. "Well alright, I'll be Tear to you then. And you can't go 
back on it. Don't need about a million nicknames from you. | don't 
wanna have to keep track of them." 


| just keep smiling, saying nothing. He smiles back at me as he 
wipes his tears away and puts his helmet back on. 


And at that moment, | just knew everything would be okay. 
Somehow, the three of us would find a way to stop the Plagued 
Ones. Even if the world turns against us, we'll find a way. 


| Know we will. | just really hope that | don't have to lose Tear and 
Novus to succeed. Or... myself. 


Begin Anew 


X 
Chapter 37 


Begin Anew 


It had been one month since Team Vendetta had been taken to 
Shirra by Vantis. It had been a single month, in which the three had 
been forced to live on this island, where they could not fight the 
Plagued Ones. A month, where they had been attempting to live a 
"normal" life, as Len had requested. 


So little had changed. The island was still exactly the same as it had 
been the very first day the team arrived. The two caretakers of the 
team still served as surrogate parents. The other citizens of the 
island were still as easy going and unimportant to the friends as 
ever. The multiple transports on Shirra still refused to let the group 
leave the island. The team was still as near supply-less as they had 
been upon being dismissed from the Fellowship. 


So much had remained the same. And yet, at the same time, so 
much had changed as well. 


At the moment, Terron, Zekra, and Novus sat at a large wooden 
table, enjoying their breakfast with the Sylveon, Glaceon, and the 
Eevee daughter in their company. Most days started like this for the 
team, unless something came up, such as one of the adults having 
to run an errand. But that was a rare occasion, as the adults really 
seemed to make an effort to start off their mornings with the team 
and their one child, most likely because they were trying to be good 
parents to them. 


"SO, how are you four doing this morning?" the Sylveon asked. 


"I'm doing alright," Terron answered. "I think | had a weird dream 
though, where | was with this Totodile and we were in this Mystery 
Dungeon cave with a bunch of electric Pokemon. And, | think | was 
yelling at him for some reason. I'm not really sure. It's kind of blurry." 


"Hmmm, what an interesting dream there," the Sylveon mused. "But 
why were you in a Mystery Dungeon? That's a very odd place to be." 


"Uhhh... | think | was going on some kind of mission," Terron said, 
searching his brain in an attempt to better remember his imaginative 
adventure. "| don't really remember... but | do remember yelling at 
him because | was sick of his attitude. Don't really remember what 
about his attitude | didn't like, though." 


"Huh, | see," the Sylveon said. "For some reason, | was expecting 
you to say something much more bizarre and surreal. Probably 
because all of my dreams are always like that; they don't really 
center well on reality too much." 


Terron chuckled a little and shook his head. 
"And how are you doing, Novus?" the Sylveon then asked. 


"I'm well," the Quilava answered simply. "Unlike Terron, | did not 
have strange dreams of sorts." 


"Same for me really," Crystelle chimed in. "Just a boring old void of 
sleep. Kinda fits today really, since I'm not going to do anything all 
that special. Unless one of my friends comes over and asks if | want 
to play or something. Otherwise, it's just going to be a boring day 
with nothing to do. Eugh." 


"Hm, | see, Novus. And, you could always go with your father to the 
store today, Crystelle," the Sylveon said as she looked upon the 
Eevee. "I'm sure he would appreciate your help, seeing as how you 
don't want to be so bored." 


"Yes, it would be nice to have an extra paw in helping someone carry 
back the groceries | need to purchase from the store," the Glaceon 
added with a grin. "It will help you stay occupied today, I'm sure." 


Crystelle started to pout at the thought of having to go on an errand, 
but didn't say anything otherwise. The Sylveon let out a quiet laugh 
before looking over at a particular Zorua. 


"And what about you, Zekra? How are you doing this morning?" she 
asked. 


Zekra peered up from her plate of what appeared to be fried 
Magikarp, a chunk of meat still hanging out of her mouth. When she 
saw that she was being addressed however, she shoved the piece 
into her mouth with a paw and hastily chewed the flesh down. 
Seeing this surprised Terron, since Zekra never really seemed too 
enthusiastic about talking with the adults. She would always take her 
time if she ever had food in her mouth, as if she wanted to delay 
talking to the adults for as long as possible for some reason. But not 
this time. 


"Oh, I'm fine," Zekra answered. "I'm good. But, I've got a question to 
ask both of you." 


The Glaceon and the Sylveon gave her slow nods. 

"You know how you guys were mentioning that Greninja a while 
ago? Well, | was wondering if anyone ever figured out why it's on this 
island," Zekra said. 


The two Eevee evolutions blinked and stared at Zekra for just a 
moment. 


"Well... yes, actually," the Sylveon replied, awkwardly rubbing her 
head with one of her ribbon-like appendages. 


"Really?" Zekra asked, her eyes brightening. 


"| ran into him a couple of days ago, to be precise," the Glaceon then 
spoke. "| was simply purchasing meat from the butcher, when | 
crossed paths with that Greninja by complete accident. Well, 
somewhat. | didn't actually speak with him directly, but | was ordering 
what | wanted in the store, when | saw that Greninja come inside 
with this enormous bag that he proceeded to dump onto the 
butcher's counter. And inside were... all of these carcasses. These 
bloody, fresh carcasses, as if they had just been slain minutes prior. 
There were at least a dozen, some even as big as myself. The sight 
was rather shocking and | was about to flee in terror, but then the 
butcher gave the Greninja a sack of coins, and that Greninja left 
without a word. And then the butcher so casually took all of those 
corpses to the back of the store." 


"Soooo, the Greninja works for the butcher shop?" Zekra then asked. 


"| thought the same myself, but the butcher told me otherwise," the 
Glaceon spoke. "He told me that the Greninja is actually a 
mercenary, and that he simply hired this Greninja to collect some 
more meat for him, since his regular hunters were all out that day 
due to sickness. He had said that the Greninja happened to be 
visiting and had heard of his problem and offered his services, fora 
price of course. And I'm sure you can guess what happens from 
there. So yes, we now know what this Greninja is." 


"A mercenary..." Crystelle remarked. 


"Yes," the Glaceon said. "Though, I'm not sure why he would come 
here if he was looking for work. Shirra is a rather peaceful place, and 
mercenaries... they only tend to arise in areas that are filling with 
chaos." 


"| suppose that's rather true," Novus stated. "It is rather odd that a 
mercenary would come to an island where its services might not be 
needed." 


"Exactly," the Glaceon said. "That's why it baf-" 


"Does he have a name?" Zekra then asked all of the sudden. 


The Glaceon tilted his head slightly as he looked back at the Zorua. 
Everyone else also brought their gazes to her. 


"Hmm, I'm sure he does, but | don't Know what it is," the Glaceon 
replied. "And neither did the butcher." 


"Hmm, nameless," Zekra said as she nodded to herself. "Interesting. 
And, that was the last time you ever saw the Greninja?" 


"Yes, it was," the Glaceon said with an unsure nod. "! don't really 
have any interest in running into him again, though." 


"Why not?" Zekra asked. 
The Glaceon eyed her with an odd stare. 


"You seem very interested in this Greninja, Zekra," he then said, as if 
it were merely an observation and nothing else. 


"Well of course!" Zekra said, not even bothering to finish chewing her 
food. "This Greninja sounds very mysterious, so naturally, I'd like to 
know more about him. | mean, that's Pokémon nature. I'm surprised 
you're not so curious about him, too! Mercenaries have the most 
exciting lives of any Pokémon | know. And what about his secret 
powers? Wouldn't you want to Know what they are? Wouldn't you 
want to know what those abilities are? Wouldn't you like to know why 
there's this Pokémon no one's really seen before on this island? It's 
fascinating stuff | tell you." 


Zekra munched down the meat that was still in her maw before 
giving the Glaceon a sly smile; a smile that seemed so fit to her. 


"| suppose so..." the Glaceon said, somewhat uneasily. "But 
remember, don't go looking out for that Greninja. Just because he 
seems friendly doesn't mean he is friendly. There's something very 


unsettling about that Greninja. So please, stay away from him. | don't 
want you getting hurt. You can promise me that, right?" 


"Oh yeah, | promise | won't go looking out for the Greninja," Zekra 
said with a nod as her smile disappeared. "| just wanna know more 
about him is all. But yeah, I'll stay away from him. Yes | will." 


Terron had to resist rolling his eyes. It was incredibly obvious that 
Zekra was lying. Whenever she spoke of the Greninja, she always 
spoke of him with such zeal. There was no way she'd actually leave 
the Greninja alone if she could find more about him and obtain his 
abilities. Terron was very well aware of Zekra's true intentions, 
though he wasn't sure if the adults also knew. After all, he 
understood Zekra far more than anyone else. Or, perhaps this was 
also because Zekra would actually go on long rants to him and 
Novus at times about wanting to find the Greninja to get his abilities. 


Either way, he knew what was really going on in Zekra's head, but 
chose not to say anything. 


The rest of the morning carried on without much excitement, and 
before long, the six had finished their breakfasts. Upon having that 
done, the three then decided to go about their next plan of the day; 
wandering around Shirra. It was always something they did since 
their first day on the island, and yet somehow, it never seemed 
mundane. There was always something new to find, even if they 
went to the same place they had visited the previous day. 


The team bid the two caretakers a farewell as they exited the house 
and stepped onto the dry dirt of the outside, peaceful world. A world 
filled with dozens of palm trees sprouting toward the clear blue sky 
and a vast ocean that surrounded them. A world filled with so many 
peaceful, easy-going Pokémon, who were completely unaware of the 
true nightmare plaguing the world. 


A life so different from the life that they truly craved. 


It didn't take long for Terron to find himself reminiscing in his days in 
the Fellowship. He remembered how his days were filled with an 
endless amount of labor as he did his part to stop the Plagued Ones, 
no matter how small that part was. He remembered the dungeons he 
had crawled through before he learned the horrifying truth of what a 
particular dungeon was capable of. He remembered all of the 
dangers his various missions brought and the many battles he had. 
He remembered his teammates that stood by him, their 
companionship being the one thing he cherished most of all. 


And then he remembered how it was all taken away from him in an 
instant. And how he was left with almost nothing and was promptly 
abandoned by the very organization he put his all into. 


But, Terron didn't dwell on that. He had lost so many things, but he 
still had so much left. He wasn't letting anything drag him down 
anymore. He was starting over. 


He was ready to forge his own path, without the Fellowship. Terron 
looked upon his two friends before him, both of them waiting for him 
to suggest where to go for the day. He saw their true selves shining 
in their eyes, no longer swallowed by a monstrous abyss of despair. 
They weren't hollow shells anymore; they were his teammates again. 
His friends. 


And when the Cubone saw that, he knew they were ready too. 
Everyone was ready to begin anew. 


The Cubone started to smile as he felt his conviction grow stronger 
within him. 


"Hey, | wanted to talk to you guys about something today," Terron 
started to say. "But, somewhere in private, where absolutely no one 
can hear us. You guys know any good places for that?" 


"The best place | can think of for that is the cliffs that overlook the 
ocean," Novus suggested. "No one ever goes there from what I've 
seen." 


"Yeah, Novus is right about that," Zekra added in. "I'd say to go to 
the little caves around here, but | see Pokémon go inside those 
sometimes. And everywhere else has at least one Pokémon going 
by it. So yeah, cliffs are the best place if you want complete privacy." 


"Alright, we'll go there,” Terron said before looking over at the Zorua. 
He lowered his gaze a little as he remembered what had happened a 
week prior with Zekra. "You don't mind that, do you? | mean..." 


"No, it's fine. It's fine," Zekra said carelessly. "| don't really care about 
it anymore. Cliffs don't bother me." 


"If you say so," Terron said with a nod. "Well, let's get going then." 


Without another word, the Cubone lead his friends to their desired 
destination. All three of them were silent as they treaded through the 
island, passing by so many Pokémon who were out and about that 
morning. Some were heading down to the shoreline with families that 
the team visited frequently. Others were going in and out of various 
stores with supplies in hand. Then there were those Pokemon who 
simply wandered through the streets, seemingly aimlessly, just as 
the team was. 


And yet, not a single Pokémon gave much of a regard to the team. 
Not that the team minded that, of course. They never had any 
intentions of trying to make any sort of friends with anyone on Shirra. 
They had been in far too much despair for that, and even now, they 
still didn't wish to craft any bonds. They had one another, and felt 
that was all they needed. Besides, they knew that if they formed 
camaraderie with anyone, they would no doubt have to explain the 
existence of the Plagued Ones in time, something that the team very 
much wished to avoid. The three had no idea how someone would 
react if they found out that there were countless swarms of 
Pokémon-turned-abominations that spread through the land like a 
virus, corrupting or killing everything they could get ahold of. 


Then not only that, but the team worried that they would also have to 
explain to the new companion that they themselves were becoming 


the very demons that were plaguing everything if certain 
circumstances were met. Perhaps they could somehow avoid 
explaining the inevitable transformation, but even still, explaining a 
horrifying truth that was being hidden from most of the world was 
something they wanted to avoid, unless absolutely necessary. 


So when no one in the streets regarded them, the three did not feel 
anything and simply carried on. The ones walking amongst them 
were better off not knowing anything about the group. 


After walking for so long, the group finally made it to the cliffs that 
Novus had recommended. They climbed all the way up to the very 
top until at last, they were high above the rest of the island, 
overlooking the ocean. 


The three sat down in a circle and let out a collected, relieved sigh. 
Novus and Zekra then looked upon their leader, waiting to hear what 
he had to say. Terron stared back, the words in his mind arranging 
themselves to be spoken. 


Terron stared at his two companions for just a moment longer before 
he finally broke the silence that held all of them. He didn't feel any 
anxiety wash over him as his words started to leave his mouth; there 
was no reason to feel it. His persona made sure of that. 


"Alright, so we've been here on this island for a while," Terron started 
to say. "A month, | think. And, we've been doing pretty much nothing 
this whole time. We've just been sitting around, wasting our days 
away, when we could be doing other things that have so much more 
meaning and purpose. So, I've been thinking-" 


He was going to continue, but then, Zekra suddenly started 
chuckling under breath. Terron stopped talking as he and Novus shot 
the Zorua very confused glances. 


"Tear, Tear, Tear. Stop trying to turn this into some cheesy rousing 
speech," Zekra said, shaking her head as she managed to compose 
herself, but still Kept her amused grin. "We know what you wanna 


say. You wanna get off this island and go fight the Plagued Ones, 
don't you?" 


Terron frowned, the bravado in his heart abruptly dying as 
annoyance took its place. 


"Well, thanks a lot for ruining my well-thought-out speech," Terron 
deadpanned. "| really appreciate that, Zekra." 


"Oh, come on! It was so obvious that you were going to say that you 
wanted to escape from here!" Zekra cried, her grin only becoming 
wider. "| mean, what else could you have to say? That you want to 
go to the beach? That you want to go kill some random wild 
Pokémon so you can get a new skull? That you wanna go Greninja 
stalking?" 


"Yes, because clearly Greninja stalking is the most important thing to 
do right now," Terron said. "You know, so you can become a ninja 
and scare random civilians with your stealth powers. Seems very 
important to me." 


"Just what exactly is a nin-" 


"Will you two children stop this nonsense?" Novus cut in, growling 
under his breath. "Terron has a topic he has brought up, and I'd like 
to listen to it. So, cease the meaningless bickering and continue, 
Terron.” 


Zekra rolled her eyes at the comment, but otherwise, did as Novus 
asked and kept quiet. Terron let out a sigh, somewhat relieved for 
Novus's intervention, and tried to remember what he wanted to talk 
about again. Zekra had done a fine job of distracting him. 


"Alright, getting off the island. Yeah, that's it," Terron said, nodding to 
himself before looking back at his friends. "Yeah, | want to get off the 
island and go fight the Plagued Ones again. I've wanted to do this for 
a while actually, but | knew that getting out of here right away wasn't 


exactly a good idea. Since you know, we were all going pretty insane 
for weeks." 


"We weren't that bad," Zekra stated. 


"Um no, we were," Terron corrected, shyly rubbing his sleeved 
shoulder. "| mean, | was half tempted to go join the Plagued Ones 
because of how bad | was. And Zekra... you tried to kill yourself. It's 
pretty obvious that our psyches weren't in the best conditions at the 
time." 


"Then | had wanted to abandon you two, so | suppose my own 
psyche could be questioned as well," Novus then added ruefully. 


Zekra's gaze fell a little and she let out a short sigh of regret. 


"Okay, so maybe we were all going kind of crazy before, but we're all 
good now," Zekra said as her gaze lightened up a bit. "| mean, that's 
why you're telling us about how you want to leave now, right?" 


"Exactly," Terron smiled. "| mean, | can tell you guys look a lot better 
than how you were when you first got to this island. And, | feel a lot 
better myself. Because you see, | don't want to go fight the Plagued 
Ones again if we're broken as both a team and as individuals. That's 
guaranteed failure. If we want to have any chance of winning this 
war, we've got to be in the very best condition we can be. So as 
much as | hated staying here, | knew we couldn't just leave right 
away, because well, we needed to get over our problems first. Which 
| think we've all managed to do now. For the most part." 


"Yesssss," Zekra said with glee, rubbing her paws together. "Time to 
get off this stupid island and rip apart some Plagued Ones! Yeah!" 


The Zorua proceeded to get to her feet and frolic about happily. A 
very eager grin was apparent on her face. 


"Going to go put an end to those things! Oh, | can't wait!" she 
cheered. "Heheh, Erebus, you will be no match for us! No match for 


the bone-twirling Cubone, fire-starter Quilava, and the illusion-master 
Zorua!" 


Terron couldn't help but laugh at her enthusiasm. Though, he never 
had any doubts that Zekra wouldn't want to fight the Plagued Ones 
again. 


"| hate to be the one to question such zeal," Novus started to say, 
Causing Terron's attention to wander toward the Quilava, "but Terron, 
you do know what will happen if we attempt to leave, don't you? You 
are aware of we must do if we are to leave, don't you?" 


Terron's smile faded as a more thoughtful expression came over 
him. Yes, he knew what Novus was trying to say. If the three of them 
were going to leave this island, they would have to do so without the 
caretaker's knowledge. They would have to completely abandon the 
ones who had been taking care of them for just about a month. While 
Terron wasn't exactly attached to the two adults nor their child, he 
did feel a twinge of regret strike him at the thought of having to leave 
them. He knew that the family really did care about him and his 
friends, and leaving them would surely break their hearts. 


But even still, Terron knew what had to be done. He knew he 
couldn't let that get in the way. He and his friends had to get off the 
island. They had to escape and fight the Plagued Ones. They knew 
things that no one else did, and they had to put that knowledge to 
use. Staying on this island, no matter how great anyone's intentions 
were, couldn't justify that Team Vendetta had a more important 
purpose in life right now. 


"| know," Terron said quietly, his gaze burning into the Quilava. "! 
know what we have to do. But, we don't have a choice. We've gotta 
do whatever it takes to get out of here." 


Novus smiled at seeing Terron's dedication, as if he were proud to 
hear the Cubone speak such bold words. 


"Very well then," Novus spoke. "You have my support in your cause." 


"And mine too!" Zekra said happily as she came bounding over to 
the Quilava's side. "If that wasn't obvious enough already! But first, 
how are we getting off this island? Are we going to do some 
awesome escape thing? Are we going to somehow brainwash 
someone to get us off here? What have you got?" 


A confident, sly smile broke out on Terron's face. One very similar to 
Zekra's own mischievous smiles. He looked straight at the Zorua, 
that grin seemingly growing wider. 


" You're getting us out of here," he answered. "With the Deception 
Amulet. You could fly us out of here or ferry us out of here asa 
Lapras. Doesn't matter which, but you are, once we get that amulet. 
That's how we're leaving this island." 


Zekra quickly shook her head. 


"Um Tear, | don't know if you've noticed this, but I've been searching 
for that thing ever since | got it taken away from me," Zekra started 
to say. "Okay, well maybe a few days after it got taken away since | 
was being all depressed and stuff for a while, but still. I've been 
looking for it for weeks, and | haven't found it. | mean, I've done a lot 
of things. Tore apart the house without making too much of a mess 
when the adults weren't home, pretended to be one of them so the 
other would give it to me if | asked, tried to find some kind of Luxray 
that could help me, and all kinds of stuff. None of that stuff worked. 
So, what gives you the idea that the three of us can find it when | 
couldn't?" 


" We don't have to do anything,” Terron answered. "I highly doubt the 
three of us can find it when you couldn't. But... who said we had to? 
Who said we couldn't just... hire someone to find it for us?" 


Zekra stared at the Cubone for just a moment, trying to figure out 
what was on his mind. It only took a few seconds for her mind to 
piece everything together. 


"The Greninja!" Zekra cried. "Of course! | mean, he's a mercenary; 
you gotta have lots of skills to be one. I'm pretty sure locating hidden 
stuff is one of those skills. Yeah! We can ask for his help!" 


"And we do have money to pay him, so that's not an issue," Terron 
stated. "All we have to do is just find him really, which shouldn't be 
too hard, | think." 


"This sounds like a very fine idea, but | do see a bit of a flaw in your 
plan," Novus then said. "And it's simply this; what if the mercenary 
can't find the amulet for us? What if it's not one of his talents to find 
hidden items? What then?" 


"Well... we'll just have to think of something else," Terron answered, 
knowing full well that he couldn't think of anything better to say. "We 
just need to put faith in this current plan for now. We'll think about 
what to do if we fail later, because right now, we just need to focus 
on succeeding. We're never going to succeed if we don't have some 
faith in our current plan. If we let ourselves think we're going to fail 
just a little bit, we will fail, and we just can't have that. We can't." 


Novus let out a quiet sigh. 


"You truly are putting so much hope in this," the Quilava said. "This 
single idea that may not even work... | can only hope that all goes 
well." 


"It will," Terron stated firmly. "It has to. And like | said, if it doesn't, 
we'll just think of something else. We'll keep trying until we get off 
this island. But for now, we just need to believe that our current plan 
will work and put our all into it." 


Novus slowly nodded, saying nothing more. Terron looked upon his 
teammates, seeing how they were taking everything in. Zekra was 
smiling eagerly, seemingly twitching in anticipation and ready to bolt 
at any second. Novus was smiling as well, though with a much 
sadder smile, for he probably still had doubt in his heart over the 


current plan. But, despite this, the Cubone could tell that Novus was 
ready to follow through with the plan. 


Terron got to his feet. 


"Alright then,” he said. "Let's go get our money and go find that 
Greninja. If there's anything you guys need to do, now's the time, 
since we're leaving the second we get that amulet back." 


"Nope, I'm good," Zekra replied. "I've got nothing to say to anyone 
here. Let's just get out of here." 


She then proceeded to take a few steps forward before looking back 
at the two, wanting to initiate their plan as soon as possible. Though 
Terron could tell she wanted to simply go down the mountain by 
herself, he could see that she didn't want to leave behind her friends 
in her haste. She was trying to be patient, despite her obvious Zeal. 


"| agree with Zekra," Novus then stated. "Let's go." 


With a nod, Terron went forward and together, the three carefully 
trekked down the mountain. And then, when they had managed to 
reach the very bottom, the team made their way to their home, their 
convictions burning within their hearts so strongly. 


When the three came to the house and were about to open the door, 
someone else opened the door and stepped outside; the Sylveon. 
When she saw the three, she seemed very surprised to see them 
and stopped in place. The group stopped in front of her, knowing 
they couldn't do much since she was blocking the door. 


"Oh, back so soon?" she asked them. "I could have sworn you only 
left about an hour ago." 


"Yeah, we are," Zekra said, her voice suddenly becoming hollow and 
slightly bitter. "Wwe came back, because we decided that we wanted 
to buy something and came to get our money for it." 


"Oh, | see," the Sylveon said. "Huh, you children never wanted to 
buy anything before. What did you want? Perhaps | can simply give 
you some of my own Poké to help pay for it." 


"Some plush toys," Zekra answered. "Because they're adorable. And 
maybe some books. Stuff like that." 


Terron glanced at the Zorua, finding it very strange for her to say the 
word "adorable" with such a monotone. It sounded very empty. Yet, 
he tried not to act like it was out of place and played along with 
Zekra's words. 


"Yeah, wanted to get some comics for me," Terron said. 


"And a map of the island," Novus added in. "That way, we can see 
what other places we can visit in our own spare time." 


The Sylveon looked upon the three Pokémon, staring at them with a 
very curious gaze. Terron and Novus returned blank stares, saying 
nothing. Zekra also did the same, but there was a certain glimmer of 
agitation and hastiness in her eyes, like she was going to spring at 
any moment. As much as Terron wanted to lightly shove Zekra to 
make her seem less hostile, he didn't do anything, since that would 
simply make things more suspicious. He'd simply have to deal with 
how things were for the moment. 


"Ah, okay then,” the Sylveon then said, now starting to smile. "Well, 
go on and get your money then and buy your little trinkets. I'll see 
you three around. | have to go visit someone right now." 


And without another word, the Sylveon stepped away from the door 
and went on her way. The three watched her disappear into the 
distance for a few moments before Terron brought his annoyed gaze 
to Zekra. 


"You just couldn't look a little mellower, could you?" Terron asked 
her. 


"No, because I'm not going to pretend | actually like the Pokémon 
who keep us imprisoned here," Zekra answered, her tone still bitter. 
"You know, those Pokémon who took away my precious amulet. I'm 
not going to pretend I'm fine with that. Especially when they're 
blocking the way to our freedom. Literally." 


"Even when it makes you look suspicious and potentially ruins our 
plan to get the very freedom you want?" Terron returned. 


"Tch, whatever," Zekra scoffed. "It doesn't matter. She's gone. Now if 
you need me, I'm going to get the money." 


The Zorua quickly turned away from Terron and went into the house, 
an aura of unpleasantness still about her. Terron shook his head and 
let out a groan, but didn't say anything further. It wasn't something 
worth arguing or mulling over. 


"| need to retrieve something myself," Novus then said. "If this truly is 
the last time we're visiting the house, then | want to bring with mea 
particular belonging." 


"Go ahead," Terron said. 


With a nod, the Quilava disappeared inside the house as well. Terron 
waited in silence, simply waiting for his two friends to return. 
Moments later, the two came back, both carrying items in their 
maws. For Zekra, it was the sack of coins. For Novus, it was his mini 
Reshiram. He set it in front of the Cubone. 


"Can you hold this for me?" the Quilava asked Terron. "I believe your 
pockets are a much more convenient way to carry it than in my 
mouth." 


"Sure, | don't mind," Terron replied. 
As Terron took the stone statue and stuffed it into an empty coat 


pocket, Zekra dropped her bag, allowing everyone to hear the 
clinking of the coins within it. 


"| checked how much we've got, and we've got about six thousand 
Poké in there," Zekra said, her voice sounding more like her usual 
self. "I think this is just about enough to get some mercenary to doa 
pretty simple task for us. Probably more than enough, if you ask 
me." 


"Well, hopefully," Terron said as he picked up the bag with his paw 
and also put it into one of his many coat pockets. "Now we've just 
got to find this Greninja, wherever he is..." 


"| suggest we search within the main section of town," Novus said. 
"After all, if | were a mercenary, | would be there since that's where | 
will most likely find those who acquire my services." 


"| guess that makes sense," Terron shrugged. "Alright then, and one 
last thing before we get going." 


Terron looked over at Zekra. She stared back with a curious gaze. 


"| wanted to ask if you could show us what the Greninja looked like 
before we start looking for him," Terron said. "It'd make it easier if 
Novus and | knew exactly what he looked like." 


A more bashful expression overcame Zekra as she looked down and 
rubbed her paw into the dirt beneath her feet. 


"| don't really know," the Zorua said quietly. "| mean, | only saw him 
for a few seconds, and I'm not exactly too good at turning into things 
that are just memories. | could if | had my necklace, but you know..." 


"You can't always rely upon your amulet," Novus said to her. "There 
will always be a day you will not have it. So, consider this moment a 
way to grow stronger, without the amulet's help.” 


"But..." Zekra tried to say. 


"You will get your amulet back soon, but for now, you must try to use 
your own power," Novus said. "You have it; you simply need to 


unlock it from within you. The amulet never would have allowed you 
to do such if such potential had never been there in the first place." 


"He's right," Terron then said. "| mean, you've turned into Pokémon 
that weren't with us and you didn't need the amulet's help before. 
Like, when we were saving Impetus. You turned into a Drifblim, even 
when we hadn't seen one for hours." 


"Or when | saved myself from that cliff..." Zekra muttered more to 
herself than the others. 


"Yeah," Terron said. "So, go on, Zekra. You can turn into that 
Greninja. | Know you can." 


Zekra glanced up at her teammates for a brief moment before 
nodding with a more determined gaze. She took in a deep breath 
and then closed her eyes, searching through her memories until she 
found the mercenary she had seen for such a short time. And then, 
she put all of her energy into turning into that one Pokémon. 


A familiar pink light covered Zekra's being and she started to 
change. Terron and Novus smiled as the Zorua's outline began to 
morph into a completely different shape and form. 


When the light faded seconds later, there was a now a Greninja 
before the two, towering high above them. It looked upon the two 
with a blank expression for just a moment, and then, it crouched 
down so that it could look at the two Pokémon at eye-level. It sighed 
in a familiar Pokémon's voice and somehow smiled. 


"| did it," Zekra said. "Yesssssss." 
"Well done," Terron said as he reached to pat Zekra's head. 


Zekra swatted Terron's hand away from her before he could touch 
her. 


"Don't touch me," Zekra said. "It might break my focus, and it already 
takes so much concentration and energy to keep up this form..." 


Terron sheepishly nodded, noticing the ripples of her illusion light 
flowing through her form. Terron and Novus continued to look at the 
copy of the mercenary for a few more seconds, trying to remember 
everything they could before they finally told Zekra she could stop. 
When that happened, the false Greninja let out a loud and exhausted 
sigh before collapsing onto the ground. Her form immediately shifted 
back into a worn-out Zorua. 


With a proud smile, the Cubone now caressed Zekra's head, seeing 
that the gesture would no longer distract her from her task. Zekra 
weakly smiled back as she started to pant. 


"So that's what a Greninja appears to be," Novus remarked. "What 
an interesting Pokémon. It truly does resemble a Toxicroak in some 
ways. But, judging by its appearance, | would have say it doesn't 
share the same elemental affinities as a Toxicroak." 


"Really?" Terron asked. "Well, what do you think is his type?" 


"| would have to say he harbors two types," Novus answered. 
"Specifically, the water and darkness affinities. The water elemental 
is rather obvious by the colorings and the skin appearance. The 
darkness affinity however... that is less certain, but | see it in the 
eyes. The ones who hold the dark power in their hearts have a 
special sort of glint in their eyes, if you want to say that. It's rather 
difficult to explain, but | see it in all of the ones who are of the affinity 
that belongs to the night." 


"Huh, interesting," Terron remarked. "You sure it's not just Zekra 
you're seeing though? | mean, she's still a dark-type whenever she 
changes." 


"No, I'm certain it's from the Greninja," Novus answered. "In every 
form Zekra has taken on that didn't harbor the dark element, the 


special glimmer was not there. She truly did have the appearance of 
one that isn't of the dark affinity." 


Terron nodded, finding he had not much else to say in regards to the 
subject. Zekra was slowly getting her energy back, and in justa 
moment or so, she'd be fully recovered and able to walk again. 
Then, the three of them would be ready to go along with the next 
step of their plan and find the mercenary. Then, it would only be a 
matter of time before they could finally leave the island. 


"Terron, | hate to be the one to continue to question you, but there is 
something in your plan that | don't understand," Novus then said. 


"What is it?" the Cubone asked. 


"When we leave this island, what exactly are we going to do?" Novus 
asked. "How are we going to go about fighting the Plagued Ones 
again, when we can no longer be a part of the Fellowship?" 


"Actually, the plan /s to go rejoin the Fellowship," Terron stated 
plainly. "The Nestati one that is, since it's the closest one that isn't 
Dusk Mines." 


Novus seemed to be completely stunned at the remark. He 
appeared to want to say something, but it was Zekra who managed 
to say something first. 


"Wait, wait, wait," Zekra said, managing to get to her feet. "You want 
us... to join the Fellowship again? How are we going to do that when 
we got kicked out? They're going to see these marks on us; they're 
not going to let us back in. | mean... I'd like to go back... but | don't 
know if they'll let us back in." 


"They'll let us in," Terron answered firmly. "We just have to convince 
them is all. But-" 


"Hey wait a minute... why do you even want to go back to the 
Fellowship?" Zekra then asked, suddenly realizing something. "| 


thought what Yimtri said to you, when he was trying to kill you, really 
got to you. You know... how we shouldn't tell the Fellowship about 
the secret about the Plagued Ones or whatever. | mean, | don't know 
whether | believe him or not after everything that's happened... but 
you, you sure seemed to believe him. Why the sudden change?" 


"Yes... | share the same thoughts as Zekra," Novus then spoke. "You 
seemed rather convinced of the Sableye's words after he nearly slit 
your throat. Like you suddenly forgot that he has deceived you 
countless times, since the day you met him from what | have been 
told. And now you are suddenly acting as though you have forgotten 
those words..." 


Terron grit his teeth as he looked away for just a moment. It seemed 
he had to better explain his intentions and thoughts more. They all 
needed to be on the same page. 


"We're not actually rejoining the Fellowship," Terron started to say. 
"Sort of. | mean, the idea is we're going to try and become members 
again, but we're going to be doing something else too. We're going 
to be looking for answers. Answers that | think the Fellowship is 
hiding from everyone. Answers that | think will help us beat the 
Plagued Ones." 


"Oh, so that's what it is," Zekra realized. "But, why don't we just go 
try to find those pins Yimtri was talking about instead? | mean, it 
could take us a long time to get any kind of answer out of the 
Fellowship... if there even is something being hidden. Could be a lie, 
or maybe some kind of thing going on in his head because he's so 
paranoid. At least with the pins, we kind of know it's a real thing. 
Because | can't think of a reason for why he'd lie about those things. 
And, if we found them, then I'm sure we could take on Erebus, since 
we'd be protected from the transformation." 


“That would be a good idea, but there's just one little problem with 
that; we don't know enough to do any of that," Terron replied. "We 
don't know where to start looking for these pins, or what they even 
look like. And not only that, but we don't even know how to get to 


Erebus so we can fight it. We might know more than a lot of 
Pokémon do right now, but it's not enough information. And, we 
probably won't learn anything new, because | get the feeling that 
Yimtri isn't going to tell us anything anymore. The only reason we got 
answers out of him last time, is because we got lucky. But we're 
never going to be that lucky again. Plus... I'd rather not go see him 
right now. I'm still disgusted by a lot of things he's done, or hasn't 
done. | don't want to deal with someone like him right now." 


Zekra nodded slowly, starting to understand the reasoning behind 
Terron's plan. Novus, on the other hand, wasn't quite so. He began 
to frown. 


"And yet despite how much you loathe him, you find it in your heart 
to believe what could very well be lies," Novus said flatly. "Do you 
not see the contradiction in that?" 


"Yeah, | see it," Terron said quietly. 


"So then why do you want to follow what you know has a very good 
chance of being nothing but fabrications of the truth?" Novus then 
asked. "Why do you believe someone, who has lied to you so very 
much? What is the reason?" 


"Because | saw the truth in his eyes when he was telling me those 
things," Terron answered. "You can't lie when you look that 
desperate and terrified. You just can't." 


"I'm fairly certain you can," Novus countered. "Desperation can make 
one do many things, such as being able to manipulate words so that 
it truly does appear you are speaking the whole truth when it is 
nothing but a lie." 


Terron curled his empty paws into fists. 


"Well that's not what happened,” Terron said firmly. "| get why you're 
doubtful, but it's true. | believe that there's something going on at the 
Fellowship, and we need to find out what it is. Because if we don't... 


what are we going to do anyway? We can't just go search for the 
pins like | just said. This is the only option we've got right now. It's 
the only option that we can actually follow with without being 
completely lost." 


Novus continued to stare at Terron, not saying anything. Terron 
returned the stare. 


A few seconds passed before Novus looked away. 


"Fine then. | will accept your choice," the Quilava spoke. "I won't 
believe the Sableye's words like you and Zekra have, but | will 
believe in your choice and follow it." 


Terron released a relieved sigh. 


"Okay," he then said. "Do you guys have any other questions before 
we find that Greninja?" 


Zekra and Novus both shook their heads. 
"Alright, then let's get going,” Terron said with a placid smile. 


With a nod of agreement, the three then made their way toward the 
much more populated section of town. Once they entered the area, 
the three split up as they searched about the area. They hoped that 
by doing so, they'd be able to cover more ground faster than if they 
were all together. However, after half an hour passed, and the three 
met back up at their designated meeting spot, and they found that 
neither of them had found their mercenary. 


Seeing this was discouraging, but the group didn't give up quite yet. 
Instead, they made their way to a new location, at Zekra's request; 
the beach she had originally seen the Greninja at. 


Terron and Novus doubted that the mercenary would re-appear 
there, but they still went along with the idea since they couldn't think 


of anywhere else to look. And so, they followed the Zorua to the 
section of the shore that she had seen the Greninja. 


When they got there, they were surprised to find that there were no 
Pokémon were in the area. They could see other Pokémon farther 
off in the distance along the coast, but it was still quite a ways from 
the section of the beach they were in. The three were going to 
question why this was, but then they saw why. 


Sitting on a somewhat large rock that rested close to the shoreline, 
was the very Greninja that they were searching for. 


He was gazing out into the horizon, his black goggles hanging 
around his neck. He didn't even seem to notice that there were 
Pokémon near him. 


Terron and Novus stood there, now able to see exactly what was so 
unsettling about the Greninja. The Pokémon's eyes appeared as 
though they were empty and he didn't appear to be blinking at all, as 
if he were in some sort of trance. The Greninja didn't look 
threatening to them, as they had encountered far worse creatures, 
but it still sent a chill down their spines to see such a vacant stare. 
Then also, the Greninja being a water-type probably also added to 
their unease. 


Zekra, on the other hand, didn't share the same reaction. Instead, 
she started to grin eagerly and ran toward the Greninja. 


She only ran for a couple of seconds before the Greninja turned his 
head toward her. Zekra came to a stop, but still Kept her gleeful smile 
upon her face. The Greninja blinked and continued to stare at her 
with his usual blank gaze. Terron and Novus choose to remain where 
they were, not sure what they wanted to do. 


"Hello there! My friends and | have been looking for you!" Zekra said 
to the Greninja. 


The Greninja kept staring at her, saying nothing. 


"| heard you were a mercenary from some Pokémon," Zekra 
explained, somehow not unnerved. "And, | was just wondering if it 
was true, since we kinda wanted to hire you to do something for us." 


The strange Pokémon was no longer was sitting on the rock. He was 
now right in front of Zekra, crouched down so he could talk to her at 
an eye-level. He had somehow managed to close the distance 
between them without there being a blur of movement. Zekra 
flinched, but she didn't back away. 


"Why do you want to hire me?" the Greninja asked, somehow 
speaking clearly despite having his tongue wrapped around his neck. 
"If you really know who | am, then you shouldn't be speaking to me, 
child." 


Zekra grit her teeth as she glared at the Greninja. 


"We need you to find us something that will let us get off this island," 
she answered. "Because we don't actually belong on this island. We 
don't even have parents; just Pokémon who pretend to be ours. We 
need you to find this item, because we have more important things to 
do in life than stay somewhere we don't belong. We don't care what 
you are or what anyone says about you; we just want you to help us 
get out of here." 


"You're not going to ask me to simply whisk you off Shirra?" the 
Greninja asked. "You just want me to find you this item?" 


"Yeah, we can manage getting off the island by ourselves if you just 
find us the item," Zekra answered. "We don't need your help with 
getting us out of here. We just need you to find the item, because 
someone hid it away from me and we can't find it by ourselves. And, 
| need that item." 


"And what exactly is this item you want me to find?" the Greninja 
asked. 


"A Deception Amulet,” Zekra replied. "It's a purple stone on a string. 
Looks like a necklace. It should be somewhere nearby the house 
we're staying at." 


The Greninja became quiet. Though he seemed to show no emotion, 
Zekra could have sworn that she saw a quick glimmer of surprise in 
his eyes. He narrowed his eyes before holding out one of his 
webbed hands. 


"Fine. You don't seem to be like ordinary children. I'll find this amulet 
for you," the Greninja spoke. "But, for three thousand and five 
hundred Poké. In advance." 


Zekra nodded before looking over at Terron. She called over to him, 
where the Cubone hesitantly made his way over. He stopped at 
Zekra's side as he carefully counted out the proper amount of money 
before looking over at the Greninja. He was staring at Terron, his 
gaze still as unnerving as before. But, Terron reminded himself that 
he had no reason to fear, and dropped the golden coins into the 
Pokémon's hand. The Greninja curled up his hand and stood up, his 
shadow looming over the two smaller Pokémon. 


"I'll be right back," the Greninja spoke. "| need to store this away. You 
can stay there until | come back. Then I'll help you find your precious 
amulet." 


Without even waiting for a response, the Greninja took off, faster 
than lightning. He disappeared into the distance in an instant. Terron 
and Zekra stared at where they last saw him, baffled by how quickly 
he had run off. It was almost as though he had vanished into thin air 
by how quickly he moved. Novus joined the two children's sides. 


"It seems that worked rather well," Novus stated. "Now let's hope 
that Greninja will come back and actually help us." 


"I'm sure he'll come back," Zekra replied. "But huh, what an 
interesting Pokémon. | almost didn't think he could talk because of 
his tongue scarf thing." 


"Yeah... that's a really weird thing to have," Terron commented. "| 
wonder how he even eats when he's got his tongue like that." 


"Maybe that secret Greninja village is to help them learn how to do 
that," Zekra suggested. "Like, it teaches them how to do basic stuff 
again." 


"Well that would be an interesting school to see," Terron chuckled. 


And then, without warning, the Greninja was back in front of the 
group, towering above them. All of three of them let out a yelp and 
backpedaled at the sudden reappearance of the mercenary. 


" Ahh ! How do you do that?!" Zekra cried, trying to compose herself. 
"How do you move so quickly?! Without me noticing you?!" 


"| have my ways,” the mercenary spoke. 
"Like what?" Zekra asked, becoming very interested in the topic. 


"Ways I'd rather not speak of right now, since | believe there's a 
particular task | need to carry out for you right now," the Greninja 
stated. 


"Oh, right," Zekra said, suddenly remembering why the Greninja was 
with them in the first place. "Well, maybe later? I'd really like to know 
about how you can move so quickly." 


"Perhaps," the Greninja said dismissively before looking out toward 
the town. "Now, show me the area you want me to search." 


Zekra lead the way as the Greninja and the rest of Team Vendetta 
followed after her. As they walked, Terron noticed how quite a few 
Pokémon they passed by would give them very strange glances. Or 
specifically, they would stare at the Greninja, and then look toward 
either him or Zekra. Terron knew it was because they were probably 
concerned as to why two children were with this mercenary. But, he 
didn't care about that. 


Let them look at us. Terron thought. We're getting off this island soon 
anyway. They won't be seeing us again. 


Eventually, the four came to the home that Team Vendetta stayed at. 
Zekra stopped in front of the house and pointed to it. The others 
stopped and looked upon the home. 


"This is the place," Zekra said. "I've tried searching for it myself, but | 
couldn't find it. You can find it though, right?" 


The Greninja took the goggles hanging around his neck and put 
them over his eyes. His eyes couldn't be seen through the black 
lens. 


"| have had clients who asked me to find particular items for them," 
the Greninja spoke as he continued to survey the house, moving his 
head slowly in a line. "There were treasures buried deep inside 
misery dungeons that the clients could never obtain because they 
were too weak. There were precious mementos that were stolen 
from clients by thieves. There was even a time | was asked to raida 
ship and steal an entire horde of evolution stones." 


The Greninja then stopped moving and stared straight ahead at the 
middle section of the house. 


"| always succeed in locating the item and delivering it to the client. 
Because of this," he said as he tapped the side of his goggles. 


Before anyone could say anything, the Greninja quietly entered the 
house in a flash and disappeared inside. And then, before the 
children could even question what he was doing, the Greninja 
returned with a particular item in his grasp. 


The Deception Amulet. 


The three stared up at the Greninja, completely speechless. He had 
managed to find the item so quickly, when Zekra never could after 


searching for weeks. Terron managed to find his voice a moment 
later. 


"How did you..." he started to say. 


"X-Ray Specs," the Greninja answered as he removed the goggles 
from his eyes. "It lets me see through structures and locate hidden 
objects, as well as hidden Pokémon. | can already locate hidden 
items with a sufficient amount of success, but these goggles make 
things a lot easier." 


"Where did you get those things from?" Terron asked. "I've never 
seen them on the market anywhere." 


The Greninja's eyes no longer seemed like a void. There was a very 
distinct glare now forming in his stare, his eyes flickering with malice. 
Terron cringed at the sight. 


"A... Client gave them to me as part of his payment," the Greninja 
hissed. "Yes... that client... grryeeehhh!" 


The mercenary let out a very loud, high-pitched screech. Terron 
imagined it was supposed to be a threatening croak of sorts, but to 
him it, it sounded more like the snarl of a demon. 


"Don't bring him up again. Ever," the Greninja said with such venom 
in his voice. " Understand? Don't you ever. " 


Terron hastily nodded. The Greninja continued to cast Terron a dark 
glare until finally taking in a deep breath and composing himself. The 
vacant expression once again overcame him as he looked back at 
Zekra. 


"Anyway, | found this under the floorboards in the dining area," the 
Greninja then said. "They were fairly easy to spot." 


The Greninja handed the necklace to Terron, who then proceeded to 
carefully tie the amulet around Zekra's neck. Zekra began to smile 


widely as she felt the amulet's power pulse from within the jewel. At 
long last, she had the amulet once more. She could once again be 
the all-powerful Zorua she loved being so very much. To say that 
Zekra was ecstatic was an understatement. She seemed so 
overjoyed, that Terron and Novus feared she would faint right on the 
spot. 


When the Greninja saw that all was well, he started to leave, moving 
at a more casual pace than the lightning speed he had displayed 
earlier. 


"Thank you!" Zekra called to the Greninja. "We really appreciate your 
help!" 


The Greninja didn't say anything. Instead, he continued to walk 
forward, not even looking back at the three. But, Zekra wasn't 
concerned about this, because she was far too excited about 
something else. 


Terron, Novus, and Zekra all looked at each other, all of them 
wearing very thrilled grins. They had done it; they had gotten the 
Deception Amulet back. After staying on Shirra for a month, they 
could finally leave. They finally could leave to go stop the Plagued 
Ones. They could finally accomplish what they had always wanted to 
do for the longest time. 


"Alright Zekra," Terron said, unable to keep the glee out of his voice, 
"this is it. Whenever you're ready." 


Zekra nodded eagerly as she closed her eyes and started to picture 
a flying Pokémon that could get them off the island. The images 
came to her mind so clearly and instantly. 


But, before she could change, something else came to mind. She 
opened her eyes and looked back at where she had last seen the 
mercenary. She could still see him walking away in the distance. 


"Actually... there's one thing | want to do before we leave," Zekra 
said. 


Terron and Novus followed her gaze to see what she was staring at. 
It didn't take them long to figure out what was on her mind. 


"You really want to learn about those Greninja abilities, don't you?" 
Terron asked. 


"Yeah! They could be pretty helpful!" Zekra reasoned. "| mean, you 
saw how fast that Greninja could move! Just imagine what other kind 
of stuff he could do! They'd probably help us out a lot in all the stuff 
we'll have to do after we get out of here." 


"Alright, fine," Terron said. "Just try and make it quick, though." 


Zekra let out a triumphant laugh before bolting for the Greninja. 
Terron and Novus looked at one another. 


"| highly doubt that the mercenary will let her copy his abilities 
without wanting a fee of some sort," Novus stated. "After all, | would 
not do that if | were a mercenary and a species apparently so rare as 
himself. | would no doubt charge someone if they wanted to copy 
any of the abilities that took me years to learn." 


"Yeah, | kinda figured that too," Terron sighed as he took out his sack 
of money. "Guess we'd better go catch up to her." 


The two went forward to reunite with their friend. 


But the two had only taken a few steps forward, when a blue beam 
suddenly shot from behind them and hit the ground in front of them. 
A large ice crystal quickly formed in the spot, followed by several 
more crystals that quickly spread out around them, in a half circle, 
blocking off their path. 


Terron and Novus stopped and turned around. 


There, standing a few feet away from them, was the Glaceon and 
Sylveon that had been taking care of them. The Glaceon had a thin 
coat of ice covering him, making his fur appear to be like tiny icicles. 
Crystelle was hiding behind the Sylveon, as if terrified of the 
situation. 


Terron and Novus grimaced, knowing exactly what was going on. 
They found themselves frozen in place as their insides became cold, 
as if they had actually been struck by the ice. 


"How did you know we were going to be here?" Novus asked. 


"Because... after | Saw you three wanting to get inside the house this 
morning... | saw what you wanted to do," the Sylveon said quietly. 
"Especially since you never buy anything for yourselves. So when | 
saw you wanted to buy something... just after we told you about that 
Greninja being a mercenary... | Saw what you three were really up 
to." 


Novus didn't give a reply. 


"| never should have told you about the Greninja... | should have 
known better," the Glaceon sighed. 


"We're leaving," Terron said, putting away his sack into a pocket. 
"We made that choice a long time ago, we just didn't act on it 
because we weren't ready. But now that we are ready, we can't stay 
here anymore. We just can't." 


"| know that you truly care about us," Novus began, "but, you need to 
let us go. AS much as we wish to be able to stay here, we have 
something we need to do, and only us. | know it's difficult, but you 
must. Please, try to understand. Let us go." 


"Why? What do you have to do?" the Glaceon pleaded. "What's so 
important, that you have to abandon not just us, but Len's request as 
well? Did you truly enjoy working with the Fellowship that much?" 


Terron and Novus glanced away from the adults, Knowing they 
couldn't give that answer. 


"Well?" the Glaceon asked yet again. 


The two remained silent. The Glaceon sighed and hung his head in 
shame. 


"Why can't you two say anything?" the Sylveon asked quietly. "Why 
can't you tell us? Is it because you don't like being with us?" 


"That's not the reason," Terron answered as what felt like a needle 
punctured his heart. "You did nothing wrong. We'd like to stay, but 
we just can't. We have to go." 


"Then what is it?!" the Sylveon cried. "Why can't you just tell us the 
reason?!" 


Terron grit his teeth, trying to stay strong and not submit to their 
begging. He looked over at Novus, and then quickly shifted his eyes 
at the ice that was in their way. Novus gave a subtle nod. Terron 
looked back at the Eevee family. 


"Sorry, but we can't give you the reason," Terron said. "I'd really like 
to... but | can't." 


Novus then turned around and blasted the ice wall with a stream of 
red-hot flames. The second the ice melted into a puddle, Novus and 
Terron ran out of their icy prison and headed toward Zekra as fast as 
their legs could carry them. 


"Zekra! We need to go! Now!" Terron shouted at the dot in the 
distance that he knew was her. 


He looked back, and as he expected, he found the family chasing 
after them. They weren't that far behind him and Novus. Instinctively, 
Terron reached for a bone club attached to his coat, but then 
stopped himself when he realized what he was doing. 


"No... | can't fight them," Terron realized. "I just can't... they don't 
deserve it." 


Instead, he tried to run faster. He and Novus continued to run, never 
looking back again. 


But then, yet another ice wall formed before the two of them, once 
again trying to stop the two from getting away. Novus didn't even 
need Terron to say anything. 


A fireball flew from his mouth that impacted the ice a second later, 
instantly creating a large gap in the barrier. The two leapt through the 
hole and once again continued running. It wasn't long before the two 
were able to spot Zekra running toward them from a short distance. 


"What's going on?!" she cried, oblivious to the situation. "Why are we 
suddenly in such a hurry to leave?!" 


"Because the family!" Terron shouted. "They found out we're leaving 
and they don't-" 


A sudden cold struck Terron's leg and Novus's, rendering them 
immobile. The two looked down to find that their legs were encased 
in ice and that it was gluing them to the ground. Horrified, Novus 
quickly shot a small pillar of fire at Terron's feet while he attempted to 
warm up his own body temperature so he could thaw himself out. 


Terron looked back to find that the adults were so close to them. Any 
second now, they would catch up. Novus wouldn't be able to free the 
two of them in time, and Zekra wouldn't be able to change fast 
enough to get them out of there. His heart raced in a panic while his 
leg stung with a searing pain as the ice continued to stick to him. 


He had to think of a way out of this. He and his friends had to get off 
the island. 


Only one option was coming to his mind, and though Terron didn't 
want to go along with it, he knew he had to. It was the only choice he 


could think of that would work that didn't seem barbaric. 
He had to tell them the truth. 


But before he could get himself to do it, Zekra suddenly caught up 
with him and Novus and jumped over them. She landed behind them 
and crouched into a low position as she watched the caretakers near 
them. Her eyes were ablaze with a bright light, and her amulet was 
burning with its own light. 


The family stopped as soon as they saw her. They cringed when 
they saw how vicious she truly looked. As they gazed at her, 
disturbed by what they were seeing, Novus and Terron broke free 
from their icy bonds and turned around and uneasily glanced at 
Zekra. Terron could have sworn he saw very faint black streams 
oozing off her body. 


" We're leaving," Zekra snarled. "What part of that don't you 
understand?" 


"All of it..." the Sylveon said. "Why do you want to leave...?" 


"That's none of your business," Zekra snapped. "Now, let us go. Or 
else... I'll show you exactly what this Deception Amulet makes me 
capable of." 


Terron frowned uncomfortably at the remark. He knew that Zekra 
was quite violent and wasn't exactly fond of the caretakers, but he 
didn't realize that she could be so merciless. Yes, he too wanted to 
leave, but not through violence... 


"Can you just tell us why you want to leave, at the very least?" the 
Glaceon asked. 


"Will that make you want to let us go?" Zekra then asked. 


"Maybe," the Glaceon said with a bit of uncertainty. "You don't need 
to give me a very detailed explanation; a simple one will do. Just let 


us know what's going on. Please." 


Zekra continued to glare at the Glaceon, her eyes still bright with her 
power. A few tense moments passed, where no one moved or said 
anything. 


And then, slowly, Zekra stood straight up, no longer in a hostile 
position. She looked back at Terron, all of the ferocity in her eyes 
gone. 


"You want to say it, Tear?" she asked. "I think you'd be able to 
explain it better than | can." 


Terron gave a slow nod as the two of them looked back at the family 
they were trying to abandon. He saw the anxious concern on the 
adult's faces, as well as in the little Eevee. He saw the supportive 
gazes of his two teammates. 


He took in a deep breath and sighed. He had to phrase what he was 
going to say next very carefully. 


"Zekra, Novus, and | need to leave this place because we have 
something we need to take care of back on the main land," Terron 
explained. "We... need to go stop something that's been causing 
problems. And, we're the only ones who can do that... because we 
know something that no one else does. We would tell someone else 
about it... but we can't, because... it has to stay a secret. You can't 
know, the police can't know... not even the Fellowship can know." 


"Are you sure you can't tell someone else?" the Sylveon asked. "This 
secret you're talking about Seems so important, and it sounds like 
such a burden for you children to have to carry that all by 
yourselves." 


"It'll be painful to keep it a secret... but yes, no one else can know," 
Terron admitted. "Just my friends and I." 


"But we know what to do," Zekra then said, her voice for once not 
filled with indifference towards the adults. "We're not lost; we know 
what to do with all of this knowledge. We've got a plan to take care of 
things, and an awesome leader to guide us through it." 


Zekra glanced over at Terron and gave him a small smile. Terron 
smiled back. 


"But, you're just children," the Sylveon reasoned. "You're not even 
that much older than Crystelle here. You shouldn't have to do this. | 
mean, you could have more experienced-" 


"| understand your concern," Novus cut in. "| know that you think that 
Zekra and Terron are less experienced than ones who are working 
within the Fellowship. And to an extent, you're right. However, they 
are not weak by any means. If they were truly so, then the two would 
not be where they are now. Working for the Fellowship is a taxing 
experience. You spend days on end, tirelessly working for a single 
Cause in every way you can. Many of your missions will have you 
travel through such perilous, twisted places known as Mystery 
Dungeons. Other missions involve such long journeys to accomplish 
a single task, even if it is seemingly trivial to the Fellowship. And 
then more involve tracking down criminals, who range from petty 
thieves, to ruthless killers. If you are not strong enough in the 
Fellowship, you will succumb to a fate you truly wish to avoid. And 
it's not even death that we fear sometimes..." 


Novus seemed to struggle in keeping his fire contained. Terron knew 
it was because he was thinking about the plaguing process most of 
the team was going through. 


"But no, these ‘children’ are still here among us, because they're 
strong enough to keep fighting," Novus then said. "I would even say 
they're not children anymore, because of how much they've grown 
since | first met them quite some time ago. Do not worry about their 
well-being; they can take care of themselves. They've proven it with 
the very fact that they're still alive and standing with us. And even if 
they are still considered incompetent, they have me with them. I'm 


an adult, and | can easily take responsibility for these two for you. | 
will take care of them, and make sure that nothing happens to them. 
| promised a friend that | would, and | refuse to break that promise." 


The Sylveon appeared to want to say something, but seemed ata 
loss for words. 


"So please, let us go," Terron said softly. "Let us take care of what 
we need to take care of." 


The Sylveon and Glaceon glanced at each other with uncertainty. 
Then, they started to whisper something to each other, so that the 
team couldn't hear what they were saying. 


And then, after a long minute passed, the two parents looked back at 
the three Pokémon they cared for. They each wore a sad smile upon 
their faces. 


"We really love you three. We do," the Glaceon said. "Even though 
you were never our actual children, and you never had interest in 
wanting to stay here with us, we really did enjoy you being here. You 
are wonderful Pokémon. But... we see that your happiness lies 
elsewhere, and you have something you need to take care of. And 
staying here is simply making you miserable. Even though it pains 
me to say this, | will say it. 


"You three can leave. You can go now. You don't need to stay 
anymore." 


Terron felt like he wanted to cry as a powerful warmth flooded his 
heart, but he kept himself together. 


"Thank you," Terron said, his voice barely above a whisper. "Th- 
Thank you..." 


The Eevee family then made their way toward the team and stopped 
before them. The Glaceon wrapped his paw around the group's 
necks the best he could, while the Sylveon held each of them ina 


tight embrace with her ribbon-like appendages. Crystelle, despite 
being so small, also tried to hug the team and managed to have 
some Success. 


Zekra's eyes filled with water as she started to tremble. 
"What's the matter, Zekra?" the Sylveon asked. 


"It's just... | haven't exactly been all that great to you guys," Zekra 
explained. "But... despite me being so hostile, and threatening to 
attack you... you guys still care about me. Like... like my real 
parents did. It... it just makes me..." 


Before Zekra could say anymore, the Sylveon started to gingerly rub 
Zekra's head with one of her appendages. 


"It's alright," the Sylveon said. "You don't need to say anything 
anymore. | understand.” 


Zekra closed her eyes and smiled as a few tears streamed down her 
face. 


The six continued to stand there, wrapped in the group embrace for 
a while longer before the family finally separated from the team. 


"Take care of yourselves," the Glaceon said with a smile. 


"And, maybe you can come back and visit when you're done," 
Crystelle then said meekly. "| Know | didn't spend a lot of time with 
you guys, but it was still nice having you around. So... come back 
soon, alright?" 


"We will," Terron assured. 


Terron glanced over at Zekra, finding that she was no longer crying. 
The second that their eyes met, Zekra understood what to do. A 
violet light flooded out of the amulet around her neck and covered 
her being. And then, an instant later, a Flygon stood where the Zorua 
once was. She bent down and let Terron and Novus carefully climb 


onto her back. When they were comfortably seated, she slowly lifted 
off the ground and began rising high into the air. 


And then, after giving the Eevee family one last glance, Team 
Vendetta left the island. 


Blight 
X 
Chapter 38 


Blight 


After an hour of flying over the vast, seemingly endless ocean, Team 
Vendetta had finally come to their destination; the west coast of the 
land the Fellowship dwelled in. 


The three had considered the idea to keep flying until they reached 
Nestati City, but then they realized how the trip was completely non- 
stop. Not wanting to risk having their sole flyer drop out of the sky 
from sheer exhaustion, Terron and Novus were very quick to decide 
that it was best if they simply reach the coast and stop there. 


The second Zekra touched the sandy shore of Shiron, she 
immediately shifted back into her Zorua self. Terron and Novus were 
very quick to end up collapsing on Zekra's back from the sudden 
form change. Thankfully for them, there didn't seem to be a single 
Pokémon on the beach, as it appeared deserted. 


"Nuuugh, you guys are squishing meeeee,” Zekra whined, feebly 
trying to crawl out from under them, but to no avail. 


With a groan, the two managed to get off her, feeling slightly sore 
from the ride. They both looked at Zekra, finding that she was still 
laying in the sand, appearing as though she was about to pass out at 
any moment. 


"You okay?" Terron asked. 


"Yeah, I'm fine," Zekra said carelessly. "I'm just a little worn out is 
all." 


"That's not a surprise, seeing as how we flew for so long," Novus 
commented. "Even those who harbor the dragon and flight affinity do 
not have the stamina to fly for so long. Well, except for a few, but 
that's beside the point. You did a very impressive job, Zekra." 


"Heh, thanks," Zekra said with a quiet chuckle before bringing her 
gaze over to Terron. "And great job with not panicking about flying so 
fast, Tear. | don't even think | could feel you shaking in fear. 
Heheheh." 


"Whatever," Terron scoffed. "It's not like we could have landed 
anyway; | didn't see any islands anywhere. So it was either deal with 
it, or have you land in the ocean for a pit stop. And | was not going to 
put up with that idea, since you'd probably get us wet somehow." 


The Zorua chuckled under her breath at the remark, and then let out 
a small sigh of what appeared to be relief. 


"It feels so good to be back here and away from Shirra," Zekra said. 
"| mean, yeah, this place kinda reminds me of Shirra, since it's a 
beach, but it's still nice to know that we're back to where we really 
should be. | just kinda wish | knew exactly where here is." 


"Well, that's what we'll do when we find a town near here," Terron 
replied. "But, we'll do that later. | think we could all use a rest from 
flying for a little while." 


"You got that right," Zekra stated. "I think I'm going to take a quick 
nap. Like... for five minutes. Yeah... give me five minutes..." 


And then, before anything could be said, Zekra dropped her head 
onto the sand and her eyes closed. Terron and Novus stared at her 
in unsure silence, watching her slumber peacefully. Not knowing 
what else to do, they simply waited for her to awaken once more, so 
they could discuss what to do. They sat next to her, waiting in 
silence, so that they wouldn't interrupt her sleep. 


Terron looked around him as he waited, taking in exactly what his 
new surroundings looked like. 


Though the trio had lived alongside a coast for roughly a month, the 
coast they now came to was quite a bit different. For one, the sand 
wasn't as white and wasn't filled with seashells of all sorts . The sand 
was black here, and wasn't as fine as the grains of sand they had 
become accustomed to. It was almost like mud, somehow, and there 
were far more boulders sprouting out along near the seashore. Then 
also, there was not a seemingly infinite number of tropical trees 
scattered across the beach. Instead, there was only a large cluster of 
trees a ways from the shoreline, forming a bit of a wall that seemed 
to stretch on for a distance. 


Still, it was a refreshing change from the ocean, which was nothing 
but blue for miles and miles. They hadn't spotted any other islands 
on their entire flight. 


After what felt like half an hour passed, Zekra still hadn't woken up, 
and neither of Terron nor Novus wanted to be rude and snap her 
back into the real world. Terron rested his head against her side, 
getting tired of sitting down, but Novus seemed to have another idea. 
He got to his feet and started to walk toward the large forest. 


"Hey, where you are you going?" Terron asked curiously, whilst trying 
to keep his voice reasonably low. 


Novus stopped in his tracks and turned his head toward the Cubone. 
"Since | see that we might be here for a while, | figured I'd go find us 
something to eat," Novus answered. "Perhaps I'll even gather some 

fallen branches to use as firewood." 


"Did you want some help?" Terron then asked as he got up. "! mean, 
| can carry everything for you, since I've got hands and all." 


"| thank you for the offer, but | can take care of it by myself," Novus 
replied. "Besides, | believe it's best if someone stays behind with 


Zekra, in case something happens." 


"In case something happens..." Terron repeated oddly. "But, there's 
no one here. No one's going to try and attack her." 


"Better safe than sorry," Novus shrugged. "| would say simply to 
wake her up, but | do believe she needs rest for a while. So, don't 
worry about me. I'll be fine. I've been living on my own for a very long 
time." 


"If you say so," Terron said somewhat uneasily. 


The Quilava gave a nod in response before continuing on his way. 
Soon, he disappeared into the mass of trees, no longer visible to the 
Cubone. 


Terron released a small sigh as he sat back down and used Zekra as 
a head rest once more. He continued to be concerned about whether 
or not Novus would be fine in the potentially hazardous environment 
on his own, but he managed to stifle those worries by remembering 
Novus's words. The Quilava would be alright. He knew how to take 
care of himself. He was, after all, an instructor at one point in time. 
He had to be rather powerful and skilled to have such a profession. 
Surely, any feral Pokémon that chose to fight back against Novus 
wouldn't be too much of a challenge. 


The Cubone started to look away from the forest, but then, he saw 
something in the corner of his eye; a blur of movement. He quickly 
turned his head to face whatever he saw, but found himself staring at 
nothing except a few empty rocks in the distance . Terron grabbed 
his two bone clubs from his pockets and kept his eyes peeled for any 
sort of presence in the area. He had a feeling that whatever he saw 
was probably just his imagination, but the more paranoid part of him 
said otherwise. 


"Tear, why do you look all tense?" 


Terron looked back at his friend, only to find that she was awake now 
and staring at him with a confused gaze. He began to feel slightly 
more relaxed, knowing that she was awake and could help if 
anything went wrong. But despite this, he still felt rather on edge. 


"| thought | saw something,” Terron answered as he went back to 
eyeing his surroundings. 


"Like what?" Zekra asked as she too glanced around. 


"| don't really know. It was just a blur or something,” Terron said with 
a shrug. 


"Ah, So you're just being paranoid," Zekra said simply. "Got it." 


"I'm not being paranoid," Terron scoffed. "I'm just being cautious. 
Because really, what else could | have seen? There aren't any wild 
Pokémon out on this beach. There's no one here. It's just us." 


"Well whatever you say," Zekra replied before she noticed 
something. "Hey, where'd Novus go?" 


"He went to go get us some food since | think we might end up 
camping out here," Terron answered. "He left a little while ago." 


Zekra nodded slowly. She got to her feet, showing no signs of 
fatigue, and looked over at Terron once more. 


"Well, | think I'm going to go do the same thing," she said. "I'm sure 
there's some delicious Pokémon living in the water." 


"You sure about that?" Terron asked. "I mean, you did just do a lot of 
flying. It's alright if you rest for a bit." 


"Nah, I'm good," Zekra said with a smile. "That nap was all | really 
needed. Plus, | might as well help out somehow. There might not 
even be any ferals where Novus is looking, but you can bet there's 
some in the ocean. And well, I'm the only one of us who can get 
them, you know. So yeah." 


"Alright," Terron said. "| guess while you're doing that, | can go 
gather some firewood. Just be careful, alright?" 


"Heh, don't worry about me. | can turn into anything, remember?" 
Zekra said, wearing a rather smug grin on her face. "I think you 
should be the more careful one." 


Terron dismissively waved her away with a paw, not amused by her 
comment. Zekra only gave a short laugh in response before making 
her way toward the rolling waves. When she reached the shoreline, 
she instantly transformed into a Greninja and dove into the water. 
She swam out a ways, and then before long, she too was completely 
gone from Terron's sight. 


The Cubone glanced around again, seeing if he could spot that blur 
from earlier. He found that he was alone, with no trace of anyone 
besides his friends being in the area. There were only two sets of 
footprints in the sand surrounding him: Zekra's and Novus's. 


Deciding to push aside his unease, Terron entered the forest, 
keeping his two bone clubs clenched tightly in his hands in case he 
spotted a feral. He supposed that he too could do some hunting if he 
ran into a wild Pokemon that seemed edible. But, for now, his main 
priority would be to simply gather firewood. 


Terron wandered through the woods, walking along the mostly 
barren ground. He looked upon the many trees, noticing that there 
didn't appear to be any Pokémon among the branches, nor were 
there are knotholes in the trunks. He could hear several chirping 
noises in the distance, so he knew he wasn't alone, but he still 
wondered where they were. Perhaps they were much higher in the 
trees, towards the canopy where the leaves were so dense? 


Whatever it the reason, Terron didn't find it too important. He 
continued wandering about the forest, and was very quick to find 
some fallen branches lying with some dead leaves near several 
trees. The branches weren't very dry, as if they had only fallen off 
about a day ago, but surely Novus's fire would be able to make 


decent kindling out of them. He put away his clubs before picking up 
each of the branches and gathered them up in his arms. They 
weren't exactly all that big, typically only being about as long as his 
arm, but they'd have to do. 


When he had gathered about fifteen of these sticks, as well as some 
dead leaves for kindling, he headed back to the beach. 
Unsurprisingly, neither Zekra nor Novus were there. However, that 
didn't matter much to Terron, as he knew they were still busy fulfilling 
their own responsibilities. He made his way over to the spot where 
the team had landed after their long flight and dumped the branches 
in his arms onto the ground, all of them making dull clunking noises 
as they hit the sand. 


With his hands empty again, the Cubone went back to the forest and 
once again sought out more firewood. Minutes passed, and when 
enough supplies were gathered, Terron went back to the beach and 
dropped off the branches. He headed to the woodland several more 
times, returning each time with roughly the same amount of sticks as 
he had the previous time. He didn't see a single wild Pokemon 
during any of his little trips. 


It was only when he emerged from the forest for the fifth time, did he 
find Zekra had returned, now sitting by the pile of foliage that he had 
created. With a smile, Terron went over to her and came to see if she 
had found anything. Sure enough, upon coming closer, he saw that 
she had managed to find quite a bit. The fresh carcasses of at least 
half a dozen ocean Pokémon surrounded her, ranging from tiny 
Finneon to Luvdisc, and even a Gorebyss that was so much larger 
than Zekra herself. All of them had deep, bloody puncture wounds 
covering them. 


As soon as the Zorua saw Terron, she started to grin. There were 
small strips of flesh hanging from some of her teeth. 


"| got some stuff for us," Zekra said, sounding very proud of herself. 
"| think it'll taste pretty awesome, especially since you've got all this 
firewood for us." 


"Yeah..." Terron said, baffled to see the number of prey she had 
managed to catch. "But how...?" 


"Well you see, | was going to try and maybe use that Greninja's form 
since he did show me how to use this one ability," Zekra explained. 
"But then, | saw this Sharpedo swimming in the water, and | just 
figured I'd use that instead. And after that, it was so easy to catch 
everything! Even this Gorebyss!" 


"You didn't catch the Sharpedo, though?" Terron then asked, not 
seeing such Pokémon's corpse among the others. 


"Nah, not really," Zekra said. "They don't look that tasty. Plus, their 
skin is really rough and it hurts to chew on it. But | think we've got 
enough food, and that's not even counting if Novus manages to find 
anything." 


"| suppose that's true," Terron shrugged. "Well, while we're waiting 
for Novus, you wanna help me set up a campfire so we can get all of 
this cooked?" 


"Sure!" Zekra said, leaping to her feet. 


Without a moment's delay, she instantly shifted into a Zoroark. The 
two began to dig a small hole into the sand, making it reasonably 
wide for the fire. Once they had done that, they took a handful of 
sticks from the pile before making a new pile in the ditch and 
arranging the sticks to appear like a small tipi. They then stuffed as 
many leaves as they could into the empty space of the structure, 
making sure that they didn't knock over any of the sticks so that they 
wouldn't have to stack up the wood all over again. 


When the structure was finally completed sometime later, Zekra 
transformed into Novus and released a small fireball onto the 
kindling. It wasn't long before the flame spread, and in a matter of 
moments, the flames crawled up all of the dead branches. Feeling 
rather accomplished, Zekra jumped out of the small hole and landed 
beside Terron. She found him sharpening the ends of some of the 


unused branches with the bladed edge of his bone clubs to create 
makeshift skewers. 


Zekra was about to help out by taking on yet another form, but then, 
she and Terron noticed Novus emerging from the forest. The two 
stopped what they were doing as they watched him draw closer to 
them. On his back was a single Nuzleaf, many parts of its body 
charred. 


The Quilava dumped the body into Zekra's pile of corpses and 
released a long sigh. 


"There were not many Pokemon to hunt in that forest nor were there 
any berries | could find," Novus stated. "It was already enough of a 
challenge finding this Nuzleaf. | worried that this wouldn't be enough 
for the three of us, but it seems like you've managed to find quite a 
bit of fodder without me." 


"Heh, jealous?" Zekra teased. 


Novus let out a snort, causing a small stream of flames to flow out of 
his nostrils. 


"You truly wish so," he scoffed. "But no, | am not. | am not a jealous 
being." 


"Aw, lame," Zekra whined. "You really aren't any fun to mess with." 


"No, | am not," Novus said simply. "But, enough of that. | see you 
have created a way to cook the meat. Let's do such. I'm rather 
hungry at the moment." 


With a nod, Terron took the one skewer he had managed to finish 
and handed it to Zekra. He watched her turn into a mirror image of 
him before grabbing the stick out of his hand and poking one of the 
smaller corpses with it. She then took the dead Pokémon to the 
campfire and carefully started to roast it. As she did that, Terron went 
back to making more spears, as well as cutting up some of the 


fodder into manageable pieces. Novus, who couldn't really think of 
how he could help with the situation, simply sat back and watched 
the two work. 


Quite a while later, the sun started to set, and Terron and Zekra had 
managed to cook most of the meat. They left some of the prey 
untainted, in case someone wanted fresh meat. Now, the three sat 
around the campfire, each enjoying their meals. 


“Thank you for setting up this fire and gathering our meal," Novus 
said to the two children. "| apologize that | wasn't able to contribute 
much." 


"It's fine," Terron said dismissively. "You still helped out, so don't feel 
so bad." 


"Perhaps," Novus shrugged. "So, is our plan for tomorrow still to go 
straight to the Nestati Fellowship? Or did you have somewhere else 
in mind?" 


"Well," Terron started to say as he set his skewer on his lap, "I'd like 
to get some supplies in the city for when we go on missions again, 
but | don't really Know if we have enough money to buy everything. 
We kinda spent a lot of it on that Greninja." 


"Maybe we should just buy like one or two things," Zekra shrugged. 
"Like maybe some real cheap stuff like some apples, since the 
Fellowship will probably just give us more important stuff like they did 
last time." 


"Maybe," Terron considered. "That doesn't seem like such a bad 
idea." 


"Yeah, shouldn't be such a big deal," Zekra stated. "| mean, you and 
| were fine when we first joined the Fellowship and we basically had 
no supplies and were so clueless about everything. So | bet that no 

matter what we do, we'll be fine since we're so much better now." 


Terron smiled in amusement at the remark. 


"| guess tomorrow we'll just go to the Fellowship first, then we'll go 
buy stuff," Terron then decided. "It's probably better just to focus on 
getting accepted back into the Fellowship." 


"And how are we going to go about doing so?" Novus then asked as 
he held up his paw that held the dismissed Fellowship mark. "They 
will see these sigils. They will question why we were dismissed. Are 
we simply going to tell them the true reason we are in our current 
position, in hopes that seeing our dedication will win them over?" 


"Actually... | have another idea," Terron then said. 


The Cubone looked over at Zekra, finding that she was now roasting 
another corpse in Zeverous's form. She was quick to notice that 
Terron and Novus were now staring at her. 


"Hey, you can use anyone's abilities as long as you've seen them, 
right?" Terron asked her. 


"Yeah... | can," Zekra answered oddly. "Why?" 
Terron held up his marked paw. 


"Can you turn into Emdox and tell our brains to get rid of these 
marks?" Terron asked. 


"Umm, sure,” Zekra replied with a lot of hesitance. "I don't really 
know what he did... but I'll give it a shot. Can't be that hard." 


The false Zoroark set her skewer down and made her way over to 
her two friends. With a deep breath, Zekra let the violet light cover 
her, where she immediately became the Xatu they once knew. She 
looked into Terron's eyes for a moment before attempting to 
telepathically enter his brain. She wasn't entirely sure what she was 
doing, but she didn't think it would be so difficult; she could always 


use other elemental powers so easily. What made psychic powers so 
different? 


Within moments, Zekra was in Terron's mind. She couldn't attempt to 
understand how she had done so, but she didn't question it. Instead, 
she began her search for a way to get rid of the symbol. 


"How's it going?" Terron asked, able to feel her presence lingering 
around in his head. 


"I'm working on it," Zekra answered. "There's a lot of stuff in here... 
it's so hard to know where to look." 


"Well, Keep trying,” Terron said. "I'm sure you'll find it." 


Zekra gave a small nod as she continued to probe his mind in 
silence. Terron felt slightly uncomfortable with having someone in his 
head, but he tried his best to ignore the feeling. He simply waited, 
trying to keep his mind on other things. 


And then, moments later, Zekra suddenly grimaced as her eyes 
narrowed. Terron felt as though some sort of physical force were 
suddenly pressing down upon his skull, like it was trying to crush 
him. 


"Hey, what are you doing? Cut it out!" Terron cried. 


"| found what | was looking for, but there's like a wall or something in 
the way!" Zekra explained in agitation. "And | can't get past it!" 


"Well stop whatever you're doing!" Terron said as he clutched his 
skull. "It hurts!" 


The crushing force abruptly ceased, and the Cubone's mind felt at 
ease once more. He let out a sigh as he took off his helmet and 
rubbed his head. 


"Sorry about that," Zekra said as she turned back into her Zoroark 
form with a small cringe of pain. "| don't really know what happened. 


| mean, | saw what | was looking for, but when | tried to go near it, it 
was like something was blocking my way. It was really weird. Well, 
the whole thing was really weird since | was in someone's brain and 
all, but that was the weirdest thing of all." 


"Huh, strange," Terron remarked. "| wonder what happened." 
Zekra became very uneasy as she played with her Zoroark hands. 


"You don't think... it was the plagued you that was blocking my way, 
do you?" she asked quietly. 


Terron's heart stopped at the statement. He had almost forgotten 
how influential the plagued parts of Pokémon could be. Maybe it 
wasn't able to influence his actions, but perhaps it could interfere 
with anyone trying to invade his mind. 


Is it trying to prevent me from joining the Fellowship again? Terron 
wondered. Does it know something will happen if | do? 


"Thankfully for both of you, | can tell you that's not what's 
happening," Novus said, snapping Terron and Zekra out of their 
dread-filled states. 


The two looked over at Novus to find that he appeared rather 
composed and not alarmed in the slightest. It was quite the opposite 
of how they were just moments ago. 


"| have heard that some who harbor psychic abilities can put barriers 
upon a certain part of Pokémon's minds,” Novus explained. "! do not 
understand how they do it, but they somehow block a section of the 
mind with a sort of mental barricade. Sometimes, they do this to 
block off memories from the conscious mind. Other times, they do it 
to make the Pokémon temporarily unable to remember a specific 
ability. The list goes on, and how long it lasts depends upon how 
strong the one who put up such barricade was. | had thought that the 
Fellowship leader might have put up such wall on your mind, but | 
wasn't quite sure." 


"Huh, | see," Terron said, feeling less panicky now that he had an 
explanation. "Well, how do we get rid of it then?" 


"I'm afraid | don't have the answer to that," Novus said in dismay. 
"Though, if | had to guess, you would probably have to find the 
Original caster of such psychic energy and ask them to remove it. Of 
course, you know that this is highly doubtful. So, I'm afraid that you 
and | are stuck with these marks. Zekra could perhaps make it 
appear that she does not have hers through her illusion power, but 
you and | are not so lucky." 


"So that's how it is," Terron replied. 


Terron let out a small sigh as he tried to get over the fact that his 
plan now had a setback. He was not terribly upset, but still slightly 
bothered that he would need to try something else. He set his helmet 
back onto his head as he pondered. 


"Well, maybe Novus's idea will work," Zekra then said. "| mean, if | 

were recruiting Pokémon, and they told me that they've pretty much 
done everything they could to join me, I'd be pretty impressed. Well, 
as long as | didn't figure out that they were turning into monsters..." 


"Yeah, you're probably right," Terron said. "| guess we'll try that. | 
mean, | can't think of anything else to do to get them to let us join 
them." 


The Cubone looked out toward the ocean, to find that the sun had 
completely disappeared over the horizon and a blanket of darkness 
and stars now covered the sky. He looked back at his two 
teammates. 


"After dinner, do you guys just wanna go to bed?" he asked. "I mean, 
we've had a long day, and we need to rest up for tomorrow." 


"Yeah, sounds fine with me," Zekra shrugged carelessly as she 
retrieved the meal she had been cooking and ripped off a large 
chunk of it with her teeth. 


"| feel the same," Novus replied. "What time do you want to depart 
tomorrow?" 


"Probably sometime in the morning after breakfast," Terron said. 
"The Fellowship should be operational by that point." 


Novus gave a slow nod in response. And so, with that discussed, the 
three continued to eat, engaging in much more light-hearted chatter. 
They each imagined what the Nestati Fellowship looked like, and 
what type of Pokemon the leaders were. Was the Fellowship base 
built into a network of giant trees like the Fellowship they once 
belonged to? Or, was it perhaps something more unique, like a giant 
tower made of crystal? Were there ten leaders, or perhaps just two 
to avoid being too complex? Or, was there simply just one like 
another particular Fellowship? And if so, how did that leader work 
alone when the Fellowship seemed to demand working with others 
according to Novus's words? 


Then eventually, the simple musings turned into telling stories. The 
three began a contest, where they each attempted to tell the most 
frightening story they could muster. 


Attempted. 


"... But the Charmeleon couldn't escape from the many ghosts that 
surrounded him. He tried to run away, but they would always be so 
quick to catch up to him. And soon, a Mismagius managed to catch 
that Charmeleon. And with an evil grin, it and the other ghosts took 
that Charmeleon to the depths of their twisted world... and no one 
ever saw that Charmeleon again,” Terron finished with a smile, 
having been the one to go first. "The end." 


"Tear... that was the worst scary story I've ever heard," Zekra 
deadpanned. "Really. That was just... no. | had to block out most of it 
because of how bad it was!" 


Terron's face fell into a frown. 


"Well sorry that | can't remember any stories that my parents or 
friends might have told me," Terron snorted. "| think | did pretty well 
for a guy who doesn't remember anything about his past. Let's see 
you do better! You're a dark-type. You should be a master of 
terrorizing everyone because of that." 


"Tch, fine! | will!" Zekra cried, rising to her feet. "And for your 
information, it's the ghost-types that are masters of scaring 
Pokémon! Don't mix me up with those creeps! | don't go around, 
wearing a creepy smile, scaring everyone half to death for kicks!" 


"Yes, because disturbing them with your violent ways is so much 
better," Terron deadpanned. 


"Oh, shut up and listen to this awesome story!" Zekra spat. 


Terron scoffed at the remark and crossed his arms before slouching 
in his seat. Novus, while appearing quite annoyed with the two's 
bickering, cast Zekra an uninterested, yet attentive gaze. The Zorua 
looked upon her two friends, a mischievous grin now forming on her 
muzzle. A familiar light encased her, and soon, there was a Duskull 
in her place. She rose a few feet into the air, still wearing her grin 
while the red light behind her mask rocked back and forth between 
her two empty eyeholes. 


"Let me tell you a story my parents used to tell me when | was 
younger," Zekra said in her normal voice. "A story... meant to scar 
even the minds of dark-types like me. A story meant to traumatize 
all." 


Terron and Novus continued to stare at her, not fazed by her words. 
Zekra paid no mind to this as she spun around once before 
outstretching her arms. 


“Once upon a time, there was once this family who lived near a giant 
forest. Just like the forest we're next to right now," Zekra began. 
"They were a family of Persian, and they only had one Meowth as 
their child. He was such a sweet little boy. The two parents loved him 


very much. They spent all of their hours playing with him, whether it 
was running through the fields to play chase with him, or taking him 
with them to go visit the city whenever they had errands to run. Their 
lives revolved around their son. 


"Though, there was one thing they always told their little Meowth. 
Even though he could explore wherever he wanted, he was never to 
go into the forest near his home. They said that it was full of such 
dangerous Pokemon that would kill him. The Meowth asked if he 
could go inside with his parents, but they also refused that. They 
said he could when he grew up and became a Persian, but because 
he was still so young, he couldn't go in there at all. So naturally, that 
Meowth decided to ignore his parents and see what the forest held. 
He waited til they were both asleep one night, and then snuck out 
and went into the forest." 


Zekra's grin seemed to widen as her one eye became eerily bright. 
She silently hovered over to Terron before going behind him. She sat 
down on top of his skull before peering down to stare into Terron's 
eyes. The Cubone glanced up at her, not feeling as frightened as 
she probably hoped he'd be. 


"And so the little Meowth went into the forest," Zekra said, her voice 
now lowering. "He wandered about, finding that there were no 
Pokémon about. But, he knew there had to be something interesting 
about the place, otherwise his parents never would have told him to 
stay away. So he kept going deeper and deeper into the forest. 
Deeper... and deeper... through the glades... through the twisted 
trees... 


" The trees... those endless trees... those trees with branches that 
swayed when no wind blew..." 


The Cubone started to shrink in his spot. He didn't like the voice 
Zekra was now using. He knew why this was so, but he wasn't sure 
if she was faking it to get a scare out of him, or because of an 
entirely different reason. 


" He went through the trees and further into the darkness. The 
darkness seemed to get thicker, and every time he looked around, 
he could have sworn he saw pairs of eyes watching him at every 
turn. So, he decided he wanted to leave. He turned around and went 
back the way he came... but found he didn't know how to get back. 
He had lost his way. But he still tried. He still tried to find a way back. 


" But just as he started to walk away, he saw something. Something 
standing there a few feet away from him. Watching him with eyes 
that glowed as bright as the full moon." 


Zekra was no longer behind Terron. Somehow, she was now a 
distance away from him, still in her Duskull form. She was no longer 
smiling. Her eyes illuminated with such ominousness as they fixed 
upon him. As though there was a star burning behind her own mask. 


Terron found himself slowly inching away from her. 


" The Meowth looked at the thing. He stared at it for a long time, too 
scared to move. And then, it started to move. It went forward a little." 


Zekra hovered toward Terron, lessening the distance between them 
by just an inch. 


" And then it moved again. Closer to him." 


Once again, the false Duskull silently glided forward. This time, she 
decreased the distance even more, so that she was only about a foot 
away from the Cubone. 


" And soon, it was before him. It was standing so close, its eyes so 
bright that he feared that he would go blind. And the Meowth saw 
just what the thing was." 


Terron held his breath as the Duskull continued to float there, her 
eyes void of any sort of soul. He wanted to run away, but found that 
he couldn't move any of his limbs. 


" Standing there... in front of the Meowth... 
"WAS A PLAGUED ONE!" 


Without warning, Zekra sprang at the Cubone, her form changing as 
she swooped through the air. Terron screamed in fright at the sudden 
attack, and before he could even attempt to figure out what form 
Zekra had taken on, he felt her ram into him. The two went tumbling 
backwards along the sand, until their momentum finally ceased. 
Terron snapped open his eyes and found Zekra holding him down, 
having taken on Zeverous's form. She smiled at him with such an 
evil, sly grin, the illusion light in her eyes shining with amusement; 
there was no longer any eeriness. 


Terron felt a powerful rage flare up inside him. He grit his teeth and 
tried to get up so he could punch her in the face, but Zekra kept his 
wrists pinned down. She started laughing hysterically so much, that 
Terron thought she might actually fall over. 


"You should have seen the look on your face!" Zekra cried joyously, 
once again sounding like herself. "Hahahah! You were buying it so 
much! And when | ‘attacked' you... Hahaha! You really looked like 
you were going to faint!" 


" Get off me, Zekra," Terron growled. 


But Zekra was too busy laughing to give the Cubone any mind. Or, 
perhaps she was smart enough to understand what Terron would do, 
if she released him. 


"What an utter waste of a story. It almost had the potential to be a 
decent tale." 


Zekra abruptly stopped laughing as she glanced behind her. Staring 
at her from his seat by the fire, with a very dissatisfied scowl, was 
Novus. 


"What do you mean? It scared Tear! That was the whole point!" 
Zekra cried. "They're called 'scary' stories for a reason you know!" 


"Yes, but the story should also have a purpose,” Novus stated flatly. 
"Your story simply built upon scare tactics. There was no build up to 
the supposed Plagued One in those woods. You simply added that in 
to terrorize Terron. Besides, the story never ended, thus there was 
no moral to be learned. | know how the true story goes, and it makes 
a wonderful story, but you completely ruined it by replacing the true 
horror of the story with a forced abomination. Then you abruptly 
ended it. It was very dissatisfying." 


Zekra began to snarl, but Novus's unimpressed expression didn't 
change. 


"Allow me to tell a story that conveys horror the proper way," the 
Quilava said. "Perhaps you'll learn something. Have a seat; I'd rather 
not tell this story with you two fighting amongst each other." 


Zekra glanced back at Terron, and with a low growl, she released her 
claws from the Cubone and returned to her true form. Terron got 
back to his feet, wiping all of the sand on his coat as he shot Zekraa 
nasty glare. She returned it with a quick flash of a twisted smile 
before making her way back to the campfire. Terron followed her, but 
was very sure to sit far away from the impish Zorua. 


When the two were both seated and relatively calmed down, Novus 
went into the ditch and stood in front of the bonfire. He turned around 
to face the two, wearing his ever-solemn persona. 


"Many centuries ago, the great beings known as legendaries still 
lived among the mortals," Novus began. "It was a time of peace, 
where all creatures were in harmony with one another. The mortals 
did not speak with the great beings as if they were companions and 
not godly creatures... but they could still converse with such deities if 
sought out and found. The great beings still heeded the requests of 
the lowly mortals. It was truly such a wonderful world to live in. 


"But one day, a blight was brought upon the world. A foul disease 
that polluted everything it touched. And, it was no ordinary disease. It 
was a terrible sickness that spread about the land like a wildfire, 
twisting everything and anything it could touch. No one was spared 
from its grasp. Mortals fell victim to it, perishing instantly. So, just as 
they always had, the mortals of the land prayed to the great beings, 
asking them to stop the blight that was infecting their beloved world. 


"Of course, the great beings honored this request. They had no 
reason not to. After all, it was their purpose in life to protect the lowly 
mortals in times such as this. The Great and Mortal beings gathered 
and sent forth a Darkrai, the incarnation of nightmares and fear, to 
investigate where the blight had first come from. Becoming one with 
the shadows, it went forward to the horrendous place, where the 
very trees had become corrupt and twisted into such gnarled forms." 


Novus paused a moment and seemed to glance off to the side, as if 
to consider something. 


"It never returned from such place. Wondering what had happened, 
three more Mortal legendaries went forward in an attempt to find the 
Darkrai. Their names were a Raikou, Entei, and Suicune. Together, 
the three entered the twisted domain as the other beings watched 
from afar, waiting. Wondering. Trembling in the thought of what could 
have caused a great being to disappear, even if it was a mortal 
legendary." 


"Mortal legendary?" Terron asked. 


"It is term used to describe the least powerful of the great beings," 
Novus explained. "Mortal legendaries, | call them. They are 
legendaries who are very similar to us mortals, in that they will 
eventually die, even if their lifespan reaches dozens of centuries. 
They bleed, they cannot reincarnate, and they cannot leave their 
physical body at any moment and return to it unlike the other great 
beings. Yet, they still possess such god-like power within their fleshy, 
mortal bodies. There's a few other differences about them, but I'll 
explain that another time." 


"Huh, | see," Terron said. "Okay, go on." 


"The great beings waited for the trio to return," Novus continued. 
"They waited for a year. But... they never returned. So, in a cowardly 
act, the great beings abandoned the quest of trying to stop the 
source of the blight and fled from the sight. They fled, hoping that 
they could find another way to end the madness. One being, of 
course, recommended that they send one of the more powerful 
beings to the feared place, such as Yveltal. Hearing this, they tried 
that, and sent forth Rayquaza. They decided that if Rayquaza was 
slain, then surely he would reincarnate later, and they would 
question him once he was born anew a time later. 


"Several more years passed. Rayquaza never returned. The Great 
and Mortal legendaries grew alarmed by this, unable to understand 
why this was so. Surely, he would have come back by now. If he had 
died, then surely he would have returned, whether in spirit or ina 
reborn body. But, he never did. The beings did not know what to do. 
They could not ask for help from the Ethereal Beings, for they greatly 
feared what would happen, should such vital deities vanish from the 
world. Time would collapse perhaps. The many dimensions in the 
universe would surely unravel and become intertwined with others, 
creating havoc. So many horrifying thoughts flooded the beings’ 
minds. So, they forever fled from the place where their brethren had 
fallen. They vowed to stay away from it at all costs as they searched 
for another way to end the blight. Surely, there had been a way to 
end the plague. 


"Surely... surely-" 


Novus suddenly became still. His eyes darted around frantically into 
the darkness that surrounded the group. Terron and Zekra, who had 
been so entranced by the story, quickly snapped out of it once they 
saw something wasn't right. 


"Novus? What's wrong?" Terron asked uneasily. 


"| saw something moving in the shadows," Novus stated, becoming 
very tense. "It was just for a brief moment, but | saw a creature. We 
are not alone." 


The Quilava quickly ignited himself with the very flames burning 
within him, trying to illuminate the area even more so than the 
bonfire was. However, the light showed nothing. There was no one 
but the three on the beach. Even still, Novus didn't seem any more 
relieved. He gazed back at his two friends. 


"Prepare yourselves," Novus instructed. "We may have a battle upon 
us soon." 


Terron grimaced as he wearily took out his bone clubs from his coat. 
He really didn't want to fight right now; he wished for some time to 
relax before he would go about battling again. Though, he supposed 
this was inevitable, since tomorrow might require him to fight 
somehow too. 


"| don't believe that's necessary." 


Terron, Zekra, and Novus quickly looked to their side, to find that 
there was someone sitting near the fire, staring into the glowing 
embers with a dull gaze. The three had no idea when the Pokémon 
got there, or how it managed to do so without them noticing, but they 
did know one thing; who this Pokémon was. 


It was the Greninja. 


"You..." Terron gasped as something dawned upon him. "You were 
that blur | saw earlier today... that was you..." 


The Greninja blinked once before locking his sights onto the tense 
team. His eyes flickered with the light coming from the bonfire. 


"What is it that you want to accomplish at all costs?" the Greninja 
asked. "What was it, so that you turned to someone such as myself 


to assist you in leaving Shirra? That caused you to abandon an 
entire family without a second thought?" 


"Something," Terron answered as he clenched his grasp upon his 
club. "Now, why are you here? Don't try to change the subject." 


The mercenary seemed to glance off to the side, as if to ignore the 
question. Terron was about to give a loud retort, but before he could, 
the Greninja was once again glancing back at the Cubone. 


“The ones who once took care of you hired me to assist you,” the 
Greninja answered. "They told me to accompany you to wherever 
you went, until you completed your goal." 


Terron did not expect to get such a straight answer so quickly. He 
tried to say something, but found the shock he felt overwhelmed him. 
His thoughts almost seemed to cease. The Sylveon and Glaceon 
had done this for them? The two cared so much about the team, that 
they no doubt spent a small fortune to have someone protect them? 
Even though the Eevee evolutions had no idea what the team was 
truly trying to accomplish? 


"| ask again what this goal is," the Greninja said. 


Terron knew this wasn't a question; it was a demand. Though, there 
was no hint of hostility in the Greninja's voice. 


"How do we know that you were truly hired by our former 
caretakers?" Novus asked instead. "Simply giving your word does 
not mean you are speaking the truth.” 


"If | was not hired, then why would | follow you three?" the Greninja 
asked in return. "You three are of no use to me at the moment; you 
no longer have anything of worth. You are worthless to me. You just 
happen to be of value now, because two Pokémon paid me to find 
you of value." 


Novus cast a suspicious glare at the Greninja, but it was only 
returned with the usual indifference of the mercenary. 


"| don't care if you don't find me trustworthy," the Greninja then said. 
"Your opinions do not matter to me. However, | ask again, to tell me 
what you so desperately wish to accomplish. That way, | may know 
when | can leave you three, knowing | have fulfilled my task." 


Terron frowned uncomfortably as he started to consider his options. 
He wasn't entirely sure if he trusted this mercenary and his words, 
but he knew that the Greninja wasn't going to leave. He was bent on 
getting an answer. Then, if the Greninja's words to be believed, he'd 
never leave the team alone until their goal was reached. Though the 
thought of having an extra addition to his team did appeal to Terron, 
he wasn't sure if he wanted this Greninja as that new team member. 
There was something foreboding about him, but Terron couldn't tell 
what it could be. 


He considered the idea of somehow trying to get rid of the Greninja 
right now, probably by knocking him out, but Terron knew the 
chances of that were slim. Though he was only one Pokémon, this 
Greninja was a mercenary, someone who held a plethora of skills to 
survive just about anything the world threw at them. Even against a 
trainer who had studied the ways of battle for years, a Zorua who 
could change into just about anything in a second, and a Cubone 
with a versatile amount of weapons, that Greninja still had a strong 
chance of being able to avoid each of their attacks with his 
impressive speeds. 


Even still, the Cubone tried something. 


"We... don't really need your help," Terron said, finding his voice to 
be much weaker than he wanted it to sound. "We're fine on our own. 
Can't you just... go back to our old caretakers and give them back 
their money or something?" 


"I'm afraid | don't operate that way," the Greninja said with a shake of 
his head. "I do not give refunds, nor do | abandon a task once it is 


given to me by a client. | Keep my word." 
"Even if we don't want you to be with us?" Terron asked. 


"Yes," the Greninja answered. "Your opinion doesn't matter to me; | 
am simply doing what my clients paid me to do. You can try all you 
want to rid yourself of me, but I'm afraid that doing so won't help you. 
| will assist you, until your goal is met. You can't convince me 
otherwise. Not with bribery, nor with violence, nor anything else you 
can possibly think of." 


Terron grit his teeth, trying to think of something else to say. 


"We need to get some information from the Fellowship," Zekra 
suddenly said. "Something that we think they're hiding. That's what 
Our goal is." 


Terron and Novus both shot Zekra stunned glances, surprised that 
she had explained, albeit somewhat vaguely, what their plan was. 
They wanted to take back what she had just said, but it was too late. 
The Greninja had heard her. 


"And how do you plan to go about obtaining this information?" the 
Greninja asked. 


"By... pretending to join the Fellowship so we can search it from the 
inside," Zekra answered. 


"So that is your plan," the Greninja said simply. "Tell me; what will 
you do with this information, once you obtain it?" 


"... | can't tell you that," Zekra replied with great reluctance. "Sorry, 
but | can't. But that's all you need to know; help us get our 
information. Then, you can leave us behind and go find other jobs to 
take." 


The mercenary continued to look at Zekra, saying nothing. An 
uncomfortable feeling wafted through the team as they waited for the 


Greninja's reaction. There was nothing else they could do. 


"Very well then,” the Greninja then said with a calm tone, turning his 
gaze away from the three and back into the fire. "After you find this 
information you seek, | will leave you three. My clients did not say | 
must work with you until you reach your true goal, and | find no 
reason to continuously work with you, when you obviously do not 
wish for my presence." 


He got up from his seat in the sand. 


"| can tell you want to talk amongst yourselves, so I'll provide you 
that as | hunt," the Greninja then said. "You have five minutes before 
| return." 


And then, he disappeared into the darkness, just like that. Though 
Terron wasn't too sure if the Greninja had actually left them alone, he 
did feel the urge to speak to Zekra grow immensely. He looked away 
from where the mercenary once was, and brought his attention to the 
Zorua. 


"Why did you tell him about what we're going to do?" Terron asked 
her with a hint of annoyance. "Why? You know we can't trust just 
anybody with what we're doing.” 


"Because he seemed trustworthy to me," Zekra replied dismissively, 
as if the entire situation was not too much of a big deal to her. 


"How? How did he seem trustworthy?" Terron seethed. "| mean, he 
just shows up out of nowhere and says he going to help us. Then not 
only that, but he says that he's doing this because the Sylveon and 
Glaceon paid him to help us. How do we know that for sure? He 
never gave us any real proof. He never gave us any real reason to 
trust him. Do you trust him just because you think he's awesome and 
want his abilities? Is that what's going on?" 


Zekra scowled. She looked over at the spot where the Greninja had 
been at for a few seconds before looking back at her Terron. 


"That's not it," Zekra answered seriously. "As tempting as it is to 
have him stick around for just that reason, | wouldn't do it. Me having 
one really cool form and all of those cool abilities isn't worth putting 
our safety in jeopardy. | just feel like | can trust that Greninja for 
some reason. Like, | get a really good feeling about him. Maybe it's 
because we're both dark-types and | share a weird connection with 
him because of that, but that's what it is. And besides..." 


Zekra looked directly into Terron's eyes, as if peering past his 
persona and deep into his core. Her gaze narrowed as a dark glint 
became apparent in her eyes. 


" You trust somebody for no real reason too," Zekra then said. "So, 
why can't | do the same?" 


Hearing this stunned Terron for just a moment. He opened his mouth 
to say something, but then realized that she was right. Her reason 
for trusting the Greninja was based on the same thing that made 
Terron trust Yimtri's words; a feeling. A simple hunch that told them 
that the other Pokémon could be believed. 


It took the Cubone a moment to respond. 


"Still... | don't completely trust Yimtri," Terron said, finding he could 
speak again. 


"And | don't either with that Greninja," Zekra then said. "I just told 
him that one thing, since he wanted to know. | mean, it's not like we 
could have been able to avoid not answering the question; he would 
have forced it out of us somehow. So yeah. | explained it as vaguely 
as | possibly could. I'm not going to do something silly, like explain 
everything we need to do. No, that's just stupid. | know there's stuff 
we gotta keep a secret." 


"|... see," Terron replied. "Okay... so maybe you do know what 
you're doing." 


"Well of course!" Zekra said with a smug smile. "I'm a dark-type after 
all; we're crafty and stuff. We don't fall for lies so easily, though that's 
probably because we're so talented at making them in the first place, 
SOooo..." 


"Okay, okay, fine," Terron said. "Sorry that | questioned you, | guess. 
I'm just worried is all. | really don't want anything to go wrong. Having 
a traitor on our team is the last thing we need..." 


"Heh, it's fine, it's fine," Zekra said carelessly. "For a second, | 
thought | would have to do a repeat of what Novus did to you earlier. 
Sort of." 


"Yeah, | know what you mean," Terron sighed. "We've all been 
questioning each other lately; we should really learn to just trust 
each other with our decisions." 


"| wouldn't necessarily call it ‘questioning’ as much as | would call it 
‘clarification’," Novus then said, entering the conversation. "When | 
ask you questions, | do not do it out of mistrust; | do it out of wanting 
to understand your words more. It is simply trying to better 
communicate with you. Sometimes the two blur and it is hard to tell 
the difference between the two, but do know that | never question 
your motives. | might question your reasoning behind something, but 
never your overall motive." 


"Thanks, Novus," Terron said with a small smile. "That means a lot to 
me." 


The Quilava gave a nod of understanding. Terron then looked over at 
his other companion. 


"Alright, | guess I'll trust you with this Greninja thing," he said to 
Zekra. "| mean, you trust me with my decisions, so it's only fair that | 
also trust you . | just hope that having that Greninja around isn't too 
much of a bother, since I'm pretty sure he's not going to leave us 
alone that often..." 


"We'll manage somehow," Zekra shrugged. "Maybe we just won't talk 
about the Plagued Ones until we find out what's going on in the 
Fellowship. | mean, that's the only thing we'd have to worry about." 


"| guess..." Terron replied. 
"We'll be fine," Zekra said confidently. 


And then, her gaze wandered back to a particular spot near the 
bonfire. Terron and Novus followed her gaze, and found that the 
Greninja was once again occupying the spot. In his webbed hands 
was a Goldeen. Its body seemed to be raked with deep streaks. 


"Managed to get something, huh?" Terron asked. 

The Greninja nodded before sitting down and looking upon his meal. 
He raised a hand into the air and then brought it down upon the 
corpse. His three fingers suddenly became encased in a violet light 
that took on the form of sharp claws that ripped through the Goldeen 
with ease. The creature's tail was torn cleanly torn off a second later. 


"What are your names?" the Greninja asked as he then sliced off the 
head in a similar fashion. 


"What?" Terron asked, finding the question sudden and unexpected. 


"Your names," the Greninja said again. "What are they? | would like 
to be able to address you by something other than Cubone, Zorua, 
and Quilava." 


"Oh. Well, I'm Terron," the Cubone said somewhat awkwardly. 
"| am Novus,” the Quilava said with a small nod of his head. 


"And I'm Zekra!" the Zorua said with much more enthusiasm in her 
voice. "What's your name?" 


The Greninja turned the maimed corpse over in his hands a few 
times, slicing it apart into several more pieces with his energy claws. 


He did this for a time, until he had managed to cut his prey into five 
pieces. The blood from the corpse smeared all over his hands and 
dripped onto the sand. 


"Blight," the Greninja answered. "That's who | am." 


"Blight... that's a really awesome name," Zekra beamed. "Alright, 
nice to have you with us, Blight!" 


The mercenary didn't give any sort of response. Instead, he went 
about with eating his meal in silence. Seeing that there was not 
much else to talk about, Terron, Zekra, and Novus gathered together 
so that they could call it a night. However, just after they had all 
managed to snuggle amongst another and were ready to sleep, they 
had an interruption. 


"When do you plan to leave for the Fellowship?" the Greninja asked. 


"Umm, tomorrow morning," Terron answered. "We're not really in any 
rush, though." 


"Very well then,” Blight replied. "Rest for now. | may not be here 
when you wake up, but | will be with you when you depart. 
Remember that." 


Terron simply gave a nod in response. And though it felt somewhat 
odd to be in the company of the mercenary, Terron found himself 
falling asleep in a matter of minutes. Hopefully, everything would go 
fine tomorrow. 


Hopefully, having this new, forced addition to their team would not 
end up ruining everything. 


Wishing for the Best 


X 
Chapter 39 


Wishing for the Best 


When Terron awoke the next morning, he found that the great 
bonfire had completely burned out. In its place was now a pile of ash 
that grew smaller with each breeze of wind that passed. Novus was 
standing on the rim of the ditch that once held fire, staring absently 
into the cold soot below. Zekra was still slumbering besides the 
Cubone, curled up against his side to keep warm. 


Blight, on the other hand, was nowhere in sight. However, Terron 
didn't panic over the thought of this, since the Greninja had said that 
he might not be around in the morning. Terron wasn't quite sure why 
he wouldn't be with the team at that time, but he tried not to think 
about it too much. He needed to try putting some trust into Blight like 
Zekra was doing. If Team Vendetta was going to work with that 
Greninja for what could quite possibly become months, then they'd 
need to not question everything he did. For the most part. 


"Good morning," Novus spoke to the Cubone. "If you want some 
breakfast, I'm afraid we don't have any. You will probably need to ask 
Zekra to hunt for prey in the sea when she wakes up." 


"Well, I'm not that hungry thankfully, so | can wait," Terron said as he 
sat up and stretched his arms. "Did you see Blight leave when you 
woke up, though?" 


"Sadly, | did not," the Quilava replied. "He was already gone by the 
time the first ray of sunlight shined upon me. However, the footprints 
he left in the sand suggest that he went into the sea." 


"Huh, maybe he went to get something to eat," Terron said. "Even if 
a few hours is an awfully long time to go hunting..." 


Terron pondered in something for a moment. 


"Novus, what do you think of Blight?" he then asked. "Do you think 
it's right to trust him?" 


"| thought you trusted Zekra in her decision," Novus said instead. 


"Well, | do," Terron quickly said. "I think she's got good judgment 
over things like this. But | just want to know what you think, since | 
don't think | ever asked you. And, because yeah... | don't know what 
to think myself really." 


Novus gave a slow nod. 


"| understand," the Quilava replied. "Well then, here's what | have to 
say; | do not trust Blight. | truly don't. However, that only comes from 
the fact that he hasn't given me a reason to trust him. | know he kept 
his word when he assisted us for a brief time back on Shirra, but that 
was rather insignificant compared to what he is helping us with now. 
Thus, | need a reason to believe in him. An honest reason that will 
prove he is truly not lying. It's the same thought | share about 
everyone else. | don't trust anyone from the start; they need to give 
me a reason to believe them. | do not believe in blind trust. 


"Do you remember when | first met you and Zekra? | immediately 
found you untrustworthy because | was attacked and then retaliated 
against Zekra. But, then you gave me a reason to trust you, and | 
began to ignore the doubt that had been in my heart. Perhaps the 
same will happen with Blight. Perhaps. But, until then, he is 
someone | will not share my secrets with. You and Zekra can all you 
want, but | won't until the mercenary has proven he is honest." 


"Huh, | see," Terron said, trying to take everything in. 


"Yes, so hopefully that answers your question," Novus replied. "As 
for what you think you should believe, well, that is ultimately up to 
you. | would recommend that you follow what | do, but | get the 
feeling that you will probably end up putting your trust in the Greninja 
far earlier than | will." 


"Maybe," Terron chuckled. "I guess I'll see. But alright, thanks. | think 
| have a better idea of what to think now." 


"If you insist," Novus said. 


The Cubone looked over at the Zorua, finding she was still asleep. 
His stomach growled, bringing a small amount of discomfort to him. 
With a sigh, Terron shook Zekra with both of his hands. 


"Hey, wake up," he said as gently as he could. "It's morning already." 


Zekra let out a low whine, but didn't complain otherwise. She shook 
her head as her eyes opened, and yawned. She blinked a few times 
before glancing over at Novus and Terron. She was quick to notice 
what was missing from the scene. 


"Hey, where did Blight go?" she asked. 
"We don't know," Terron shrugged. 


"Oh, | see," Zekra said, not quite sure how to respond. "Well, he'll 
come back. He said he would." 


"Yeah, hopefully," Terron replied. "Anyway, do you think you can get 
us something to eat? Novus and | would do it ourselves, but you 
know, then we'd have to go in the water." 


"Heh, I'm not surprised you'd wake me up just for that," Zekra 
smirked. "Fine, fine. I'll go get us something like the awesome 
predator | am. You guys want anything in particular, or just 
whatever?" 


"Simply anything edible," Novus answered. "I'm not a very selective 
being." 


"Yeah, same here," Terron said carelessly. "Just don't get something 
like a Qwilfish." 


Zekra's smug smile only grew as she got to her feet. Then, without 
another word, she bolted for the ocean. The second she dove into 
the waves, she changed into a Sharpedo and disappeared from the 
group's sight. While they waited for her to return, Terron and Novus 
took the remaining wood they had gathered from yesterday and 
constructed yet another campfire. By the time the two had finished 
creating a near exact copy of last night's fire, they saw Zekra coming 
out of the receding water. However, she was not alone with her fresh 
prey; there was a certain Greninja in her company. 


Terron and Novus watched the two come and pile up the small 
amount of corpses near the bonfire. 


"| found Blight," Zekra said pleasantly. "He was just in the ocean, 
practicing these cool, underwater killing tricks. But then he saw me, 
and he decided to help me out with getting all of this stuff." 


"Killing tricks..." Terron repeated slowly. 


"Yeah!" Zekra said eagerly. "Like, he could kill six Pokémon in one 
minute just by swimming past them really quickly and slicing them in 
half! It was awesome!" 


A mental image of that description immediately became burned into 
Terron's mind. He could see all of the blood clouding up the water 
with the severed corpses slowly floating toward the surface and 
Blight hovering in the red water with his usual stare of indifference. If 
he hadn't been so used to the idea of violent slaughter, Terron knew 
he probably would have cringed in disgust. 


"How many Pokemon did you end up killing?" Terron asked the 
Greninja. 


"Dozens," Blight answered. 
Terron felt his body shudder. 


"Why... did you kill so many?" Terron then asked. "I'm pretty sure ten 
would have been enough..." 


"Practice," Blight answered. "| need practice." 


Terron didn't Know how to respond to that statement. The way Blight 
said it sounded so empty and cold. Like it was a rather casual thing 

to say in a conversation rather than it being utterly disturbing to any 

normal Pokémon. 


"Well anyway, | got you a Clauncher, Tear," Zekra then said as she 
picked up the creature in her mouth and tossed it to him. "It looks 
pretty tasty to me. And for you Novus, | got a Basculin. | figured just 
one Pokémon for each of us was good enough for our breakfast. 
And because | was lazy." 


"You simply didn't collect the prey that Blight slaughtered earlier and 
bring it here?" Novus asked. 


"| would have, but it was all soggy and all of the good stuff was 
coming out of the corpses by the time I-" 


"Never mind then," Novus cut in, not wanting to hear the rest of the 
gory details. "This will do, | suppose." 


The four attached their meals to the skewers from the previous night, 
then roasted the food over the fire and ate together in silence. There 
was not much chatter among the group, except for Zekra talking to 
Blight every few minutes or so to ask questions about his abilities. 
They ranged from asking about how he was able to maneuver 
through the water so quickly, to how he was able to strike with such 
accurate precision. And yet, with each question, Blight didn't give 
much of an answer. Though when he did say something in return, it 
was always met with a simple "It's the way of the Greninja’. 


Eventually, the team finished their breakfast and tossed their 
leftovers into the flames. The scraps were quick to catch fire and 
reduce to ash. 


"Alright, you guys ready to get going?" Terron asked. 


"Yep! I'm ready!" Zekra cheered. "Hopefully the nearest town isn't too 
far away. And hopefully they've got a map of some kind." 


"You don't know where Nestati City is?" Blight then asked. 


"Well, no, we don't," Zekra answered shyly. "We've never been there 
before. We usually just stayed on the west side of Shiron when we 
used to be here... and the north a little..." 


The Greninja glanced toward the forest. He didn't say anything as he 
continued to stare at seemingly nothing. 


"| know where it is," Blight then said as he looked back at Zekra. "I 
can point you in its direction as we fly. You can fly, can't you?" 


"Yeah, | can," Zekra answered. "But, | don't know if all of you are 
going to be able to sit on me in the form | use." 


"Show me the form you take on," Blight stated. "I'll be the judge of 
that." 


Though confused, Zekra gave an affirmative nod. The light sprouted 
from her amulet and body, and soon, she became Vantis. She stood 
tall before the Greninja, towering over him. And yet, Blight didn't 
seem fazed in the slightest. He only walked over to her side. 


"Flygon," he said simply. "I thought you'd say you had a Noivern for 
your flight form. Whatever the case, your form will fit me and your 
two companions. Though, you may need to carry one of them in your 
arms. But yes, we will all be able to be flown by you." 


"Well if you say so," Zekra shrugged. "Hey Tear, you wanna be the 
one | hold on our flight?" 


"Might as well," Terron said. "You'd better not drop me, though." 
"Oh, you worry too much," Zekra said with an evil grin. 


Terron let out a snort, but didn't say anything otherwise as he walked 
over to Zekra to prepare for yet another long flight. 


"| believe we are forgetting something," Novus then said. 


Everyone looked over at the Quilava, to find that he was pointing at 
the bonfire that still burned brightly and powerfully. It didn't take them 
long to understand what he was trying to imply. 


"But it's in the middle of sand," Zekra stated. "It'll burn out on its own. 
What's going to catch fire if we leave it alone?" 


"The embers can fly through the air if a breeze catches them and set 
the forest ablaze," the Quilava scoffed. "| may be of the fire affinity, 
but | do not relish in the thought of any part of the world burning 
down by a careless act. So, put it out. I'd do it myself, but | am 
useless against large fires. | cannot stamp them out." 


"Alright, fine," Zekra said before glancing over at Blight. "Can you put 
out the fire for us?" 


"| don't have that ability," Blight said plainly. 


Everyone immediately brought their stunned gazes to the Greninja. 
His apathetic persona was not broken. 


"What do you mean you can't put out the fire?" Terron asked in 
disbelief. "You're a water-type, aren't you?" 


"| only Know of one ability that uses water," Blight explained. "But, 
that ability will not extinguish fires. We Greninja don't use many 
water abilities." 


"But surely as a Froakie or Frogadier, you knew more water 
abilities," Novus said. "You had to; you would have never survived 


without your sole element of water. You didn't have the darkness 
affinity inside you yet. So, why don't you remember them anymore?" 


The Greninja glanced over at the Quilava. For a brief second, there 
was a glimmer in his eyes. Yet, no one could tell what emotion had 
just so briefly glinted in his eyes. 


"We forget them when we become Greninja," Blight answered. "It's a 
consequence of gaining a new type." 


"| didn't Know such a thing happened when you gained another 
affinity," Novus said, somewhat skeptical. "I've never heard of that 
happening to other Pokémon..." 


"It happens to Greninja," Blight stated as he turned away. "Zekra, put 
out the fire. Then, we leave." 


"Ohh, um, okay," Zekra said awkwardly, caught off-guard by the 
sudden shift in conversation. 


The light washed over her, and then stood a Buizel where the Flygon 
once was. Zekra once again flinched as she felt the Deception 
Amulet sap away some of her health, but didn't focus on that. 
Instead, she shot a small stream of water at the fire, and doused it 
completely. Now, only a pile of wet kindling and ashes sat in the pit. 
With that taken care of, she changed back into Vantis and crouched 
down for her team to get on her. 


As Blight and Novus climbed onto her back, Terron went to her front 
and let her wrap her arms around him. She stood up, and then after 
making sure that everyone wouldn't fall off, slowly rose into the air. 


"Alright, which way do we go?" Zekra asked as she continued to 
ascend. 


Blight, who was sitting in the front, grabbed ahold of her two 
antennae with his webbed hands. He pulled the appendages to his 


right, causing Zekra to quickly turn herself in that direction. She now 
had her back to the ocean and was facing the forest. 


"| will steer you there," Blight answered. "So fly, Zekra. Fly until you 
feel you must rest. It will take us quite a while to reach Nestati City." 


Zekra nodded slowly. With a deep breath, she sped into the 
direction, the world sweeping past her and the team like a blur. 


Blight had been correct in saying that it would take a long while to 
reach their destination; it had taken them all day to finally make it to 
the Nestati City. By the time they had finally arrived at the very 
entrance of the glorious city, it was well into the night. Very close to 
midnight, in fact. 


Their flight had been a rather uneventful one, but as with their flight 
to Dusk Mines, their flyer was forced to take a break ever forty 
minutes or so wherever she could. Whether it was on top of a 
mountain overlooking sprawling landscapes, along the edge of 
rivers, or even within various cities to get their meals, they always 
found somewhere to rest for a time. And on every one of these 
breaks, Zekra would always appear so exhausted, yet stayed strong 
enough not to pass out. Terron could tell that Zekra was very proud 
of that. 


Blight and Novus leapt off Zekra's back, allowing her to gently set 
Terron onto the ground. With everyone now off her, Zekra gave a 
relieved sigh and changed back into herself. 


"Ahhh, we're finally here," Zekra breathed pleasantly. "Finally, after 
like thirteen hours of flying. Whew! Ugh, | need to find a form that 
can fly faster." 


"Pokémon with the blinding speeds you want are typically Noivern 
and Aerodactyl," Novus answered. "I'm aware that Ninjask are also 
very swift flyers, but they don't have much stamina, nor are they very 
large. So, if you want to have faster flight, find those Pokemon." 


"Actually, | think I've seen an Aerodactyl and Noivern," Zekra said. 
"But, | didn't think that they were all that fast because | didn't see 
them fly really." 


"Is that so?" Novus asked. "They are always soaring through the air. 
How did you find them when they were not flying?" 


Zekra averted her gaze as a reluctant frown came across her face. 


"| just found them when they were passed out in these weird woods 
they shouldn't be in," Zekra answered. "Up north." 


"Oh, | see," Novus replied, realizing that she was talking about 
Erebus Woods. "Well, never mind then." 


"Strange woods you say?" Blight then asked. "What are these 
woods? They certainly sound strange if they had Noivern and 
Aerodactyl living inside them." 


Terron, Novus, and Zekra glanced up at the Greninja. Though he 
remained stoic, they could tell that he was rather curious to know 
more about the forest they spoke of. An uncomfortable feeling 
washed over each of them. However, it was Zekra who felt it the 
most, since Blight was staring directly at her. 


"| don't remember the name," Zekra answered. "I was just there a 
few years ago when | got myself lost in them. Don't really know 
much about the woods. Sorry." 


Blight said nothing. He blinked once, and then looked out toward the 
city for the first time since the four arrived. The three silently sighed, 
glad to Know that they didn't have to talk more about the dreaded 
place. 


"It's a shame that you couldn't see them when they were in flight," 
Blight then said. "Zorua and Zoroark can only copy abilities if they 
see them. That includes flight, despite it being such a basic ability of 
winged Pokémon. But, enough about that. This is Nestati City." 


Blight went forward into the town, the three members of Team 
Vendetta following behind him. 


The four walked through the town shrouded in midnight darkness, 
their way lit by the dozens of orange-flamed lanterns that lined the 
streets, all shaped in the form of a Lampet. Terron eyed the first they 
saw with a suspicious look. 


"| hope those things aren't real," he said cautiously. 


"Well they do look kinda soul-less and creepy," Zekra stopped 
alongside Terron, looking up with him at the flames. "That would be 
real awesome if these really were Lampent. Heh, maybe | should 
test them out." 


“That would be unnecessary," Novus said as he walked by them. 
"They clearly are made of stone and glass. That, and Lampet have 
the unnerving habit of keeping their gaze upon you as you pass by 
them. These are clearly not moving.... thankfully." 


Terron glanced uneasily to the lantern again and walked after the 
group into the town proper. 


Their feet grazed not cobblestone roads, but barren ground as they 
tread further into the town. Their footprints stamped into the ground, 
adding to the collection of hundreds of other footprints embedded 
into the streets. 


As the team tread deeper into the town, the team was quick to find 
that the buildings were not built into trees nor were they crafted to 
bear the resemblance of Pokémon heads. Instead, they were giant, 
silk cocoons. It took Terron a moment to make sure he was seeing 
things correctly, but the buildings were indeed cocoons. They rested 
on the ground, greatly ranging in size, seemingly no entrance or exit 
in any of them. Thick strands of silk sprouted from the sides of the 
buildings and seemed to connect to anything they could touch, 
including other cocoons nearby. There were no buildings made of 


wood or metal: it was these silk cocoons, no doubt made from the 
efforts of countless bug-type Pokémon. 


But the most notable part of the city was what seemed to stand in 
the distance. Though Terron could only vaguely make out what he 
was seeing, there appeared to be a castle of sorts out a ways. It was 
resting in the city, towering high above everything else, shining like a 
giant pillar. 


"So this is the city where the Nestati Fellowship is..." Terron 
remarked. "It's so... different." 


"Ugh, it's got bug stuff everywhere," Zekra spat. "| hate bug stuff. | 
always get tangled up in them and think that the bugs will suck up 
my insides once they've got me. Uggggh..." 


"The castle is the Nestati Fellowship," Blight then said. "It's at the 
very heart of the city. Getting to it isn't a problem, but | suggest you 
get some rest before you visit. You've been flying all day." 


Terron turned to look at his teammates to find that they were starting 
to show signs of fatigue, now that they were given a moment to 
relax. Novus's eyes were drooping and Zekra seemed to fall asleep 
for a few seconds before instantly snapping back awake with a jolt, 
only to repeat the process again and again. Even Terron felt the 
drowsiness slowly creep into him, despite doing his best to fight it off. 


"Yeah... that sounds like a good idea," Terron said. "Let's go look 
somewhere outside the city to sleep." 


So with tired nods, the four Pokémon turned around in search of 
some makeshift shelter. Thankfully, they managed to find a large tree 
within a few moments. They were too exhausted to make a hole in 
the trunk, or even climb up the branches like Blight did. Instead, 
Terron, Novus, and Zekra simply gathered around the base of the 
tree and once comfortable, slept under its shroud of branches. 


The next morning, Terron was not woken up by the bright beams of 
the sun. Though he could feel its warm rays shining on him at the 
moment, he knew that wasn't what disrupted his peaceful slumber. It 
wasn't even someone shaking him awake, so that they could depart 
for the Nestati Fellowship. 


It was the smell of decay in the air. 


The Cubone opened his eyes as soon as the scent filled his nose, 
and much to his surprise, found his teammates eating slain Rattata. 
Or rather, Zekra was eating a couple of Rattata while Novus 
munched on a few berries that were settled in front of him. In 
between the two were two piles; one made up of Rattata and other 
small prey, and another of various fruits. As to be expected, Blight 
was nowhere to be found. 


"Oh hey, good morning!" Zekra greeted. "Finally woke up, | see." 


"Where did you guys get all of that?" Terron asked as he sat up. 
"There aren't anyway berry trees around here, and | don't think any 
wild Pokémon live near here from what | can tell." 


"Oh, Blight got them for us," Zekra said. "He just came by a little 
while ago and handed us all this stuff. He said something about it 
being from where he was practicing his abilities, and then he just left 
again to go practice some more. Or something. | didn't really ask. 
But here, here's some stuff for you." 


The Zorua became a Zoroark and grabbed a handful of berries from 
the pile. Making sure that she didn't accidentally puncture the berries 
with her sharp claws, she then set them in front of the Cubone 
before changing back to normal. Terron picked up one of the fruits 
and turned it over in his hands, finding that it was a Pecha berry. He 
then looked over at the pile of corpses, noting the number of bodies. 


"So he's been killing wild Pokémon again," Terron stated as he ate 
his berry. 


"It seems to be that he's doing this every morning," Novus remarked. 
"He will wake up far earlier than anyone else, and then leave to 
slaughter these feral ones with the excuse of doing so for 
maintaining the mastery of his abilities. That is a rather strange 
routine, if | must say." 


"Yeah, and he's killing so many of them too," Terron replied. "I get 
that maybe he can't control if he kills, since his attacks might be so 
powerful, but still. Why is he murdering so many?" 


"Maybe he just needs a lot of targets to practice," Zekra shrugged. "I 
mean, if you kill something in one hit, then you're going to need a lot 
of bodies to practice on." 


"He can't just use trees or something?" Terron then asked. "I get that 
maybe wild Pokemon provide better targets since they can move 
and all, but still. They're still living creatures that shouldn't have to 
die in such an excessive number because someone needs 
‘practice’..." 


Though he didn't want them to, Terron's thoughts immediately went 
to the one wild Pokémon he had known so well: Impetus. He could 
see her in his mind right now, giving him a smile as a Mienshao, the 
evolution she had managed to become shortly before running off. 
And with that single image, what felt like a weight was placed on his 
heart. 


The Cubone closed his eyes and attempted to block out the 
depression filling him. 


"Well | guess," Zekra said. "But, we can't really stop him. Well, 
unless you wanna give him your suggestion." 


"Maybe," Terron answered absently, still trying to get his mind off his 
other friend. 


"| kill wild ones to practice for the reasons you stated. Inanimate 
objects simply aren't quite the same. But, | do use such objects at 


times, just not as often." 


Terron's sadness quickly went away as soon as he heard the voice. 
He and his friends looked up into the tree they were resting under 
and found Blight sitting among the many branches. He had his arms 
crossed over his chest with his back resting against the trunk of the 
tree, as if he had been sitting there for several minutes rather than a 
couple of seconds. 


"How do you re-appear like that without anyone ever noticing you?" 
Terron asked slowly. "It's really starting to unnerve me. There's no 
way that any Pokémon can be that fast." 


The Greninja turned away from the group. 


"But there are," Blight replied indifferently. "Especially if they're 
Greninja. But, enough of that. | have a question I'd like to ask you 
before we depart for the Fellowship." 


"And what would that be?" Terron asked. 


“Those marks on your paws; they're Fellowship marks,” Blight said 
as he brought his gaze back to the team. "You're ex-Fellowship 
members, aren't you?" 


Terron grimaced as he looked at his hand that held the sigil. Blight 
had seen them after all. Terron had secretly hoped that the Greninja 
wouldn't notice the marks, but he now realized that wish was futile, 
since Blight was probably one to be very attentive to details. Still, 
Terron did his best to remain stoic. 


"Yeah, we are," he said, finding there was no reason to deny that 
fact. "We got dismissed about a month ago." 


"So you did," Blight replied. "Dismissed members wishing to go back 
to the ones who abandoned them. What an interesting sight to see." 


The Greninja uncrossed his arms and tented his fingers, as if 
pondering in the subject more. 


"Why do you want to know?" Terron then asked. 


"Because it makes me wonder what information you could possibly 
want from the Fellowship if you were already their members for a 
time," Blight answered. "Surely you would have found it while you 
were members. Unless there is something you're not telling me, of 
course. That's a distinct possibility." 


Terron didn't respond to the statement. He had nothing to say that 
wouldn't give away what their plan was. Thankfully for him, Blight 
didn't push for more information. The Greninja leapt off the branch 
and landed before the three. He pointed toward Nestati City. 


"It's time to get going," Blight stated. 


With a nod of agreement, the four headed back into the town. Upon 
entering, they were quick to find that the giant cocoons had a single, 
large hole in each of their fronts. It took the team a moment, but they 
came to realize that those holes were actually the entrances to the 
buildings; the cocoons had been closed up completely when they 
first saw them at night, when everyone was no doubt asleep. While 
the team didn't wander into any of the makeshift buildings, they were 
able to peer inside them from afar for a moment or so. Though they 
did see many stores within those cocoons, they found nothing in 
particular that interested them. 


The team also came to discover that streets were much more 
occupied than during the previous night. But, not by too much. The 
streets were still mostly vacant, save for a few Pokémon strolling 
about them every few minutes or so. However, as they tread deeper 
into the city, they found that the roads quickly grew much busier. 
What used to be only six Pokémon wandering down a particular road 
had turned into twenty. Then forty. Then fifty. It continued to grow in 
numbers the closer and closer they got to the great castle at the very 
center of the city. Many of these Pokémon were bug-types, though 


there were quite a few other types as well. The team was not 
surprised to see this, as they had suspected that the city had an 
appeal to the bugs, with the cocoons throughout the place. 


After walking for quite a time, the group eventually reached their 
destination: the Nestati Fellowship. Terron and his friends had to 
stop for a moment to take in the sight of the Fellowship base. 


As they had seen from a distance, the base was a giant castle. Much 
unlike the rest of the town, it was made entirely out of granite. There 
wasn't a single strand of silk anywhere on the great structure, as if it 
were completely untainted by the town's influence. Standing in front 
of the castle was a large and powerful river whose depths couldn't 
be seen. From what the team could tell, the river ran straight through 
the city, went right past the base, and then continued out of the town 
to keep going to the ocean. Yet this river was a bit of a problem, 
since it was acting as a sort of obstacle to the castle. Thankfully, the 
Fellowship seemed to realize this, and had a wooden bridge built 
over the river to allow entrance to the base. 


"Well, this is the place," Terron announced. "The southern 
Fellowship. | kinda wondered what this place looked like. It looks 
pretty cool." 


"Eh, it just looks okay to me," Zekra shrugged. "! personally liked our 
Fellowship better. | liked all of those trees." 


"Well, it doesn't matter too much," Terron said carelessly. "Not like 
we're going to stay here long. Hopefully, anyway." 


"If we are accepted, | think we should stay here for two months 
maximum," Novus then said. "If we cannot find anything at that point, 
then it will show that there was nothing to be found. And if that 
happens, we'll need a new plan." 


"Yeah, | guess that's a good enough time," Terron said. "| guess we'll 
go with that. But for now, we've got things we need to do." 


Taking a deep breath, Terron crossed the bridge, listening to it creak 
beneath his feet as his companions followed behind him. He stuffed 
his paws into his coat pockets as he slowly made his way into the 
entrance, feeling anxiety slowly come over him. He had no idea what 
to expect, now that his plan was actually moving along to this point. 
He didn't know what the leader or leaders were like and how they 
would react to him being a former Fellowship member. He didn't 
know if it would be roughly the same or drastically different from 
Aurora Town's Fellowship. He didn't know what kind of missions he 
and his team might have to do. He didn't know if they could keep 
avoiding Mystery Dungeon missions without the leaders getting 
suspicious, if they did end up joining. These were only a few things 
he worried about. 


But somehow, Terron reminded himself that everything would be 
okay. Somehow, he'd make things work out. He had made it this far, 
so surely he could keep going and succeed with what he and his 
friends truly wanted to accomplish. Yes, the Plagued Ones would be 
stopped. Their existence would be terminated in time. All Terron had 
to do was keep pushing forward and eventually, somehow, he'd be 
able to truly see that happen before his eyes. 


Team Vendetta and Blight entered the base, and soon found 
themselves standing in the interior of the Fellowship, hundreds of 
Pokémon walking around them as they went about their day. As they 
had imagined, the inside looked exactly like the inside of a castle, 
with its large main hall that seemed to go on forever and would later 
intertwine with other halls. The floors were lined with carpet and the 
windows of the walls were made of stained glass that seemed to 
depict the ancient legendaries locked in combat or other mortal 
Pokémon that Terron suspected held meaning to the ones in charge 
of this Fellowship. 


But most noticeable of the castle was how everyone in the 
Fellowship seemed to go upstairs. There were no staircases, much 
unlike the Aurora Town base. Though a good number of Pokémon 
inside held the bug affinity and could simply fly or crawl up the walls, 


there were still quite a few who didn't. In order to fix this, every wall 
had a net-like web with at least four Pokémon capable of producing 
silk sitting on it high above the ground. Then, whenever someone 
came along who needed to go to the next floor, they'd attach several 
strings of the silk to the Pokémon and pull them up to wherever they 
needed to go. Terron wondered how they would ever hope to lift a 
large Pokémon such as an Onix, but he was quick to find that there 
were none of those Pokemon in the Fellowship. Everyone here was 
less than seven feet tall from what he could tell. 


“Uggggh, bug-types. They're everywhere," Zekra groaned. "I'm really 
hoping we don't have to stay here that long. The beds here had 
better not be made of webs..." 


"Heh, I'm sure they've got real beds or hay at least," Terron said with 
a grin. "Now, let's just figure out where the Pokémon in charge of this 
place are. Blight, do you know?" 


"No," Blight replied. "| don't Know anything about here. | only know of 
where this base is located in the city and where the city is on the 
map." 


"Hm, fine," Terron said. "Guess we'll ask anyone hanging around 
here. Let's go-" 


Before the Cubone could finish, he was interrupted by the sight of a 
Skarmory flying right over his head. He saw it gaze at him for brief 
second before landing right in front of him, smiling pleasantly. Terron 
stopped and stared up at it, confused by its sudden appearance. 


"Hello there," the Skarmory greeted, her voice friendly, yet collected. 
"Sorry to butt in like this. It's just that | heard that you wanted to see 
the leader of this place and that you didn't Know where to go. I'm 
right, right?" 

It took Terron a moment to respond. 


"Yeah, we do," Terron answered. 


"Well then, | can take you to her if you'd like," the Skarmory said, her 
happy expression becoming brighter. "I just saw her. So whaddya 
say?" 


"That'd be great," Terron said with a smile. "But huh, there's just one 
leader here?" 


"Yeah, apparently," the Skarmory shrugged. "| heard that she hada 
team once upon a time, but then they all left after they made this 
base, leaving only her. It's strange, but | don't really pay much 
attention to it. But anyway, let's get going. I'll show you where she 
is." 


The Skarmory leapt into the air and slowly flew away from the group 
before stopping a short distance away, waiting for the four to catch 
up to her. Though Terron was still slightly taken aback by the 
Skarmory's sudden appearance, he didn't hesitate to follow after her. 
He and his group joined the Skarmory and soon, the five were 
making their way through the Fellowship base. 


"Oh, | forgot to introduce myself," the Skarmory said as she glanced 
back at the four as she flew. "My name's Dagger." 


"Dagger? As in the human weapon?" Novus asked curiously. 


"Ah, so you know what a dagger is," the Skarmory said with an 
amused grin. "That's not something | see too often. But yeah, that's 
my name. My parents were very interested in human myths, so they 
decided to name me after something from their culture. | like the 
name; it makes me think that | can take someone out in one hit. Just 
like the actual daggers if done right from how my parents described 
them. Course, I've never actually seen a real dagger, so maybe you 
can hit anyone anywhere with one of those weapons and they'd 
actually get taken out in one strike. They're like claws, aren't they? 
Except, metallic | think. So are they like my feathers?" 


Dagger shook her head. 


"Oh, sorry; I'm rambling again," Dagger said. "| have a tendency to 
do that sometimes." 


Terron paused as he thought of something to say to such a remark, 
but found he couldn't think of anything. Dagger's scatter-brained 
behavior completely stumped him. 


"It's fine," Terron decided instead. "Nice to meet you, Dagger." 
"Nice to meet you too," the Skarmory replied. 


The five then continued to traverse throughout the Fellowship in 
silence. After a while, they all managed to come to a wall at the end 
of a hall, where Dagger explained that the leader was far above their 
heads in another room near this wall. Terron was about to ask for the 
bug-types to pull the group up, but Dagger instead offered to carry 
the four up there on her back. While no one minded the offer, Zekra 
seemed to jump at the opportunity and was very quick to leap onto 
the Skarmory. Her dislike for being touched by silk strings was 
probably the reason. 


Everyone piled onto Dagger, somehow being able to fit onto her. 
Then, the Skarmory spread her wings and took the four to the higher 
areas of the Fellowship, their combined weight not slowing her down 
in the slightest. They ascended higher and higher, watching the 
many halls pass by them as they clung to the Skarmory the best they 
could. 


The five continued to soar through the air until at long last, they had 
reached the entrance of an elongated room at the very top of the 
base. Dagger landed upon its carpeted flooring and bent down as 
her passengers crawled off her. Not long after they all got off Dagger 
did a Shedinja come drifting out of a nearby wall and stop right in 
front of the five. 


"Hmm, more visitors," it mused. "Quite a bit today." 


"Yeah, we want to see your leader," Terron said. "Is she available to 
talk to right now?" 


"Perhaps," the Shedinja replied. "What's your reason for being 
here?" 


"We wanted to talk to her about becoming members," Terron 
answered. 


The Shedinja's eyes wandered over each of the five Pokémon, but 
its gaze stopped directly at Dagger. 


"You're already a member of the Pledge Mountain Fellowship,” the 
ghost stated dully. "You don't seem like the kind to abandon one 
Fellowship for another." 


"Oh, heh no no, you're mistaken," Dagger said with a laugh, seeing 
the implications of being with Team Vendetta. "| was showing these 
guys how to get here. I'm not really with them. You should know that; 
| was just here a few minutes ago to bring a message." 


"Then you should get going," the Shedinja said, not finding any 
humor in her statement. "These four do not need you anymore." 


"Yeah, | guess,” the Skarmory said with a shrug as she glanced over 
at the team. "Well, this is where | say goodbye to you guys. | need to 
head back to my Fellowship anyway. Good luck with getting 
admitted! I'm sure you'll be fine!" 


And with that, she dove off the hallway and disappeared from sight. 
The four only briefly looked back at where Dagger had been before 
bringing their attention back to the ghost bug before them. Its bored 
expression had still not changed. 


"So, you wish to speak to Madam Chrysalis about joining our 
Fellowship," the Shedinja stated. 


"Yep! That's right!" Zekra confirmed. 


The ghost continued to peer at all of them, as if they were all puzzles 
it was trying to decipher. Moments of silence later, it slowly drifted 
backwards towards a set of double doors that blocked the entrance 
into the room that presumably held Chrysalis in it. 


"Wait here while | ask her," the Shedinja said. "Don't go anywhere." 


Then, it phased right through the doors, and the team was left alone. 
They all waited in silence, seeing that there wasn't much else they 
could do. Then, a couple of minutes later, the great doors opened 
and the Shedinja came swooping back to the four. 


"She'll see you now," it told them. 


Before anyone could thank the bug, it then vanished back into the 
wall that it originally came from. Though the four were confused 
about what to think of the Shedinja, they chose not to dwell on it too 
much and went inside the room. It was not as large of a place as 
they had expected, but that mostly came from how they were so 
used to the massive hallways of the base. The room was completely 
empty and mostly void of decorations, save for the light blue 
tapestries the hung near the windows. 


A lengthy orange carpet ran from the entrance to the very end of the 
room, revealing a Volcarona sitting on a throne made of what 
appeared to be volcanic rocks. 


Terron took in a deep breath, and with his friends, they all drew 
closer to the Volcarona. She eyed them from her spot, her aqua eyes 
seemingly frozen in a permanent expression of disinterest. As they 
stopped before the great bug, Terron noticed something that he 
hadn't before about her; knotted around one of her horns was a 
black neckerchief. He found it to be an odd thing for her to wear, but 
he didn't dare voice his opinion. 


"| was told that you want to become members of my Fellowship," the 
Volcarona spoke, her voice brimming with regal authority. "| assume 
it's all four of you who want to become my members." 


"Yeah, that's what we'd like," Terron said with a nod. 
Chrysalis bent forward and stared at the Cubone for a moment. 


"Why were you discarded from the Aurora Town Fellowship?" the 
Volcarona asked. "Don't bother trying to hide it; | can see it on your 
paws and | know those sigils belong to Len's Fellowship. So why? 
What made Len and his team rid you from their precious little 
place?" 


Terron felt his heart stop and his mind seemed to go blank. He had 
no idea how he wanted to answer that question. He could easily tell 
her the truth, but looking at Chrysalis now, with her stern gaze fixed 
on him, he was deeply worried that she wouldn't find that to be a 
worthy reason for recruitment. 


"We were kicked out because Len didn't think kids should be working 
in the Fellowship," Zekra then said, surprising both Terron and 
Chrysalis by her statement. 


"Is that so?" Chrysalis asked as she turned her head to the little 
Zorua. "Tell me something ' child’ ; for how long were you in your 
Fellowship before you were dismissed?" 


"About a month or so," Zekra answered. 


"SO | see," the Volcarona said simply. "A month. And what happened 
to you, after Len decided that you were no longer fit for our 
organization?" 


"We were sent to this island," Zekra said with a bitter frown. "And we 
were supposed to live there with this family until we grew up or 
whatever. But, we didn't like that, so we escaped after staying there 
for like a month, and now we're here." 


"You're saying that you went against Len's request just to ask if you 
could become a part of my grand Fellowship?" Chrysalis asked with 
an almost disapproving tone. 


"Yeah, we did," Zekra replied, Keeping her resolution strong as she 
glared at the Volcarona. "We hated not working for you guys 
anymore. Even though it was really tiring to be in the Fellowship, | 
still liked it a lot. | liked working with my team and going on missions. 
And, it's just that you guys are the only ones who... do something 
that no one else does in all of Shiron. You Know what I'm talking 
about, right?" 


Zekra seemed to look back at Blight without attracting his attention. 
Terron wasn't quite sure why she was doing this, but he didn't think 
on it too much. 


Thankfully for her, Blight didn't seem to be confused or mildly 
interested by the vague information Zekra was trying to talk about. 
When she saw this, she looked back at the Volcarona. The leader 
leaned back in her seat, but kept her eyes locked onto the Zorua. 


"| can vouch for these two in saying that they truly did have sucha 
strong commitment to the Fellowship when they were still members," 
Novus then said, stepping forward. "| may have not joined their team 
until shortly before they were dismissed, but | can say that | watched 
them from afar the whole time they were members. | saw how 
tirelessly worked, day after day, week after week. Yet never once did 
it ever seem to cross their minds to quit. Even now, they have done 
so much just to come to you. It required so much planning and 
courage to leave the ones who looked after us. It was rather difficult 
and painful, but they did it, because they truly wanted to join another 
Fellowship." 


"You truly believe this, Quilava?" Chrysalis asked. 


"Yes, | do," Novus said with a small bow of his head. "I would not say 
these words if | ever doubted them for even a moment." 


"So you say," Chrysalis said absently. 


The Volcarona slowly brought her gaze to the only Pokemon in the 
room who hadn't spoken. Blight returned the gaze, waiting to see 


what she had to say. 


"You do not have the Mark of the Fellowship anywhere on you," she 
stated. "Yet, you are with these Pokémon who do. Why is that? Who 
are you?" 


"lam a mercenary," Blight answered. "| was hired by the ones who 
cared for these three, and was told to accompany them for a time, to 
make sure that their reintroduction to the Fellowship would go 
smoothly. My clients feared that the three would have trouble, 
despite appearing competent enough, and wanted me to make sure 
that they would stay safe. And so now I'm here with them, until my 
time to leave comes." 


"For how long will you stay with them?" Chrysalis then asked. 


"One month," Blight replied. "I will not stay any longer or shorter than 
that. Exactly one month, then they'll never see me again." 


The Volcarona nodded silently as she removed the Greninja from her 
sight and seemed to ponder in something. Terron nervously played 
with paws as he waited for Chrysalis to say something. He wanted to 
say something to any of his teammates in an attempt to calm his 
nerves, but he knew better. Chrysalis probably wouldn't like that. 
Even if he didn't exactly think too much of her, with her rather distant 
and uninterested demeanor, he knew he would have to put up with it 
if he wanted to join her Fellowship. He had to impress her the best 
he could. 


Terron looked over at his teammates. Zekra also seemed to be 
fidgeting in place, but was doing her best to hide it under a persona 
of patience. Novus simply stood, not appearing to make any special 
effort to remain calm. Then Blight seemed as solemn as ever. When 
the Cubone saw this, he returned his attention to the Volcarona, who 
continued to stare absently ahead of her. 


Then finally, after minutes of silence, the leader of the Nestati 
Fellowship spoke. 


"| will believe that you are competent, despite two of you being 
children," Chrysalis said. "Perhaps Len saw that, and that's why he 
let you be a part of his own Fellowship before he ultimately changed 
his mind." 


Terron felt his heart fill with anticipation. He liked where this was 
going. 


"But, | want to know if you are competent enough for my Fellowship,” 
Chrysalis continued. "I want to know if you truly can survive in my 
Fellowship. So | will tell you what | intend to do; I'm going to have 
you four perform a task for me." 


"A task?" Terron asked. 


"Yes," Chrysalis said with a nod. "You can think of it as a trial, or 
whatever else you wish to call it. Here's what you have to do: near 
here, there is a cave called Oblivion Cavern. Tomorrow, | want you 
four to go inside and find the item | will leave at the very bottom of 
the cave. You will know what it is when you see it, because | will 
place it in a sack with my Fellowship's mark on it. If you can bring 
that item back to me, then I'll grant you membership of the Nestati 
Fellowship. Do we have an understanding?" 


"Of c-" 
"Is Oblivion Cavern a misery dungeon?" 


Everyone brought their gazes to the Greninja who had just spoke 
and found that he was no longer wearing his collected guise. There 
was a very distinct expression of unease across his face, and he 
seemed to be grimacing under the cover of his tongue scarf. Team 
Vendetta was almost disturbed to see this. Chrysalis was not, 
however. 


"| don't understand what you're talking about," she said. 


"Mystery Dungeon,” Blight clarified quickly. "Is that cavern one of 
those places?" 


Chrysalis stared at the unnerved Greninja with a gaze even more 
blank than her typical one. 


"No, it is not," she said. "It's a rather large cave that has a wide 
variety of dangerous Pokémon, but it's not quite as dangerous as a 
Mystery Dungeon. | haven't sent anybody into a Mystery Dungeon 
for quite a while." 


The restlessness in Blight's eyes immediately faded away, and the 
team could have sworn they heard a quiet sigh escape from his 
concealed mouth. 


"Why do you ask, Greninja?" Chrysalis asked, her gaze seemingly 
boring into Blight. 


“Curious,” Blight answered vaguely. 
The Volcarona seemed at a loss for words. 


"So | see," Chrysalis said simply before she looked back at the rest 
of the team. "As | was asking, do you agree with my offer?" 


Terron didn't need to look at his friends to see their confidence. All 
three of them knew that this trial they were being given wouldn't be a 
challenge. They had faced so many difficult challenges already, 
whether it was being able to escape from the twisted dungeon 
known as Erebus Woods or being able to overcome their downward 
spiral of hopelessness after they had been taken out of the 
Fellowship. Having to find this item at the bottom of a cave could 
hardly be considered a challenge to them. 


A smug smile formed on the Cubone's face as his answer came to 
him so quickly. 


"You bet," Terron said, not even bothering to hide his arrogance. 
"Just you wait; we'll get that item back to you with no problem. Then 
we can join your Fellowship, Chrysalis." 


"It's Madam Chrysalis," the Volcarona corrected in disapproval. "Do 
not call me by my name without that title, whether you work for me or 
not. Perhaps Len allowed you to get away with not giving him or his 
team a title for whatever senseless reason they could come up with, 
but | won't. Remember that, Cubone." 


"Fine then, Madam Chrysalis," Terron said, trying his best not to 
sound icy as he added the title to her name. "But, we'll complete 
your task. Tomorrow, we're coming back with whatever you leave at 
the bottom of that cave. | promise you, we will." 


Everyone behind Terron nodded in agreement. Then somehow, 
Chrysalis's eyes seemed to glint with amusement, as if she found 
the entire situation to be comical. She let out a quiet laugh as she 
slouched back in her seat, flexing her six wings. 


"Then let's see if you can actually hold true to your promise, arrogant 
Cubone," she said. "Let us see." 


Don't Want Your Help 


X 
Chapter 40 


Don't Want Your Help 


Terron stood in front of a mountain, gazing into the gaping hole that 
was Oblivion Cavern. Darkness greeted him, but he wasn't 
frightened. He knew what was within the cavern was nothing to be 
afraid of. 


After Chrysalis had given Terron and his companions their task, the 
group had stocked up a few supplies to prepare for the mission. It 
wasn't much, mostly a few Oran berries and two apples, but they 
were necessary items needed for exploring Oblivion Cavern. Even if 
the place wasn't a Mystery Dungeon, there would still be a good 
chance of combat within the cave. 


With their new items stowed, the team then looked up where the 
very Cave was on a map they came across in a store. They were 
happy to find that their destination was rather close to the city and it 
would only take five minutes to fly there. They wouldn't have minded 
if the cave was an hour away of course, but they still found 
satisfaction in knowing that they would not waste so much time in 
travelling. 


And so the next morning, after a quick breakfast, Zekra took the 
group to where Terron stood now. 


Terron stopped gazing into the cavern entrance and looked back at 
his teammates. 


"SO, you guys ready to go inside?" Terron asked. 


"Yes, | am," Novus replied. "It will be nice to actually go ona 
‘mission’ with you. Perhaps now | can finally see how you and Zekra 
used to work during missions before | came along." 


"Well guess you'll see," Terron grinned until he glanced over at the 
Greninja. "And what about you, Blight?" 


"| think you already know the answer to that question." 


Not entirely sure how to reply, he turned away and looked into the 
cave before them. He still couldn't see past the darkness that 
engulfed the inside of the cavern, but he wasn't concerned. He had 
Novus with him to offer light. Then even if Novus couldn't provide his 
fire for whatever reason, Zekra was always around with her shape- 
shifting abilities. She would be able to turn into a fire-type ina 
second if the situation really called for it. 


Terron took his paws out of his pockets and reached for the two bone 
clubs attached to his coat by small loops. He put one in each paw, 
tightening his grip on them both. It felt so strange holding these 
weapons again, knowing that he actually would use them in the next 
few moments. Every other time he held these clubs or any other 
bones was for trivial purposes. The last time he had ever engaged in 
combat was when the Plagued Ones struck Aurora Town. Since 
then, his weapons had been nothing more but trinkets. Useless toys 
that held no true purpose. But now, that was no more. Starting today, 
he would once again use his bones for battle. He'd be shedding the 
blood of countless Pokémon with these weapons that he was 
destined to use since he became a Cubone. 


But, Terron was ready. He took a paw and pressed down on his 
helmet, feeling it compress against his face. The boldness that 
persona allowed him to feel only seemed to amplify within him. 


"Let's go," Terron proclaimed. "Novus, if you will." 


The Quilava stepped forward and stopped before the very entrance 
to the cave. Then, with a deep breath, the fur upon his head and 


back became ignited with glistening flames. Without another word, 
Terron entered the gaping hole of the mountain, his three teammates 
following right behind him. 


Oblivion Cavern 


"Of course! Of course this place had to be filled with these things! Of 
course it does!" Zekra cried in exasperation. 


The team didn't have to think very hard to understand what Zekra 
was screaming about. They only had to venture five minutes into the 
cave before it became apparent that this environment was the home 
to many bug-types. Strung along the rocky walls in such messy 
fashions were dozens of spider webs. Each web seemed to tangle 
with its neighboring webs, as if the crafters couldn't seem to 
understand that someone else was already occupying the space. 
Some of the webs were the standard silk kinds as Ariados were 
known to make, and then others seemed to have an electrical 
current flowing through them. They would occasionally let out a small 
burst of sparks that would make the cavern just a small amount 
brighter before fading away into nothing. 


Sitting among those many webs were countless bug-types, all of 
them staring directly at the team. And yet, none of them moved a 
single muscle. They simply gazed at the group, their eyes never 
blinking and their mandibles occasionally snapping together. Terron 
and Novus returned their stares with indifference, Knowing that they 
could easily stamp the bugs out of commission if they truly wanted 
to. Or, in Novus's case, roast them alive with a single breath. 


Zekra, on the other hand, had all of fur standing on end as she tried 
to glare at each and every one of the bug-types. Her teeth were 
bared, and her drawn claws were scraping against the rocky ground. 


"| swear, if one of you things try to touch me with your webs, I'll rip 
you apart!" Zekra snarled. "Or maybe I'll put you on fire! Yeah! | can 
turn into other Pokémon you know! Don't you dare get near me!" 


None of the wild Pokemon gave a response to the threat. They sat 
among their webs without twitching even in the slightest. Zekra 
continued to give the bugs such malevolent glares. 


"As long as you don't touch the webs you should be fine," Novus 
stated. "These bug-types usually don't leave their webs and attack 
those who happen to pass by. They're very patient beings who 
simply wait for clumsy Pokémon to wander into their web." 


"But they're everywhere," Zekra shot back. 


"There's still room to maneuver around them," Novus sighed. "They 
don't occupy every single space of this cave." 


Zekra ignored the remark as she brought her gaze into a particular 
Galvantula who had its eyes on her . She let out a hiss at it, her eyes 
dimly illuminating with a blue light. The electric-type, as all the other 
Pokémon had, did nothing. Zekra continued to glare at all of the 
potential enemies despite this. 


"Well, at least this place doesn't look too bad," Terron remarked as 
he looked around. "Just might have to clear out a few webs if it 
comes to it. And, that shouldn't be a huge problem, right Novus?" 


"No, it won't," Novus said with a short chuckle. "I can only hope that 
this cavern is not a very deep cavern, however. It's somewhat 
exhausting to keep my fire burning continuously like this." 


"We'll just have you and Zekra take turns then," Terron decided. "So, 
just let us know when you get tired, and we'll help out." 


"| highly doubt that | will need to have Zekra be the light of our little 
expedition, as | should be able to stay strong until we reach the very 
bottom,” Novus said. "But, thank you for the offer." 


Terron nodded and then looked back to see how Blight was. Blight 
was carefully eyeing each of the bug-types watching the group. 
While he didn't appear to be unnerved by the sight, Terron still 


figured that the Greninja was at slight unease, since he harbored the 
same affinity as Zekra. The Cubone always noted that every time 
someone saw an enemy that held an element that could bring great 
harm to them, that Pokemon would always feel an immediate sense 
of fear, even if it was just for a second. Terron himself could still feel 
that fear sometimes when he looked upon Blight. It didn't matter that 
he had a small amount of faith in the mercenary; deep down, he still 
felt that there was something very peculiar about Blight. And until 
that feeling went away, Terron always knew he'd still be slightly afraid 
of the Greninja, even if it was just a quick spark of fright in his heart. 


He looked away from the Greninja and back over to Zekra, finding 
that she was having a tense staring contest with the Galvantula from 
before. 


"Alright, let's ge-" 


A blur shot into the illuminated room, quickly catching everyone's 
attention. Terron tightened his grip on his clubs as his eyes hastily 
darted around the chamber, trying to find the unknown creature. The 
blur had seemingly disappeared. 


"Where is it?" he growled. "Did you guys see it?" 
"| saw it, but | can't locate it right now," Novus reported. 


Terron frowned further. Before he could ask anyone else the same 
question, he saw the blur enter the illuminated area once more. It 
swept past the many webs with such grace, somehow not becoming 
entangled in them. Terron heard Novus give out a sharp cry. He 
swiveled his head around to find the Quilava now had a thin, bloody 
line running across his side. Novus's flames seemed to flicker as he 
glanced over at his teammates. 


"| saw it," he stated. "Crobat. It struck me with its wing when it saw 
that it couldn't latch onto me because of my fire." 


"Ugh, those things,” Zekra scoffed. 


The Zorua turned away from Novus as she crouched into a hostile 
position, as if ready to pounce at any moment. Terron, on the other 
hand, put his two clubs away and reached into his pockets to pull out 
a new Set of weapons: vertebrae projectiles. They were just like 
small stones, which would be perfect to knock that Crobat out of the 
air if he spotted it. 


He was rather glad that he had managed to create these additions to 
his bone collection when he had been dismissed. Surely, it would 
make so many of his battles much easier when he was so much 
more versatile. 


He saw the blur once more, but this time, it aimed straight for Zekra. 
It swiftly sped at her, jaws wide open. Terron curled his paw around a 
hand with a bone piece, and reeled back his arm to launch the 
object. He had to be very precise with this, or else he might hit 
Zekra. Or, it wouldn't even hit a target and the Crobat would manage 
to succeed in latching onto Zekra. Neither outcome was something 
he wanted. 


But just as Terron was going to throw the bone forward, something 
else happened. The Crobat suddenly dropped out of the air like a 
rock, collapsing in a heap around Zekra's feet. 


She, Terron, and Novus cautiously gathered around it. They were 
horrified to find a gaping laceration over its body, directly in the 
chest. The hole went straight through its body, allowing fresh blood 
to leak out of the Crobat's back. From what the three could tell, the 
heart had been completely severed in half. 


"How did this...?" Terron asked, unable to finish his sentence. 


Suddenly, a star-shaped object became embedded into the Crobat's 
corpse. It was as large as an apple in terms of length, and somehow 
seemed to be made out of compressed water. Yet despite what it 
was made of, the object remained stuck in the creature's flesh, 
retaining its form. 


The three glanced in the direction where the throwing star had come 
from. They found Blight staring back at them, one of his hands 
gripped around another one of the water stars. 


"How did you do that?" Zekra asked in awe. 


"It's an ability known to only us Greninja," Blight answered as the 
weapon in his fingers seemed to vanish. "We call it' Water Shuriken’ 
. Very quick and very lethal when used with accuracy." 


"Wow..." Zekra said, completely fascinated by the power. 


The Greninja didn't give a response. Seeing that their battle had 
abruptly ended, Terron took the projectiles in his hand and tucked 
them away into his pocket and exchanged it for his dual bone clubs. 
He looked over at the Crobat once again and found that the shuriken 
that was sunk into its body was no longer there. Only a deep gash 
was present where it once was. Terron stared at the first injury, 
amazed by how the Greninja had managed to hit it with such 
precision, and how the attack had gone straight through the Crobat's 
body. 


"| believe it's time to continue,” Blight then said. 


"Yeah," Terron replied. "We don't need to hang around here 
anymore." 


The Cubone gave one last look at the corpse before bringing his 
attention toward the further reaches of the cave. They needed to 
keep moving forward. No one knew how deep this cave was, nor did 
they know if it had any sort of exit like the Mystery Dungeon caverns. 
There was the very real possibility that they would have to backtrack 
once they found the item and use the entrance as an exit. Terron 
knew they didn't have a time limit on this particular mission, but he 
wanted to accomplish it as soon as possible. He wanted to find the 
secrets the Fellowship was holding. 


Just as Terron was about to get going, a searing pain shot through 
his skull. He let out a pained yelp as he pushed his hand into his 

mask. For just a second, he thought he heard a voice. However, it 
was so quiet and muffled, that he couldn't tell what was being said. 


"Tear, you okay?" Zekra asked as she went up to him. 
"Yeah, I'm fine," Terron assured her. "I'm fine. Just a little headache." 


Zekra grimaced and looked away. Terron knew she didn't need to 
have an explanation of what was going on. She already knew that it 
came from Terron's plagued self. Whether it came from it shifting 
around in his mind or from trying to communicate with him, she and 
Terron didn't Know, but they understood what was happening. 


The migraine ceased a few seconds later. Terron let out a low sigh 
and released his head. 


"Sorry about that," he said. "| get them sometimes." 


He looked over at Novus to find that the Quilava had nothing to say, 
but had his uncomfortable gaze averted from the Cubone. However, 
it wasn't Novus's expression that worried Terron the most; it was 
Blight's. Though he appeared stoic, Terron could see very uneasy 
glimmers in the Greninja's eyes. And yet, the Greninja said nothing 
as he continued to stare at the Cubone. 


"Is something wrong, Blight?" Terron asked. 

"No," the mercenary replied. "Everything's fine." 

Terron didn't believe him, but he knew that Blight wasn't going to say 
anything else. Besides, they had stalled enough time. They needed 


to get moving. He turned away from Blight and headed deeper into 
the cave, his companions quick to follow behind him. 


For a while, the thick webbing littered every inch of the cave, making 
it a challenge to get through the chambers without touching the 


webs. Eyes would always be upon the group, watching them from 
every corner and angle possible. But, as had been the case before, 
the bug-types didn't bother leaving their spots upon the silk and were 
content to simply observe the four. While it certainly was rather 
unnerving to have so many creatures surrounding them, the group 
was not too frightened since they knew the bugs were rather weak 
creatures that could be defeated rather easily. Then also, they had 
Novus and his ever-present fire. They knew they could easily burn 
down everything if things got too out of hand without much of a 
problem, and they took solace in that. 


At least, everyone except Zekra. Zekra was still rather disturbed by 
the seemingly endless amount of bug-types and could not keep her 
eyes off them. But thankfully, she was able to walk past each of the 
creatures without stumbling into their webs or having some kind of 
mental breakdown. 


Then, after wandering through the many chambers for a good 
amount of time, they came to a point where there were no more bug- 
types infesting the cave. The walls and ceiling were once again 
barren of any sort of Pokémon, much to Zekra's great relief. 


"Those little pests are finally gone!" Zekra cried happily. "Hah! Now 
when we have to take on someone, | won't have to worry about all 
those things!" 


"Well, as long there aren't any really hungry ferals, | don't think we'll 
need to do any fighting," Terron stated with a chuckle. "You know, 
since actual ferals don't like to fight, unlike Mystery Dungeon ferals." 


"Yeah, yeah, | know," Zekra said carelessly. "Still, maybe we'll run 
into something we can fight. | want to be able to fight at least one 
thing. Yeah, just one thing that | can rip to shreds..." 


The Zorua grinned evilly, amused by the thought of a violent 
slaughter. Terron rolled his eyes at the comment. 


Before Terron could think of a snide remark to make to Zekra, he 
saw her wander to Blight's side and walk beside him. She looked up 
at him, the zeal in her eyes now replaced with reluctance. Terron 
watched from ahead of them in silence as the group continued to 
walk. 


"Hey, Blight," she started to say. 


The Greninja gave a simple nod as he looked down to her. Zekra 
frowned uncomfortably and seemed to fight off the urge to break eye 
contact with him. 


"SO, you really seem to know a lot about the Fellowship," she said. 
"You know, since you knew what the dismissed mark looked like." 


"| Know about as much as the public knows about the Fellowship," 
Blight said simply. "I just know of that mark because | was once hired 
by one of their factions for a time and | happened to see someone 
become dismissed. If you are trying to figure out if | know the 
information you seek, | don't have it." 


"No, it's not that," Zekra said with the shake of her head. "I know you 
don't know what we're looking for." 


"Then why are you asking me?" he asked. 


Zekra glanced at the ground, seemingly wrestling with a thought on 
her mind. Terron continued to watch her, waiting to see what she had 
to Say. 


"Soooo, do you know what the Fellowship does?" she then asked. 


Terron almost stopped walking. He knew where this was 
conversation was heading. 


He wanted to stop Zekra from talking. He wanted to abruptly end the 
subject before Zekra could reveal the existence of the Plagued Ones 
to Blight. It didn't matter if he deserved to know because he would be 


working for the Fellowship; Terron had a sudden urge to keep the 
secret safe. Perhaps it was because that was what the Fellowship 
had constantly taught him, or because he didn't have too much trust 
in Blight, but Terron didn't want Blight to know about the creatures 
that he and Zekra would one day become if something wasn't done. 


Let them finish. 


The familiar voice entered his mind, saying that command so simply. 
Terron recognized this voice to be the voice of his reason. It had 
been so long since he last heard it. 


! can't trust Blight with this secret. You know that. Terron said to 
himself. 


"The Fellowship assists Pokémon in need,” Blight answered. "That's 
their role to society." 


Everything will be fine, Terron. Let everything continue. 


No. Everything's not going to be okay if this goes on. Terron argued 
back. 


He opened his mouth to say something to Blight and Zekra, but then, 
he felt a migraine come over him. It wasn't as painful as his previous 
one, but it still cut his voice short of speaking. 


You trust Zekra, don't you? So trust her. Trust me on this. You can 
trust me, can't you? 


Wait... you're... 


"And they also have another purpose that they keep away from the 
public," Blight went on, stopping Terron's thought process and 
ending the headache. "Their true purpose. That purpose is 
something I'm sure you're quite aware of; eliminating creatures 
called Plagued Ones." 


"You know the truth?" Zekra asked, sounding rather surprised. 


"Yes," Blight nodded. "I've known since the day | was hired to assist 
them for a time. Did you think they wouldn't tell me what their true 
goal was if | was to work with them for so long? Did you think they 
could have possibly hid that from me for so long?" 


"Well, maybe," Zekra answered shyly. "| mean, you weren't an official 
member, so | didn't think they'd need a reason to tell you. You know, 
since you'd just leave after a while." 


"Sadly, they did not," Blight answered in a bitter tone. 


Zekra released a sigh, relieved to know that the team didn't need to 
hide the Plagued Ones' existence from the mercenary. However, 
Terron didn't feel any of this relief. He was more concerned with what 
had just happened in his mind. He finally understood that his "voice 
of reason" was perhaps not what he thought it to be. However, he 
knew he couldn't talk about it with his friends now; Blight was with 
them. Even if the Greninja knew about the Plagued Ones, Terron 
knew there was a very good chance that Blight didn't know about 
Erebus and how the plaguing process worked. 


He would have to discuss this with his team was Blight not in their 
company. Nodding to himself, he pushed the troubling thought aside 
and continued onward. 


They didn't have to travel far to come across an interesting sight. 
Blocking the way to another chamber was a large pile of slumbering 
Aron, all of them huddled close together. There had to be at least a 
dozen of the tiny Pokémon. The group came to a halt, finding their 
path blocked completely. 


"| believe it's obvious what we must do now," Novus said calmly. 


"Yeah, | know," Terron stated. "Well, which one of you guys wants to 
do the honor?" 


"| think you should, Terron," Novus then said. "These Pokémon are 
of the steel and rock affinity. Surely you can defeat them with ease. 


That is, assuming that you know of any abilities that match your own 
affinity." 


"Well, | know how to make earthquakes,” Terron replied. "But, that's 
obviously not a good idea with you guys here. Hmmm, oh! Ah, | 
know something that'll work. Haven't really used this ability in battle 
yet, but | guess now is probably a good time to try it out. Everyone, 
stand back a bit." 


With a nod of understanding, the three Pokémon took a few steps 
back and let Terron stand a few feet away from the Aron by himself. 
The Cubone stuffed his bone clubs into his coat pocket as he tried to 
remember the technique Vantis had taught him so long ago. 


That special power that lives inside all ground-types. Terron noted. 
That's what | need to tap into. That's how | use Earth Power. 


He made a tight fist with his right paw as he searched for that very 
power within him. He had found it once, so surely he could do it 
again. He just needed to focus on what that power was and then it 
would come to him. 


It came in a matter of seconds. He could feel the strange energy 
coursing through his clenched claws. Without a second's delay, he 
slammed his fist into the cave floor, releasing all of the energy into 
the rocky terrain. A thin fissure tore through the ground and made its 
way toward the little Aron, and soon, was right beneath the sleeping 
Pokémon. Then, a bright light erupted from the crevice. 


Every single Aron was blown into the air, all shrieking frantically. 
Then, one by one, they hit the ground with very loud clanks that filled 
the entire area. Unfortunately, Terron's attack had not knocked any of 
them out, as each one managed to get to their feet. They were much 
weaker now, but nowhere near close to fainting. All of them were 
glaring at the Cubone and seemed ready to charge him at a 
moment's notice. Terron grimaced as he pulled out his two clubs, 
realizing that the Aron weren't going to flee in terror. 


Before anyone could even move an inch, all of the Aron suddenly 
toppled over, their bodies now cut cleanly in two. Terron cringed at 
the sight, but it didn't take him long to understand what had just 
happened. He glanced back to find Blight standing nearby, several 
Water Shuriken resting in the spaces between his fingers. 


"You killed them for me," Terron stated. 
"Yes, that's rather obvious," Blight replied in a dull tone. 


"Why didn't you let me fight any of them ?" Terron then asked. "I can 
fight you Know. I'm not helpless." 


"Because | was hired to aid you," Blight answered. "And being your 
aid means that | have to fight alongside you." 


Terron frowned, scowling at the Greninja. 


"But that doesn't mean you have to fight all of our battles. We made 
it through the Fellowship, we can take care of ourselves you know. 
So, stop helping us so much. You can help, but don't knock out 
everybody for us in one hit." 


Blight gave Terron a long stare, but Terron didn't break his gaze from 
the Greninja. A moment passed, and the throwing stars in Blight's 
hands disappeared. 


"Fine, | will let you fight on your own unless you truly need my 
assistance," Blight decided. 


The ground shook and a deep rumbling noise filled the air, growing 

louder and louder with each passing second. Blight let out a snort as 
he glanced at the chamber the team sought to enter . He took the X- 
Ray Specs that hung around his neck and pulled them over his eyes. 


"Well, it seems you'll be allowed to fight on your own just like you 
wanted," the Greninja announced, glancing back to the team as the 


picked himself off of the floor. "It appears that the mother of those 
deceased Aron is very upset." 


Without warning, a mighty Aggron burst from the wall and landed on 
all fours. She let out a loud, fierce cry at the four as she stood back 
up on her hind legs. She glanced over at the corpses of her young 
for just a brief second, her face twisting into an expression of deep 
pain. She brought her gaze back to the team, the anguish twisting 
into a deep, powerful wrath seemed to overcome her as she let outa 
piercing roar. 


Terron scowled as he reached into his pocket and exchanged his 
clubs for a small pouch, hastily reaching into it for a single bone 
thorn before shoving the bag back into his coat. His clubs weren't 
going to work against the Aggron; he had no intentions of getting 
anywhere near her in her current state. 


"| think | have an idea of what to do," Terron stated. "Novus, blast the 
Aggron with your fire and keep her distracted." 


The Quilava nodded as he raced toward the enraged feral, spewing 
a large fireball at her face. The Aggron let out a loud scream as the 
metal of her hide seemed to warp from the intense heat. She didn't 
let that stop her as she swatted away the fire and charged at Novus, 
slashing at him with glistening claws. Novus was quick to avoid the 
swipe and began running circles around her, pelting the Aggron with 
embers in between dodging the creature's slow but vicious slashes 
and tail swipes. With each miss, she roared threats at him. 


Terron glanced over at Zekra. 

"Okay, that's working! Zekra, | need you to turn into something that 
flies," he ordered. "Anything. And then get me really close to that 
Aggron." 


"Um, why?" Zekra asked, taking an unsure step away. 


"Just trust me here," Terron replied as he firmly grasped the bone 
thorn in his paw. 


Zekra gave an unsure shrug, but didn't say anything more. The 
Zorua leapt into the air, a violet light spread throughout her form, and 
a Skarmory came down. She grabbed Terron him by the back of his 
coat with her beak, then swiftly tossed him onto her back, where he 
immediately wrapped his free arm around her neck. Zekra sped 
toward the Aggron, the beast still preoccupied by Novus to notice the 
duo approach. 


Terron didn't waste the opportunity. The second Zekra zoomed by 
the Aggron's head, he tossed his bone thorn forward. The Aggron 
flinched as the thorn sank deep into her eye. Novus ceased running 
and took the moment to catch his breath. The loud, screeching wails 
of the Aggron nearly shattered everyone's eardrums as blood 
trickled down her face. 


"Now for the other side!" Terron shouted to Zekra as they climbed 
higher into the air, beyond the reach of the flailing Aggron. 


"Oh, you don't need to worry about that!" Zekra smirked. "I've got 
this!" 


Zekra dropped into a nosedive, leaving Terron to cling Zekra's neck 
as tight as he could. She swerved around the Aggron's head and 
landed upon her, digging her Skarmory talons into the iron plates 
lined upon the feral's back. Then, without even a hint of hesitation, 
she jabbed her jagged beak into the Aggron's other eye. 


Terron could have sworn he saw Zekra grin eagerly as the feral let 
out an anguished, tormented cry. 


Zekra withdrew her beak from the Aggron's eye socket as she leapt 
off the creature, just narrowly missing a set of claws to her face. 
Zekra landed a few feet away from the hysteric Aggron, blood 
dripping off her metal beak. 


"Everyone, finish it!" Terron shouted. 


He jumped off Zekra as she changed into a Mienfoo, before bolting 
toward the Aggron on all fours. When she had closed the distance 
between the two of them, she sprang at the feral and pressed a paw 
into her chest. There was a bright light, followed by a very loud 
explosion as the Aggron was tossed back, tumbling across the 
cavern floor. The beast slammed into a nearby wall, indenting herself 
into its mass. The Aggron tried to get back on her feet, only to be 
met with a stream of flames that erupted from Novus. She let out a 
loud scream as the fire ate away at her steel-covered flesh. 


Terron was quick to put her out of her misery. He gathered up the 
strange power in his fist once more and then slammed it into the 
ground. The ground quaked, and a crevice made its way toward the 
Aggron. The second it reached her, the golden light shot out, 
engulfing her. She let out one final roar that shook the caverns, and 
then finally fell silent. 


When the dust cleared, the group found the Aggron collapsed on her 
side, blood oozing from her ruined eyes. Still, they knew she wasn't 
dead; it took much more than what they had done to actually kill a 
mighty Aggron. 


But they had won. 


The three all released a collective sigh. Zekra wiped the blood off her 
mouth with a paw while Terron and Novus simply observed the 
damage they had brought upon the Aggron. 


"So, it truly does seem that you can take care of yourselves in 
regards to combat." 


The three looked behind them to find Blight leaning against a cavern 
wall, observing them from a distance. He had a very unimpressed 
look in his eyes and whatever frown he wore was hidden by his 
tongue-scarf. It was quite clear he had a half-dozen ways to kill the 
Aggron in half the time, but Terron didn't let it get to him. 


"Yeah, told you we could," Terron said proudly. 


"So you did," Blight said with a nod. "You three collaborated 
skillfully." 


"Well, you kind of have to when you're a team," Terron stated. 


"Yes, but | found it most interesting to watch you and Zekra combine 
your skills together," Blight then said. "I don't think I've seen anyone 
do that. Typically Pokémon use their powers separately, but you two 
actually worked together to accomplish something greater." 


"Yeah, it was something an old friend of ours taught us," Zekra then 
said, a sad frown now forming across her muzzle. "Our friend... he 
called it... synergy ." 


"An interesting tactic he taught you," Blight stated. 
Zekra only nodded absenitly in response. 


Bittersweet memories flooded Terron's mind. He could see the 
memories of that Snivy so clearly. He could remember the very first 
day he met Syn and the mission that followed. He remembered how 
Syn was his only trusted company while they were trapped in Erebus 
Woods. Then he remembered the short-lived happy moments he 
had with the Snivy before he was abruptly taken away. 


No, no | can't think about this. | don't want to think about Syn. | don't 
want to be weak again. 


Terron balled up his hands and pressed them into his persona with 
as much force as possible. 


Let me forget about him. Please. I've been doing so well... 


He looked over at Zekra and Novus to find that the light in their eyes 
seemed dim. Terron frowned as he glanced over at the many Aron 
corpses resting nearby. 


Need to get my mind of this. Need to think of something else. 


The iron of the Aron's bodies glinted from the light of Novus's fire. An 
idea was very quick to form in Terron's mind, giving his mind 
something else to dwell on. He hastily shoved his unpleasant 
memories out of his mind to some success, though could still feel the 
lingering melancholy in his heart. 


"Hey, help me get some of the steel off these things," Terron said. "I 
think | can to make weapons out of them somehow when we get out 
of here." 


Terron wandered over to one of the bodies and grabbed ahold of the 
faceplate. With grit teeth, he pried the metal off its face, finding it to 
be less of a challenge than he anticipated since the body was cut in 
half. Once he had ripped the steel off, he stuffed it into a pocket. He 
looked over to find that Zekra and Novus had managed to do the 
same and were now bringing him the pieces of metal. He smiled, 
glad to see the task helped bury the memories away but said nothing 
of it. | nstead, he simply took their shards and tucked them away into 
his coat. 


After everyone had managed to gather eight pieces total, Terron 
decided that he had enough. His coat was starting to feel heavy, and 
he worried if the fabric would rip or if all the weight would be a 
burden in combat. 


"Thanks for your help," Terron said. "Now maybe | can make some 
cool weapons out of these things. Like maybe a dagger or 
something." 

"Hmm, weapons of metal rather than bone?" Novus noted curiously. 


"Yeah, you know, something with more of an edge to it," Terron 
replied. "I think it's a pretty cool idea." 


"| see," Novus said. "Well, though | do find it good that you are 
expanding your collection of weapons, | also recommend that you 


learn abilities that don't require items. Perhaps an elemental ability 
other than ground, since | do believe that Cubone can learn those if 
taught properly." 


"Really?" Terron asked as he looked at a paw. "Huh. Well, maybe 
one day. But, I'm fine for now." 


"lam only saying that you should consider it," Novus said as he 
turned away. "You cannot always rely upon items of any sort, for it 
will be your downfall one day." 


Terron nodded slowly. He looked toward the next chamber and with 
a short sigh, headed toward it. His teammates followed behind him in 
silence. They went through the cave, seemingly everything growing 
darker the further they tread. However, they never worried about the 
darkness, for Novus's light still shined so brightly. He never seemed 
to grow exhausted despite Terron's concerns. 


"Zekra, what illusion abilities do you know?" Blight asked after 
walking in silence for a few minutes. 


"Well, | Know how to copy other Pokémon's forms and use any 
powers | see them using," Zekra replied. "And, | can copy their voice. 
That's it really. Why?" 


“Curious,” Blight stated. "So, you have all of the abilities a typical 
Zorua has. Yet you don't have any of the Zoroark abilities, except for 
copying another foe's abilities." 


"| thought that Zoroark illusions were just like mine, but they could 
change entire environments," Zekra stated oddly, not bothered by 
the sudden avoidance of her question. "| mean, that's what my 
brother could do when he really felt like it." 


“They can do much more than that," Blight said quietly. "And I'm 

fairly certain you could too, since that Deception Amulet amplifies 
your illusion powers, making them about as strong as a Zoroark's. 
Judging from what | could see during your battle with the Aggron." 


Zekra's eyes lit up with wonder, her mouth hanging slightly open. 
"Like what?" she asked. 


"For starters, Zoroark can create an entirely different world in 
someone else's mind," Blight answered. "They can take that 
Pokémon out of reality and put them in a distorted one. It can only be 
done for a short while, but it's entirely possible. It's very similar to 
putting someone into one of Darkrai's nightmares. So similar, that | 
sometimes wonder if Darkrai himself taught Zoroark that ability when 
the world was new. One cannot tell the difference between the true 
reality and the distorted one when the Zoroark and Darkrai use that 
particular kind of power. 


"Then there is another ability they know that not many know about; 
they can dispel illusions of any kind." 


"Dispel?" Zekra asked, tilting her head in curiosity. "You mean, like 
they can get rid of other illusions?" 


"Exactly," the Greninja nodded. "If they are ever trapped in an illusion 
of some sort, or face multiple illusion-users, they can break out of 
that illusion. If they can see that they are imprisoned in that false 
world, they can reverse the illusion. Since I'm not an illusion user, I'm 
not entirely sure how that works. | just know that they can. It's a 
valuable ability that they use if a pest gets into their dreams and 
manipulates it for whatever sadistic reason they can think of. And 
also, against other Zoroark or Zorua in battle." 


"Huh, okay," Zekra said as she nodded to herself. "Well, | really 
wanna learn those abilities! They sound so awesome! Now | just 
need to find a Zoroark to teach me! Somewhere. Somehow." 


Blight didn't give a response. He adjusted his tongue scarf, raising it 
to cover his mouth more. 


"How do you know such information about Zoroark abilities?" Novus 
then asked the Greninja. 


"Because I've encountered Zoroark," Blight stated matter-of-factly. "I 
am a mercenary; | see many things throughout my travels." 


"That's still quite a bit of detailed information you hold on sucha 
species," Novus countered. "Especially on a species that | believe is 
not seen too often." 


The Greninja gave the Quilava a bland glance of indifference before 
bringing his attention back to what lay ahead. Novus continued to 
keep his eyes glued to the Greninja, as if waiting for something to be 
said, but Blight continued to remain silent. Terron was about to 
pester the Greninja, as Novus was asking a rather intriguing 
question, but he stopped himself short as he realized something. 


The cave had seemed to come to a stop. There were no more 
tunnels to venture through, nor were there any chambers. It was 
simply a spacious room with nothing but pillars of rock hanging from 
the ceiling and protruding out of the ground. Crystals, to be precise. 
There were numerous scattered throughout the chamber, all of them 
such vibrant colors that seemed to give off a dim glow, as if each of 
them had a tiny light within their mass. 


The group stopped as soon as they entered the crystal-filled area, 
marveling at the beautiful sight. Terron looked over at a small cluster 
of bright red stone, when he saw a small sack resting beside the 
rocks. Upon that sack's front was a sigil of six, leaf-like objects 
connecting at a center with three lines slashing through it in different 
directions. He immediately recognized it as a Mark of the Fellowship. 
Chrysalis's Fellowship mark, no doubt. Those leaf-like objects were 
shaped exactly like her wings. 


He eagerly rushed over to the bag and hastily undid the string tying it 
shut. He dumped the contents of the bag into his hand, wanting to 
see what item they had been tasked to obtain. He expected to find 
an orb of sorts from how heavy the bag felt. Much to his surprise, a 
dull, ordinary rock came tumbling out with a piece of parchment 
following behind it. There was a very elegant scrawl all over the 
paper, but he knew he couldn't read it, for it was written in footprint 


runes. He let out an irritated sigh, cursing himself for still not Knowing 
Shiron's written language. 


"Hey, Zekra," Terron called. "| need you to read this for me." 


The Zorua came bounding over with Blight and Novus not too far 
behind her. The adults stopped behind Terron while Zekra went over 
to his side and peered at the note. 


"What's this?" she asked. 


"It's the thing we were supposed to be looking for," Terron answered. 
"But, there isn't an item in here. Just this rock and this letter. So, can 
you read what it says?" 


Zekra nodded as she glanced at the top of the page. 


"'So | see that you made it this far,'" Zekra read in Chrysalis's voice. 
"Very good. Of course, | figured that you would have no trouble 
coming here. This cave is much less of a challenge than a Mystery 
Dungeon. | would have preferred to send you to a dungeon in all 
honesty, but | sadly cannot do that after certain events. What a pity. 
I'm fairly certain your competence would have been proven with 
much more ease in such a twisted domain. But | suppose there is no 
point in being wistful in this. I'm simply wasting ink space. 


™ You are probably wondering why there Is a rock in this sack, 
Judging that you have opened up this sack the second you found it. 
Well, | will tell you. This rock is supposed to trick you. The rock is not 
the item you're supposed to bring back to me. | simply told you that 
the item was already in the bag to see if you would actually check 
the bag, since the rock in there would no doubt fool you. But if you're 
reading this message, then you no doubt checked to make sure. 
Very good. Perhaps you're actually as competent as | wanted you to 
be. The crystals you see before you are what | actually want. 
Retrieve a crystal and bring it back to me. That is your new 
instruction. Have fun." 


"Well that was such a lovely message,” Terron deadpanned. "Tch, 
what a trick she tried to pull. Telling us that the item was there 
already when it really wasn't..." 


"She was measuring your competence," Novus said. "I'm sure she 
does that with every recruit she tests, even if it is a rather low tactic. 
Still, something about her message intrigues me. Her remarks about 
the dungeons were rather strange. What events prevent her from 
sending us to a dungeon?" 


"| believe it's better not to wonder,” Blight cut in before Terron could 
answer. "You were given an easier mission. | think that's all that 
matters." 


"Perhaps..." Novus replied. "But | Suppose it matters not like you 
said. Well Blight, can you retrieve one of the crystals for us? | believe 
your water stars will cut through the gems with ease." 


"Yes." 


The Greninja swiped a hand through the air, and not even a second 
later, the tip of the red crystal before them slid to the ground. A single 
throwing star was embedded into the distant wall behind the severed 
crystal. With a happy smile, Terron reached down and picked up the 
jewel before stuffing it into the sack. Then, he put the sack into his 
coat. 


"Alright you guys, looks like we'll have to go all the way back to the 
entrance to get out of here," Terron announced. "There sadly isn't an 
exit here. Would be cool if we had an Escape Orb since those work 
in places like this too, but we sadly don't have one of those." 


"Lame!" Zekra whined. 


" Anyway, let's get going back," Terron said, ignoring Zekra's remark. 
"We're done he-" 


" Grrryeeeh." 


Everyone looked over at Blight, finding that he was now crouched 
low to the ground, a dark glint in his narrowed eyes. He was still 
emitting the unnerving, croak-like noises. 


"Umm, Blight," Zekra said nervously. "What's wrong?" 
"Sable... eye," Blight hissed. 


Terron, Zekra, and Novus cautiously looked behind them at whatever 
Blight seemed to be glaring at. They were shocked to find three 
Sableye among the many clusters of crystal, their claws twitching. 
Thankfully for the team, none of the Sableye smiled. The ghost 
creatures didn't seem to relish the thought of seeing the startled 
team. 


"What are those things doing here?" Zekra asked as she snarled at 
the imps. 


"Sableye tend to eat gems, so they most likely live in this section of 
the cave," Novus answered. "And if | had to guess, they aren't 
exactly fond of others taking their crystals." 


"So in other words," Terron started to say, brandishing a club from 
his coat, "they're not going to let us leave until we give the crystal 
back." 


"Probably," Novus replied. 


Terron scowled. While he wasn't afraid of fighting these Sableye, 
seeing them did bring several unpleasant memories to his mind. 
Most of which were of course, about a certain Sableye he knew. 


Seems | can't really get away from thinking about you, Yimtri. Terron 
thought unpleasantly. Tch, you just couldn't tell the Fellowship the 
truth. You just couldn't. You're just letting them suffer just to save 
yourself. You're letting me and my friends suffer. | should have no 
reason to trust you. | should tell the Fellowship about Erebus and the 
Plagued Ones the second | get back to Chrysalis. 


Terron frowned harder as he watched one of the Sableye dash 
toward him, its soeed much slower than Terron had anticipated. It 
wasn't like the blur of movement Yimtri became whenever he was in 
combat. Terron clenched his grip around his club. 


So then why do | trust you? What have you done that gives me a 
good reason not to say anything to anyone? Why am | keeping your 
precious secret for you? 


Terron shook his thoughts way as the Sableye finally closed the 
distance. He pulled back his club to slam it into the thing only for 
Blight to appear between them. Blight leapt at the Sableye, his 
fingers becoming encased in the violet light as he snatched the little 
ghost up. Terron watched in horror as the Greninja slammed the feral 
into the ground and plunged his sharpened fingers into the creature. 
It was killed without a single sound. 


Terron, Novus, and Zekra watched in stunned silence as Blight's 
eyes flickered with a deep and powerful spite. They almost didn't 
think they were still looking at Blight and that instead, they were 
watching a demon that pretended to be the mercenary. 


The other two Sableye were quick to leap at the Greninja and ran 
toward him with claws poised to strike. Blight snapped his head back 
at the two ghosts and the fire in his eyes only seemed to grow. 


The next thing everybody knew, both of the Sableye were collapsed 
on the ground, unmoving. In-between Blight's fingers were several 
Water Shuriken. He glared at the defeated creatures as he made the 
throwing stars disappear. 


" Gryyyyeeeh," Blight continued to snarl. 


He remained where he was, eyeing the many crystals in the room. It 
was as though he was waiting for Sableye to appear. However, no 
more came. This didn't stop seem to change Blight's behavior. He 
continued to croak eerily as his fingers curled into the ground. 


"Blight... all the Sableye are gone now," Terron said cautiously. 
The Greninja's head snapped back at Terron. 


" They are," Blight stated. "But the one | want isn't here. That... 
Sableye isn't here..." 


Terron cringed as the Greninja got up and turned around to face the 
Cubone. Blight held up his hands, which were still coated in the light 
of Night Slash. He flexed them a few times as his eyes seemed to 
become wider. 


" You don't know what he's done," Blight said, his voice becoming 
more of a hiss with each passing second. "You don't know anything. 
You don't know what he did to me." 


The Greninja was suddenly right in front of the group, crouched at 
their level, glaring directly at Terron. 


" You don't know what my client did, but he needs to be found," 
Blight said. "He needs to DIE. | will find him. You'll see children. 
You will-" 


" Stop it!” 


Zekra leapt in front of Terron, as if to shield him from Blight's 
murderous stare. She wore a dark expression of her own, but it was 
less malevolent than the Greninja's. 


"Back off!" Zekra said with a snarl. "I don't know what's wrong with 
you, but stop it! Or else I'll make you! " 


Blight cast his glare upon Zekra, but her gaze didn't falter. Her eyes 
and fangs dimly glowed in the aqua light. 


Then, Blight's malicious expression went away, and was replaced 
with his typical blank one. He seemed to cringe before abruptly 
breaking off the stare and getting back to his feet. He quickly walked 
away from the group and stopped by the entrance of the chamber. 


"We should leave," Blight sooke, once again sounding composed. 
"We found what we need.” 


"| guess..." Zekra said unsurely, the bravado in her voice now gone. 
"But why were you being all weird just now?" 


"| don't know why,” Blight answered. 


"You don't know?" Zekra asked in disbelief. "What do you mean? 
You just randomly sound like that for no real reason?" 


The Greninja remained silent. He looked away from the group, 
bowing his head in what could only be assumed was shame. 


"Don't make me answer that question," he said quietly. "Though you 
are my clients, that is the one favor | ask of you. | ask for nothing 
else, except for you not to ask me that question." 


Zekra appeared at a loss of how to respond. She opened her mouth 
several times, but nothing came out. Terron nor Novus had much of 
a response either. 


"Come along. We're finished here," Blight then said. 


With some reluctance, the three Pokémon went over to the 
mercenary and together, they left the crystal-filled chamber. But even 
then, Team Vendetta made sure to stay a considerable distance 
away from the Greninja. 


Rekindled Dread 


X 
Chapter 41 


Rekindled Dread 


Team Vendetta and Blight left Oblivion Cavern after retrieving the 
crystal at the very bottom of the cave. It was a bit of a walk to go all 
the way through the place once more, but they found it wasn't that 
difficult of a task. There was hardly any resistance along the way. 
The most challenging part was when they had to once again 
navigate through the various web-infested chambers and even that 
was hardly considered much of a problem. 


By the time the four exited the cavern, it was the early afternoon. 
Novus sighed as he extinguished the fire burning upon his body. 
Though the Quilava appeared fine, Terron could see Novus panting 
shallowly. Keeping his fire alive for such a long, continuous time 
surely sapped away much of his energy. It didn't take Terron very 
long to decide what to do. 


"You guys want to take a little break before we head back?" Terron 
asked his companions. 


"No, we can go back to the Fellowship now," Novus replied. "There's 
no reason to wait." 


"But you look tired, Novus," Terron stated. "It's okay if we relax for a 
while. Really, it is." 


"I'm not tired,” Novus said with a more firm voice this time. "I'm fine. 
If Zekra feels the same as | do, then we can leave now. You don't 
need to worry about me." 


Terron was taken aback by remark, but he didn't give a retort. He 
knew that the Quilava's words weren't given out of harshness. With a 
low sigh, Terron pushed away his concerned thoughts and glanced 
over at Blight. The Greninja stood at quite a distance from the group, 
gazing off into the distance. Occasionally, his eyes wandered over to 
Terron for but a brief second before quickly looking away again. 


During the trip to get out of the cave, Blight hadn't said a single word. 
He didn't make any sort of eye contact with Team Vendetta and he 
certainly didn't help them with any feral Pokémon that attacked them 
along the way. Blight had completely avoided any sort of interactions 
with the team. Terron realized that this was because of the Sableye 
encounter at the bottom of the cave, as it had revealed a very 
disturbing problem that Blight had. Yet, despite how much it 
perplexed him, Terron and his friends didn't ask the Greninja what 
had happened to him. It was something they knew they weren't 
going to get an answer to. 


Terron felt that he had pondered enough in the troubling subject and 
glanced at Zekra. 


"If you're feeling alright, you want to fly us back to the Fellowship?" 
Terron then asked. 


"Yeah, | guess," Zekra said with a casual shrug. 


There was a bright light and then Zekra became a Skarmory. Terron 
stared up at her with an odd gaze. 


"Skarmory again, huh?" he asked curiously. 


"Yeah, | think it's faster than using Vantis's form," Zekra answered. 
"Little more exhausting, but | like it. Plus, | like how this form is 
covered in sharp metal and so indestructible. Every single part of me 
can slice things up so easily, even my own feathers! It's awesome!" 


"Yeah yeah," Terron scoffed. "Let's just get going." 


Zekra bent down and allowed the three Pokémon to climb onto her. 
And then, once they were comfortably seated upon her, she pushed 
off the ground and sped for the Fellowship. 


Several minutes later, the false Skarmory descended in front of the 
Nestati Fellowship. The second Zekra touched the ground, Terron 
leapt off her, not wanting to sit another minute on her. He shuddered 
a few times as Novus and Blight quietly crawled off Zekra, neither of 
them as shook up as the Cubone. 


"What's the matter?" Zekra asked Terron. 

"| felt like | was going to fall off the whole time," Terron said as he 
rubbed his sleeved arm. "Gah, your feathers are so slippery when 
they're nothing but metal.” 


"Well you should have sat in the front then," Zekra stated as she 
returned to her true form. "But nooo, you chose the middle." 


"Anywhere on you should have felt safe," he frowned. 

"Well then maybe next time, I'll just carry you with my beak," she 
grinned deviously. "Yeah, you'll be very safe that way. No way you 
can fall off when I'm constantly holding you by the back of your coat. 
How does that sound?" 


"| say that you wouldn't even be able to accomplish that," he shot 
back. 


"What's that supposed to imply?!" 
"Exactly what you think it means." 
Zekra seemed to fume in response. Terron chuckled under his 


breath before looking toward the entrance of the Fellowship. There 
didn't seem to be many Pokémon wandering about, but that was to 


be expected for the current time of day. Everyone was probably out 
on missions right now. 


He reached into his pocket and pulled out the sack with the crystal 
within it. He dumped the gem into his hand, feeling its smooth 
surface rub up against his scaly hand. There was only one thing left 
to do now. 


"This is it you guys," Terron said as he turned to face his 
companions. "We're finally going to become members again. We're 
going to reach a huge milestone in just a few minutes." 


"It's about time!" Zekra said with a gleeful smile. "Ugh, hated doing 
nothing for so long." 


"Heh well that's no longer a worry," Terron assured her. "From this 
moment on, we're going to be doing a lot of things. And if things do 
go right, then we're going to be making a lot more milestones soon." 


"Hopefully," Novus then said. "But | believe we've wasted enough 
time. I'm rather eager to receive my membership." 


"Alright then. Well let's-" 


"You three can be re-admitted to the Fellowship by yourselves. I'm 
not coming with you." 


Terron, Zekra, and Novus looked over at the Blight, finding itto bea 
bit of shock to hear him finally soeak. He was staring straight at the 
team, though his eyes would occasionally wander away from them. 


"What are you talking about?" Terron asked. 


"It's exactly as | said," Blight answered simply. "| don't need to come 
with you. | have no reason to receive the mark and the leader knows 
why I'm working with you three. She doesn't need to mark me when 

she knows | will leave you in due time." 


"I'm pretty sure you still need the mark, even if you're a temporary 
member," Terron stated. 


"No, you don't,” Blight replied. "I've been a temporary member 
before. You don't need one. Was one for three months. Three 
months of... greeyh. " 


The Greninja shook his head and firmly pressed a hand into his 
temple. 


"| don't need a mark," Blight stated once again. "I'm not going to 
argue this point further." 


Terron frowned in disappointment. He really shouldn't have been 
surprised by Blight's stubbornness, but even still, he couldn't help but 
become irritated by it. 


"Well, what are you going to do while we get marked?" Zekra then 
asked the mercenary. "Are you just going to wait outside for us or 
something?" 


"Actually, I'm going to leave you three alone for the rest of the day," 
Blight said. 


The smaller Pokemon continued to stare at the Greninja, their eyes 
growing wider as their mouths opened. Blight only returned their 
stunned gazes with a persona of disinterest. There was nothing but 
silence between the four Pokémon. 


"Why...?" Zekra managed to ask. 


"Because you three are obviously not going to be doing anything 
important until tomorrow," Blight answered. "You won't need me 
around. So | see no reason to babysit you three when you aren't in 
any immediate danger." 


"But this whole time you were practically babysitting us!" Zekra 
called out. "We didn't do anything yesterday, and you still stuck 


around! | mean, | don't like being constantly watched over, but still! 
It's kinda nice having you around, knowing that we've got some help 
if things go wrong. Why the sudden change? Is it because of what 
happened in that cave?" 


The light in Blight's eyes seemed to dim as he gave her a long stare. 
Zekra's ears flattened against her head when she saw this. 


"It was really that big of a deal?" she asked more quietly this time. 


Blight turned away from her and the others as he crossed his arms 
over his chest. 


"I'll see you three tomorrow morning," he stated. "I'll find you 
somehow." 


And without even waiting for a response, the Greninja walked away, 
quickly turning into a blur in the distance. Terron, Zekra, and Novus 
stood there, staring absently in the direction where Blight left. 


"So, |am assuming you managed to retrieve the item?" Chrysalis 
asked Team Vendetta minutes later. 


The three stood in the leader's room, having gone inside the 
Fellowship after Blight had left the team to themselves. It had taken 
them a moment or two to process what had just happened, but once 
they had, they were quick to go about their day. And so, they now 
stood before her, ready to receive their membership. 


Terron nodded as he reached into his pocket and pulled out the sack 
with her symbol upon it. He dumped the crystal into his paw and 
presented it to her with a small smile. 


"Ah, So you saw my note," Chrysalis said, sounding somewhat 
impressed. "| wondered if you would actually see that. It tends to 
deceive many Pokémon. You really are sharper than others, despite 


your age. | must say | am rather surprised. | surely thought you 
would not see the note until it was too late." 


"Thanks," Terron said, trying his best not to sound curt. 


Chrysalis seemed to smile as she quietly rose from her seat with the 
aid of her six wings. She went behind her throne and came back a 
moment later with a small basket held by her mouth. She stopped 
before Team Vendetta and set the basket down. The three peered 
into it and found a small pile of red, oval-shaped berries. 


"Each of you take a bite out of one," Chrysalis instructed. "Except 
you, Quilava." 


The team cast each other a quick glance, but did as they were told. 
The berry had a rather spicy flavor that Terron found quite enjoyable, 
but it was ruined by the rough texture of the berry. It felt like chewing 
on sandpaper. He coughed as he swallowed the fruit down. 


Zekra had a similar reaction, though she actually smiled after she 
finished her berry. She clearly did not mind the texture. 


"Wait, | recognize these berries," Novus then said as he peered into 
the basket. "These berries are Occa berries. Why are you giving 
these to Terron and Zekra?" 


"To make the marking process as painless as possible," Chrysalis 
answered. 


"Wait, what?" Zekra asked, backpedaling at the remark. 


Chrysalis's wings glowed with an ethereal brightness that rivaled that 
of the sun. Terron and Zekra squinted their eyes as they watched 
flaming, petal-shaped objects flow out of her wings and circle about 
her. Then, with a single flap of her wings, the fiery projectiles sped at 
the team. 


Team Vendetta didn't have a moment to react. One second, the fire 
was closing in on them with the speed of a bullet. Then in the next 
second, a searing pain ate away at their flesh. Terron clutched the 
back of his left paw, finding that was where the burn stung most. He 
held back tears as he glared at Chrysalis. 


"What was that for?!" he cried. 


"| already stated the reason, Cubone," Chrysalis scoffed as she sat 
down in her seat. "But | will repeat it again; | marked you. You have 
my sigil upon you now. Do you understand?" 


Terron stared at her for a moment longer before glancing down at his 
paw. He slowly removed his hand from the burnt spot to find that 
sure enough, there was a mark on him now. It was the very same 
mark that he had seen on the bag within Oblivion Cavern. It was 
completely burned into his scaly flesh, its dark red coloring 
contrasting quite well to his usual brown. 


He had to resist the urge to touch the burn. He glanced over at his 
teammates to find that they too were also marked, but in different 
areas. Zekra had the sigil seared into the side of her front leg while 
Novus had the mark just below his neck. Out of the three of them, 
Novus seemed to be taking the pain the best, as he wasn't cringing 
or trembling as Zekra was. He simply kept his gaze upon Chrysalis 
as grey wisps streamed from his sigil. 


"Using Occa berries to decrease the effectiveness of your fire, | see," 
Novus stated. "How interesting. Still, why burn your members? Why 
not try a less painful tactic?" 


"You mean such as taking temporary control of your mind like your 
previous Fellowship did?" Chrysalis asked. "Well, | simply prefer my 
way. Besides, it appears rather different than the other Fellowship 
marks, does it not? Do the others appear as though they have been 
burned upon their bodies?" 


"Perhaps not," he replied. 


The Volcarona brought her glance over to Terron and Zekra, who 
were now only faintly grimacing. 


"SO, congratulations. You three are now a part of my Fellowship," 
she then spoke. "| assume that your mercenary did not want to gain 
my membership?" 


"No, he said he didn't need it," Terron answered. "Said it wasn't 
necessary for just a temporary member." 


"Well, he is quite right," Chrysalis said. "| do not take anyone who will 
be working for me for such a short time. | expect my members to 
follow under my rules for several years, perhaps even their entire 
lives. So it is rather fine if he is not here. He is a special exception to 
my rule." 


Her eyes seemed to darken as she locked gazes with Terron. 


"But, | can trust that you three will be working for me for a much 
longer time than he will, correct?" 


"Yes, of course," Terron said with a quick nod. 


Chrysalis continued to glare at the Cubone, saying nothing. Terron 
returned the gaze, doing his best to appear stoic and not shudder at 
her cold stare. She seemed to smile, satisfied with his answer. 


"Very good," she said. "Now tell me, my newest members, what are 
your names and what would you like your team to be called?" 


"I'm Terron, the leader,” the Cubone said as he gestured to his 
friends with a hand. "And these two are Zekra and Novus. We're 
Team Vendetta." 

"| assume that was your former team name?" Chrysalis asked. 


"Yeah, it was," Terron answered hesitantly. 


"So you three fight to satisfy your craving for revenge? Is that so? 
Such a typical motivation | see among teams,” she scoffed. "I 
thought you three would have a much more unique reason than to 
fulfill your rage at whatever the Plagued Ones did to you." 


Terron forced himself to keep his mouth shut. He nearly had to bite 
down on his tongue just to keep quiet. 


"But, | Suppose it does not matter," Chrysalis shrugged. "You three 
are now Team Vendetta in my Fellowship. | am sure you must feel so 
proud of yourself." 


"Yeah! Thank you for letting us join!" Zekra smiled. 


"Yes, of course," she said dismissively. "Now run along. You no 
longer have any business here." 


"But what about our rooms?" Zekra asked. "Aren't you going to show 
us where they are?" 


"| will have someone take you to your new rooms later. Come back 
in about an hour or two while | try to figure out where to place you. 
For now, why not go find a mission for tomorrow? That will surely 
occupy your time." 


Zekra opened her mouth to say something, but then shut it when she 
realized that there was nothing to say. She frowned before turning 
around and heading out the door. Terron and Novus followed close 
behind and soon, the three left the room and came to the edge of the 
platform high above the rest of the Fellowship. 


"| think /'// take us down there," Zekra said before Terron could even 
look at the bug-types sitting on the webs near them. "It's a lot faster 


anyway." 


Terron chuckled at her repugnance to the bugs, causing Zekra to 
scowl. Yet she didn't give a retort. She let out a loud sigh as she 
instantly changed into a Flygon, much to Terron's delight. The 


Cubone and Novus climbed onto her back and once they settled 
onto her, she dove straight for the lower reaches of the Fellowship 
base. 


When the three came to the lowest floor of the base, they then 
circled about the area, trying to find the Bulletin Board that held their 
sought missions. It took some time to wander about the massive 
halls that filled the vicinity, but they eventually found it posted to a 
wall with a large map of Shiron plastered right beside it. There were 
only a couple of Pokémon in the area who were mostly eyeing the 
map and pointing out various locations on it. 


Zekra landed in front of the large board and peered at the many 
papers pinned into it. Terron and Novus crawled off her and also set 
their sights on the missions. 


"Yep, it's still got the same old jobs," Zekra said as she changed 
back to normal. "Same old jobs that never seem to change, though 
there seem to be a lot more missing Pokémon last | checked. Huh, 
wonder why that is." 


"Don't know," Terron shrugged. 


"Yeah, me neither. And hey, do you think we should go for an 'A' rank 
job?" Zekra then asked. "Or how about 'S' rank? Yeah, like we can 
do this one where we need to go capture some random Scizor 
criminal. That would be awesome . All those powers | can copy..." 


A devious grin broke out on her face while her eyes flickered dimly 
with a blue light. Terron only glanced at for her a moment with a dull 
gaze before looking back at the board. 


"Probably whatever mission is the quickest, like a 'D' rank one," 
Terron replied. "Remember, we're not here because we want to be 
the best ranked team ever. We're here to find out information. If we 
just get a short mission, then we can have a lot more free time to go 
wander around here and find what we need. | really don't think that 
capturing criminals is going to be a short mission." 


"Well you don't know that," Zekra countered. "| mean, if we're strong 
enough then that criminal will go down in about five seconds! Fastest 
mission ever! Plus, admit it; you don't wanna be stuck doing such 
wimpy missions either. Go on, admit it." 


"I'd rather do wimpy missions than do awesome ones when I've got 
something very important to look for," he said blandly. 


"That's a lie and you-" 
“There are no Mystery Dungeons in any of these missions." 


Zekra and Terron ceased their bickering and turned their attention to 
Novus. He was gazing up at the board with a suspicious frown and 
tapped a foot against the ground repeatedly. 


"What?" Terron asked oddly. 


"None of these missions involve entering Mystery Dungeons," Novus 
stated again. "Every other type of assignment | can think of is on this 
board, but not a single one mentions exploring a Mystery Dungeon. 
That is, unless the missions the Fellowship normally put up don't 
state if such a place is a dungeon." 


"You have to be joking," Zekra said with a shake of her head. "They 
always have dungeon missions and say that the place is a dungeon. 
| mean, they're so easy to get lost in! Maybe you're just seeing things 
wrong." 


"Am |?" he asked indifferently. 


Zekra glared up at the dozens of mission papers, browsing through 
them as quickly as possible. With each paper she read, her frown 
grew increasingly grim. 


"You're right," Zekra muttered. "None of them have any dungeons on 
them. But why? Why get rid of them? Or did they just forget to put 
that some of these places are dungeons?" 


"Something really isn't right here, you guys," Terron interjected. "You 
don't just forget to put that kind of stuff down when you're labeling 
places and you don't just get rid of dungeons entirely from your 
missions." 


"So then what do you suspect is happening?" Novus then asked. 


"| don't know," he answered quietly. "I just don't. | mean, they don't 
know about what's really going on in dungeons, do they? We never 
told anyone about what we know and | really, really doubt that Yimtri 
said anything. And Vantis never would have said anything either..." 


Terron's eyes grew as something else came to mind. 


"What if they're purposely leaving out the fact that the place is a 
Mystery Dungeon?" Terron wondered. "What if all those places are 
dungeons, but the Fellowship didn't write that down?" 


"| really do not think that's what happened," Novus stated. "Because 
even if it did, the members would still know if the vicinities were 
Mystery Dungeons. I'm fairly certain that the members have been 
working in the Fellowship for a long enough time to know quite a few 
of the dungeons. They would have caught on and no doubt 
questioned Madam Chrysalis." 


"But then how else do you explain what happened?" he asked. 
"What other reason is there?" 


Novus cast the Cubone a long stare before his eyes wandered to the 
ground. He let out a short breath as he pondered. 


"Tear? Novus? I... | really think you guys should look at this mission | 
just found." 


The two looked over at Zekra to find that she was now facing them. 
Set on the ground in front of her was a single piece of paper she had 
just ripped off the bulletin. Her eyes were wide and she seemed ata 


complete loss for words. Novus stared down at the writing, glancing 
through it briefly. 


"... SO they know," Novus said simply. 
"What are you two talking about?" Terron asked with grit teeth. 


"Tear, this mission," Zekra began with a grimace, "it's asking for help 
to destroy Erebus Woods." 


Everything around Terron seemed to freeze as the last two words of 
her statement echoed in his mind. He couldn't hear anything else 
except those words and the implications that followed. But surely he 
had misheard Zekra. Surely there had to be a misunderstanding. 
The Fellowship didn't know anything about the nightmarish abyss 
where Erebus dwelled. He and his team had never told anyone the 
awful truth about that horrifying forest. 


Terron stared at Zekra with a blank gaze, waiting to see if she would 
correct herself. Waiting to see if she had anything more to say. She 
returned the stare, shifting uncomfortably in place. Terron glanced 
over at Novus and found that he was still reading through the 
mission, as if to uncover any information he might have overlooked. 
Even still, his gaze was solemn. 


And in that moment, Terron realized there was no misunderstanding. 
There was indeed a mission that said to obliterate the wretched 
dungeon. 


Terron swiped the paper off the floor, making Novus flinch. He stuffed 
it into his pocket and looked over at his teammates. 


"We're going to see Chrysalis," he said. "Right now." 
"Why?" Zekra asked. 


“Because | want to know what's going on," he answered gravely. 
"So, if you will Zekra. Take us to her." 


Zekra blinked a few times, staring at Terron with an uneasy 
expression. However, she did as asked and became a Skarmory 
with a flash of violet light. Terron didn't even bother to comment on 
how he wished she had chosen another form. He jumped onto her 
and wrapped his arms around her neck, Novus sitting down right 
behind him. 


The false Skarmory leapt off the ground and swiftly made her way 
through the Fellowship, making many sharp turns along the way. 
Terron only frowned with each swerve and clung tighter to her while 
keeping a hold on Novus, saying nothing. He wouldn't complain if 
her current form was the fastest she had. His heart thudded painfully 
in his chest and he knew it wasn't from the many times he felt he 
would fly off Zekra. 


Minutes later, Zekra brought the three of them to the entrance 
Chrysalis's room. The moment they touched the ground and Zekra 
returned to her Zorua form, a familiar Shedinja came out of the wall 
and stopped before them. It shook its head. 


"It's you three again,” it droned. "Why are you here? You're not 
supposed to be here for at least another forty minutes." 


"We need to talk to your leader about a mission," Terron answered 
through grit teeth. 


"Is that so? You cannot simply wait?" the Shedinja asked. "You 
cannot wait to ask about your first trivial mission to this Fellowship?" 


"It's important," he growled. "Just ask her if she can see us." 

The ghost glared deeper into Terron's eyes, leaning forward as it did 
so. Then, it slowly drifted away from the group and headed towards 
the doors that stood between the team and Chrysalis. 


"Very impatient | see. Well how about we show Madam Chrysalis just 
how much you wish to see her? I'm quite sure she will be very happy 


to see how much you wish to barge into her room when she told you 
otherwise.” 


Terron curled up a paw and scowled irritably, but went forward with 
his teammates. The Shedinja opened the doors and allowed the 
three to enter inside before shutting the door right behind them. They 
found Chrysalis was still sitting upon her throne, though appearing 
rather aggravated to have company once more. The Shedinja went 
ahead of the group and came to a halt before the Volcarona. 


"Madam Chrysalis, I'm afraid your new members would like to have 
a word with you about something," the ghost said with a sneer as it 
glared back at Team Vendetta. "They insisted on seeing you right 
this moment." 


"So | see," Chrysalis stated blandly. "Very well, you can leave. Let 
me see what these three have to say that is of such importance." 


The Shedinja gave a short bow of its head before disappearing 
through the doors. Team Vendetta came to a stop once they were a 
few feet away from the leader. She tilted her head to the side and 
her wings flexed in place. She released a loud sigh. 


"Why are you here again, Team Vendetta?" she asked. "! believe | 
told you not to return for quite a while." 


Terron reached into his coat and pulled out the crumpled-up 
assignment. He held it up to her, his eyes becoming dark from 
behind his mask. 


"Why do you want to destroy Erebus Woods?" he asked seriously. 
"What's going on there?" 


Chrysalis's eyes glazed over and her wings became frozen in place. 
But, her stupor was quick to pass. She sat up in her seat and 
became collected once again not even a moment later. 


"Ah, that is why you three do not know. Of course," Chrysalis said 
thoughtfully. "You have lost all contact with the Fellowships for a 
month. Well, let me enlighten you of what has happened while you 
were cast out of the Fellowship. You see, Erebus Woods is a 
Mystery Dungeon that resides near the Dusk Mines Fellowship. It is 
a very special dungeon in that it seems to produce evolution stones. 
With those stones so rare, it is only natural that we find that dungeon 
to be of such value and for so long, the Dusk Mines Fellowship has 
ventured into its depths and provided us with its seemingly endless 


supply. 


"But just a couple of weeks ago, | was told of rather alarming news. 
As it turns out, Erebus Woods is home to a monstrous creature 
named Erebus that has the ability to turn others into Plagued Ones 
and every single Dusk Mines member was infected by this creature. 
They are all ‘plagued’ as some prefer to call the process and will 
become Plagued Ones in just a matter of time." 


Team Vendetta became very stiff, yet could feel their legs trembling 
as their eyes remained frozen open. Their breath caught in their 
throats. 


"Yes, very troubling information, is it not?" Chrysalis asked. "Figured 
you would become so stunned. You three do not exactly seem like 
the types who can handle such morbid information. But | am not 
quite finished for you sadly. For you see, after | was told this, 
someone issued an order to eliminate all of Dusk Mines in order to 
prevent their transformation from continuing. Yet when a group of 
Pokémon went to take care of the task, they found that everyone 
within that Fellowship was gone. The entire Dusk Mines Fellowship 
was completely abandoned. So now, we have hundreds of plagued 
Pokémon running about Shiron, who will no doubt plague you if they 
truly feel so or if Erebus makes them do so, since | was told it 
controls them. So as all the Fellowships search for everyone in Dusk 
Mines, the Oracion Fellowship has been taking their time to destroy 
Erebus Woods. That is what that mission is for; to help them put an 
end to this nightmare." 


Terron felt very sick to his stomach. All he wanted to do more than 
anything was to leave the room and pretend he hadn't heard any of 
the information. There were many details about Chrysalis's words 
that shook him at the moment. But, there was only one that seemed 
to have been driven directly into his core and filled him with the most 
dread. 


Dusk Mines was no doubt on a hunt for Team Vendetta, a certain 
Sableye leading them, completely fueled by malice. Terron didn't 
know why this thought disturbed him the most, but imagining Yimtri's 
followers chasing him and his friends across every corner of Shiron 
caused him to tremble greatly. 


Terron pressed his helmet into his face, trying to stifle the terror filling 
him. He couldn't think about this now. Not when Chrysalis was right 
there. Thankfully, his persona granted him his wish. He released a 
low sigh as the fear in his heart left him. 


"So does that thing going on in those woods have to do with the lack 
of dungeon missions?" Terron asked. 


"Yes, it does," Chrysalis answered. "There has been a theory that 
you can become a Plagued One if you venture into other Mystery 
Dungeons as well. We do not know for sure, but it is a precaution all 
of the Fellowships are supposed to take to prevent our own 
members from becoming plagued." 


"Who gave out the order to kill everyone in Dusk Mines?" Terron 
then asked. 


"| believe that would have been the Pledge Mountain Fellowship 
leaders," she answered. 


"And who told them about Erebus Woods?" he then asked. 


"| am afraid | do not know that," she answered with shrug. "| was 
never told of who it was. Though | suppose the Oracion Fellowship 
might know since they seem to have the task of destroying Erebus 


Woods. Perhaps they were told something that | was not. Everything 
in the Fellowship became very muddled after this horrifying truth 
became known. So | cannot really say." 


Terron frowned as he glanced at the mission clenched in his hand. 
He took in a deep breath as he crumpled up the paper in his fist and 
shoved it back into his coat. 


"Are the leaders of the Oracion Fellowship at Erebus Woods right 
now?" he asked. 


"Yes, one of them is supervising all the members there," Chrysalis 
said. 


Zekra and Novus shot Terron horrified glances, seeing where his 
thought process was going. But Terron didn't pay them any mind. He 
knew what needed to be done. 


"We'll take the Erebus Woods mission as our first mission of your 
Fellowship," he announced. 


"But Tear-" 


"And | have no objections to that," Chrysalis cut in. "Seems to be a 
mission that exceeds your current competence from what | can tell, 
but you can do as you please. Do you want me to arrange for one of 
my members to fly you there in the morning?" 


"No, Zekra can take us there," Terron stated. "She's got some pretty 
fast forms that'll get us there in no time." 


"Very well then," she shrugged. "Enjoy your mission. Though, | do 
have a warning; do not let Erebus taint you with its influence. 
Because if you come back to me and you have been plagued... do 
not think you can hide that from me. | will Know and | do not exactly 
tolerate plagued members. Do you understand what | am saying?" 


Chrysalis cast Terron an icy, penetrating gaze that almost made him 
flinch. Terron took in deep breath and closed his eyes for a moment. 


"Yes, we understand," Terron said. 


"Good. Well then, | will see you three in an hour to give you an 
escort to your rooms." 


Terron nodded and then turned on his heels and headed out of the 
room, not looking back as his teammates wearily followed behind 
him. 


"You're insane, Tear! We can't just go back to Erebus Woods! What's 
wrong with you?!" 


Terron, Zekra, and Novus stood outside of the Fellowship base 
minutes later, hiding in the very back where hopefully no one would 
find them. Terron leaned against the stone wall of the castle, 
observing the glances of his two friends. Both seemed to share the 
same dumbfounded expression, yet Novus at least attempted to 
seem composed. The same could not be said for Zekra. 


"Do you know what'll happen to us if we go back?" Zekra went on. 
"We'll just get worse! And | don't know about you, but | do not want 
that voice talking in my head some more! Hearing it just that one 
time was bad enough! Not to mention what else might happen..." 


"Terron, | agree with Zekra on this one," Novus spoke uneasily. "| 
think | understand your reasoning for wanting to go, but still. It might 
not be worth the risk. | truly do not want to see you and Zekra 
worsen in your conditions." 


The Cubone stuffed his paws into his pockets as he released a low 
sigh. The dread he had suppressed was coming back again. He had 
only temporarily fought it off. He pushed down on his mask with a 
hand, once again feeling the anxiety drown under the influence of his 
persona. He didn't want to deal with the fear. He needed to be a 


leader right now and as far as he knew, leaders didn't let fear 
consume them. 


"| know that going to Erebus Woods isn't exactly a great idea," 
Terron confessed. "! know the risks and | don't want to get worse 
myself. Not when my inner Plagued One is already pretending to be 
my voice of reason." 


Zekra and Novus cringed at the remark, but Terron didn't stop. Even 
with his own unease crawling back into his heart, he forced himself 
to keep going. 


" But there's information we need at Erebus Woods. And what's the 
next step of the plan we're all trying to follow? It's to get information 
about the Fellowship. The Fellowship somehow knows about Erebus 
now when none of us said anything? Something isn't right. We need 
to go investigate that as much as we can. It's our first lead into 
whatever's going on with the Fellowship and we really can't let that 
Opportunity escape from us." 


"But is it really worth the possibility of getting even more plagued?" 
Zekra asked. "Is getting answers you might not even find worth it? | 
mean, | wanna follow our plan too, but your idea is really, really 
dangerous. We might be okay, but what if we have to go inside the 
woods or if Erebus somehow starts controlling us? " 


Terron didn't want to answer that question. His heart thudded loudly 
at the thought of being plagued further. He didn't want to imagine 
how he would be if he became worse. He didn't want to imagine that 
he would become just like Yimtri and have his plagued self take over 
him so easily. He especially didn't want that happening to his friends. 
He would have rather died than watch them become twisted versions 
of their former selves. 


But Terron knew what his answer was and didn't hesitate. 


"lf it brings us closer to stopping the Plagued Ones, then yes. We're 
going to Erebus Woods. No matter what." 


Zekra sighed and lowered her gaze. 
"So that's your decision," she muttered. 
"Yeah, it is," he said, not letting his voice waver. 


The Zorua let out yet another quiet sigh. Novus glanced over at her 
for a moment before looking back at Terron. 


"Because you are our leader, | will follow you," the Quilava stated. 
"But, | want you to promise me something in return." 


"And what would that be?" Terron asked. 


"Assure me that you will put all of your effort into preventing a 
catastrophe from striking us," Novus said gravely. "If 1 go with you, 
you need to swear that you will do everything in your power to keep 
us Safe. | know that perhaps that responsibility should fall upon me 
because | am not plagued, but | feel you should have it, for you are 
our leader. | would like to have faith in that." 


Terron nodded slowly, finding that was the only way he could 
respond. Novus gave a nod of his own in return. 


“Thank you," Novus said. 


"And since you're my friend and you've been a good leader before, 
I'll follow you too," Zekra then said as she walked up to the Cubone 
and stopped in front of him. "I mean, I'd really like to do something 
else instead, but if this really does get us answers like you're 
saying..." 


"It will," Terron assured. "We'll be okay. I'll make sure nothing 
happens to us." 


"If you say so," Zekra said with a defeated sigh. "I just hope you're 
right, Tear. | really do." 


Terron smiled gently as he wrapped his arms around Zekra. She 
tried to pull away at first, but eventually relaxed when she realized 
how comforting the hug was. She buried her head into his coat and 
sighed. Terron continued to hold her close as he caressed the back 
of her head. 


"Everything will be okay. | promise." 


And yet even after Terron told her this, the dread in his heart 
rekindled. It didn't fade away. 


To Repay You 


X 
Chapter 42 


To Repay You 


"| find it somewhat amusing that we are leaving this Fellowship so 
soon despite the large effort we put into joining such Fellowship." 


Novus chuckled as he, Terron, and Zekra walked out of the 
Fellowship base the next dawn. From what they had calculated, it 
would take the rest of the day to arrive at Erebus Woods. Flying 
thousands of miles, even when using Zekra's swiftest form, would 
take at least a dozen hours to reach. It was best if they left as early 
as possible. 


"Well, our goal is to get information," Terron said with a shrug. "So 
it's just what we need to do. Honestly I'm just thankful we're moving 
so quickly. And hey, we might find ourselves back here after this is all 
over, if we don't get the answers we need. Hopefully that won't be 
the case." 


"Yes, hopefully," Novus replied. 


Stepping into the sunlight, the team paused to admire the morning 
sky. A thin blanket of clouds heralded the dawning sun, streaked with 
shades of orange and red as they fanned the rays of light upon the 
retreating darkness, chasing it away further with every passing 
moment. A speck of the sun peeked over the horizon, its light glinting 
upon the river's surface. 


"| really hope this isn't the last sunrise we see," Zekra uttered to 
herself. 


Terron looked over at Zekra to find that she wasn't watching the 
sunrise. Instead, she was glancing at her feet, wearing a troubled 
frown. It didn't take very long for Terron to understand what was 
going through her mind. It seemed that a night's rest had not cured 
her of her dread. Though his own unease crept its way through his 
heart as he thought, he refused to let it weaken the assuring smile 
he gave the Zorua. 


"We'll be okay," he said. "And hey, maybe we won't even have to go 
into Erebus Woods. Maybe we can accomplish the mission from the 
outside." 


"Yeah, right," Zekra bitterly replied. "The forest grabs you and pulls 
you in, remember? If we're going to be doing something to Erebus 
Woods, I'm sure we're going in. There's no other way it's gonna 
happen. And we're going to end up as monsters. Just like everyone 
else | ever Knew. And | don't want to be a monster..." 


"You'll be fine, Zekra," Terron said yet again. "I promise, you will. | 
won't let anything happen to you. That plagued part of you isn't going 
to get worse." 


"Really?" Zekra replied flatly, staring straight at the ground and 
yanking a tuft of grass from the ground with her paws. "Is that what 
your voice of reason is telling you?" 


Terron didn't quite know how to answer that. He grasped for a reply, 
but fell into silence instead. 


"| wonder what is keeping that Greninja," Novus replied, breaking the 
awkward silence. "He's the only thing keeping us from leaving. Ah, it 
is rather tiresome to have to tolerate his disappearances in the 
morning, never knowing when he will return. Speaking of which, | 
have been thinking about his behavior yesterday. It was rather... 
disturbing, in all honesty. | am sure you know what I'm talking about." 


"Yeah, it really was," Terron said reluctantly. "| mean, he pretty much 
Snapped the second he saw those Sableye. | really thought he was 


going to attack us after he was done slaughtering those things." 
Novus's frown grew deeper. 


"The Sableye the mercenary insisted on killing... he was referring to 
the plagued Sableye, wasn't he?" he then asked. 


"| think so," Terron nodded. "Can't think of any other Sableye he'd be 
talking about." 


"Hmm, | wonder what the plagued Sableye did to him," Novus 
pondered. "| have seen many Pokémon who have held such 
powerful grudges against others, but it seemed the mercenary took 
one step above and beyond petty vengeance. When he was but 
reminded of the Sableye's existence, he seemed to completely lose 
all rationality and revert to some primal state. He demonstrated a 
bloodlust rivaling that of the Plagued Ones, even. | cannot help but 
wonder... what could have possibly happened that could cause 
someone to become like that? What could the Sableye have possibly 
done to trigger such a reaction?" 


"I'm afraid you won't be finding the answer." 


Terron, Novus, and Zekra jumped back at the sound of the familiar 
voice. They found a familiar Greninja standing nearby, his arms 
crossed over his chest and goggles over his eyes. He didn't seem 
the least bit concerned about their gossip, but that didn't stop Terron 
and Novus from shirking away from Blight. He paid them no mind 
and kept his eyes on Zekra. 


"Oh hey Blight, you're back," Zekra said, her voice now somewhat 
more lively. "We were waiting for you So we can go on our mission." 


"And you were also discussing that which | asked you never to 
mention again," Blight stated indifferently. 


"Well, they were, yeah," she admitted awkwardly. "But | wasn't, So 
yeah..." 


The Greninja glanced at the two remaining members of the team. 
They didn't say anything and averted their gazes from the Greninja. 
They couldn't tell whether he was angered or upset since his eyes 
were obscured behind the black lenses. Yet, that didn't stop them 
from turning away. They could feel his gaze boring into them and it 
sent a shudder down their spines. 


"What is today's mission?" Blight asked as he looked back at Zekra. 


Zekra's smile immediately became a frown. She too looked away 
from the Greninja. 


"We're... going to Dusk Mines to get some information we need," 
she answered. 


Blight became very still. Though his eyes were hidden behind his 
goggles, Zekra knew his eyes were frozen wide. He dug his fingers 
into his arms. 


"Why... do you want to go there?" Blight asked. 


"To get some information," Zekra answered, awkwardly repeating 
herself. "You know, the information we said we've been looking for. 
We heard it might be there." 


"Whatever happened to simply investigating the Fellowship you're 
currently in?" he asked. 


"We were going to do that, but Tear thinks that it's over at Dusk 
Mines," she replied. "And well, | trust him, so we're doing that. We're 
not doing too much, though. Just sort of doing a little errand there for 
the other Fellowship there and stuff." 


"You're not going... inside the forest?" he then asked, shivering for a 
brief moment. 


Terron bit his tongue, knowing exactly what forest Blight referred to. 
Some part of him had hoped the Greninja would have had no prior 


knowledge of the place. 


"Hopefully no. Hopefully," Zekra said with some unease. "Why do 
you ask?" 


Blight turned away from Zekra and glanced out at the horizon. The 
sun had almost completely risen into the sky. He stared at it fora 
while longer in silence before releasing a long sigh. 


"I'm afraid... that is unacceptable," Blight said sternly. 
The silence was deafening. Terron felt his heart stop for a moment. 
"What?" he shot back, masking his own frailty. "What did you say?" 


“Unacceptable,” Blight said again, as though reluctant to speak the 
word. "| draw the line here. When | agreed to follow you, | set my 
condition very clearly that | would enter no dungeons. If Erebus 
Woods is your destination, the place you believe your answers exist, 
| hereby end my agreement to help you find said answers. | will have 
nothing else to do with you, or with that wretched place." 


"But... we might not even go in," Zekra pleaded, horrified at the 
mercenary's sudden reaction. "And even if we do, we won't take you 
with us. Promise. You won't have to go in." 


"| will have nothing do to with that wretched forest," he said 
forcefully, drawing nearer to Terron. "That, of all places, | will never 
lay eyes upon again. | will never stand within ten miles of that place." 


"| thought your services were paid for, mercenary," Novus interjected 
coldly. "You said so yourself. You do not administer refunds, and you 
do not abandon your tasks. Whatever happened to your agreement 
to-" 


"Speak the name of that place once more, and there are no 
agreements, no contracts," the ninja growled in a manner Terron had 
never heard before. "You can disregard anything | have ever said to 


you. You can expect no further loyalty or protection from me. You will 
never see me again . If that is where you truly wish to go, | will not 
follow." 


Terron stared up into the Greninja's obscured eyes, gritting his teeth 
in frustration as he searched for something to say to the mercenary, 
or even to his own friends. 


"Your call," Blight replied, speaking down to him. "Tell me your 
answer. Tell me if | will need to leave you and search for another 
client." 


"| will," Terron replied with fake confidence. "But first | think | will 
need a word with my team." 


The Greninja turned a blind eye as the startled team congregated on 
the opposite side of a nearby cocoon-house. 


"We can't let him leave, Tear!" Zekra insisted immediately. "We've 
got to make him stay with us somehow." 


"| know, he shouldn't be leaving," Terron growled, adjusting his skull. 
"| don't know why as soon as we mentioned Dusk Mines he 
completely forgot about his mercenary code." 


"But at the same time, it is quite understandable he wouldn't desire 
to go see that place again, especially if he has been there before," 
Novus noted. "From just the descriptions you have given to me, | am 
fearful of even letting you back near that place. So perhaps, if we are 
moving forward, we might need to respect his decision and let it go. 
And besides, Zekra, we cannot merely keep him around just 
because you are jealous of his power. He is more than just a form for 
you to copy, remember. He is a Pokemon." 


"|-what?!" Zekra shouted, appalled at the accusation. "That's not true 
at all! | don't just like him so | can copy him, I... It's... Look, he's the 
strongest one here... With him around, | haven't felt so protected in 


such a long time... And besides, there's just something about him... 
| just connect with him somehow, okay? There's just something 
about him..." 


"Perhaps... that is it," Novus said flatly, his fire sparking to life for a 
moment as his eyes grew wide. "Zekra... perhaps that is true, that 
you share something in common with him. | cannot believe we have 
not considered this before." 


"Yeah?" Terron replied hesitantly, shirking away from the Quilava's 
sudden change of mood. 


"The Greninja is plagued," Novus said quietly, hoping the one whom 
they spoke of would not hear their words on the wind. "Consider the 
evidence we have. He slaughters, but doesn't eat everything which 
he kills. This is similar to the way you act, Zekra, when you are 
coping with the plague inside of you. He tries to hide such acts from 
us with his daily hunting trips. 


"Consider his aversion to Mystery Dungeons, which is suspiciously 
similar to yours. You stay away from dungeons to keep the plague 
from spreading deeper into your mind, and so does he. 


"And consider the outburst from the other day, the one we discussed 
earlier. Do you remember what | mentioned, that his wrath from that 
day rivaled that of a Plagued One? Does it not seem similar to the 
Instinct Infestation you suffer from as well, when your rage is 
triggered by something? Perhaps it just so happens that the 
mercenary's trigger... is the plagued Sableye, or a memory of 
something the Sableye once did." 


As the truth dawned upon the Zorua, the admonishment and denial 
spread across her face. 


"No, no..." she breathed. "No, it's... it's... it's all true. It's all true, isn't 
it? Blight..." 


"This, we can safely assume," Novus spoke. "Blight once visited 
Erebus Woods, thus triggering his transformation to a Plagued One, 
a trait he shares with you, Zekra, and you, Terron, as well as the 
Sableye. We may even assume that the Sableye was the cause of 
his misery, perhaps by sending him to the cursed forest on purpose 
to silence him or assassinate him. Thus... he cannot, and should not 
go to Erebus Woods with us, lest he allow the darkness to eat him 
completely and fulfill his transformation, and possibly destroy us as 
well. 


"Zekra, Terron... the grim truth of the matter is that we must leave 
him behind as he wishes. Of course, | am not the one to make the 
final decision, but | would not enjoy the prospect of watching him 
suck out my soul as one of those foul creatures, should the 
transformation become complete. Ah... and to think | always 
distrusted him for some unspecific reason, some reason | could not 
have placed... It seems | was correct to trust my instinct yet again." 


Terron and Zekra stood in stunned silence, both digesting the truth of 
the matter. 


"Blight..." Zekra said sadly, nearly beginning to cry. "This entire time, 
you were plagued like we were... But... but no, we can't leave him... 


"Zekra," Terron said firmly, yet reluctantly, as he also had grown used 
to the powerful Greninja's protection. "You keep saying that everyone 
you ever knew has become one of the Plagued Ones. If we take him 
with us to Erebus Woods, we'll just be letting it happen to him, too. 
Maybe we should spare him that fate." 


"No, no, you're right, you're right," Zekra sighed, holding back the 
sobs. "I'm just... it's hard for me to accept, okay? Having him around 
made me feel safe and powerful and made me think that maybe we 
could actually do this together. And | guess maybe... | was looking 
for some way to pay him back. We'd still be on the island if it wasn't 
for him and | never got to do anything for him in return." 


"Let us pay him back, then," Novus said, nodding to his team leader. 
"Let us spare him the fate of a Plagued One, and let him go. And let 
us do so quickly; the daylight wanes. We should have been in the air 
by now." 


"Alright..." Zekra said, pawing at the ground remorsefully. "But... 
ahh... Alright, fine..." 


"Your answer...?" Blight spoke when Terron encountered him once 
more after the impromptu team meeting. "I will warn you. Do not 
attempt to deceive me into coming with you. It will not end well for 
you." 


Terron was about to announce the decision which his team had 
come to, but instead he unexpectedly blurted something else. 


"You're plagued," Terron said, much to his own surprise. 

The Greninja narrowed his eyes in anger, making Terron wish the 
ninja had kept his goggles on and kept hidden the soul-piercing 
reactions of his eyes. In fact, he wondered why he had even made 
the accusation in the first place. 


But the dark Pokémon, too, replied in a way that Team Vendetta 
could not have expected. 


"So it is with you," he said softly. 


"Wha-" Terron mouthed. "Wait, you knew ? Were you listening in on 
us...?" 


"Don't insult me," the Greninja grumbled. "It is only because you 
accuse me of such a thing. You would have no basis to accuse me, 
unless the same was also true of you." 


Terron shrugged. 


"Maybe that's true," he replied. "But you've been to Erebus Woods 
before." 


"So it is with you," Blight replied coldly. 
"And... you've fought with Yimtri before." 


The Greninja seemed to stagger in place at the sound of the name, 
as though preparing for battle. Terron instantly regretted letting 
himself become so overconfident again, remembering that the sound 
of the name could trigger another violent episode from the dark one. 


"It seems we share much in common, Cubone," he uttered darkly, 
the words giving chills to Terron. 


And then, with a swell of overconfidence bursting through his chest, 
he adjusted his skull helmet, reveled in the security of his persona 
and his position of leadership for the team, and decided to push his 
luck one step further. 


"And in spite of all this," Terron returned, attempting to sound just as 
dark and threatening, " we're going back to do it all over again, if 
that's what needs to happen. Whereas you..." 


"| warned you not to try a game of deception,” the Greninja grunted, 
cutting off Terron's well-crafted insult. "You cannot deceive me into 
going with you. This is your final warning, Cubone. With your next 
breath, make your call." 


"My call," Terron spoke firmly, "is that we're going north, and you 
aren't apparently. So | suppose this means goodbye." 


Blight crossed his arms, looking perhaps satisfied with the decision. 
But there was a hint of something else in his unshielded eyes, 
something like remorse. 


"And you believe | am a coward," Blight replied simply. 


"No, you're not a coward," Terron said. "After all you've done, | can't 
call you a coward. But | will say that | trusted you. When you told us 
about the code you followed, the way you never give up on a client 
after you've been paid, | thought you were telling the truth. | thought 
you'd keep your word." 


"Do not insult me, or the code of morals | choose to follow,” Blight 
shot back. 


With a deft move of his left hand, the Greninja pulled something from 
within his scarf and slung it to Terron's feet. 


"And do not accuse me of such things as not keeping my word,” he 
added. "Take these funds with you. They will be my final measure of 
assistance to you. Use them to purchase supplies and protect 
yourself in my stead." 


Terron opened the tiny pouch, which housed a cluster of sparkling 
gems inside. 


"This jewelry will sell for about twelve hundred Poké each," he 
explained. "And there are nine pieces. They are the payment given 
to me by your caretakers who commissioned me to follow you. Take 
it." 


Terron tied up the bag and nodded at the mercenary. Though it 
pained him to part ways as he was doing, especially for Zekra's 
sake, he understood that the Greninja had his own safety to worry 
about. He knew that not even the greatest warrior could fight the 
Plagued Ones alone, especially if said Plagued Ones were attacking 
within his mind. It was something he knew too well. 


"Alright, fair," he decided grimly. "Fine, then. Guess you don't have 
anything more to do with us, then." 


"Wait." 


Terron looked over his shoulder to see that Zekra towered over him 
in the form of a Zoroark. 


The false Zoroark turned to the Greninja. 


"Thank you for doing everything you did for us, Blight," Zekra said 
with deep earnest. "I just wanted to say I... | admired you, a lot. | 
didn't want you to leave, but | understand why you're leaving. So I'm 
going to go and be strong and remember everything you showed 
me. | know you said we mean nothing to you without the payment, 
but... to us, you meant a lot more than that. And without you, we 
would still be on the island. So thank you, Blight." 


And she held out her Zoroark claw to shake hands with the Greninja. 


The Greninja hesitated for a moment, as though deeply shocked 
someone would be offering him this sort of gesture at all. Fora 
moment, he only stared into Zekra's eyes, as though frightened by 
them, unfamiliar with the emotion they conveyed. 


In a moment of tension, Team Vendetta waited to see if the departing 
warrior would return the gesture. For what seemed like an eternity, 
he did not, simply standing in indecision and seemingly appalled at 
Zekra's words and actions. 


Then, he thrust his webbed hand forward and touched the palm of 
Zekra's claw. But upon making contact, Blight seemed to forget 
about clutching her hand in return, and quickly withdrew, jerking his 
hand back as though Zekra's palm was covered in poisonous barbs. 


Then, with no further comment, the mercenary coiled his powerful 
legs and leaped away, retreating behind the cocoon-like structures of 
Nestati City. 


And he was gone. 


Team Vendetta took to the air, beginning their day-long flight across 
Shiron. In her Skarmory form, Zekra didn't seem too eager to fly 
quickly, and somehow Terron didn't raise any objections, seeing as 
though they were headed back to the worst place in the world; a 
place where the sun couldn't shine and the darkness became so 
thick that it came to life. Terron appreciated the sunlight as long as 
he could, considering there was a chance he might never see it 
again if the forest were to swallow him alive. 


Novus, however, noticed the delay and raised the objection. 


"If we don't move faster than this, we will arrive much past nightfall," 
he warned. "Are you sure you want to brush against this terrible 
sentient forest at night? Worse still, you might lose your way and fly 
past. Do you remember the way?" 


"| remember the way," Zekra answered grumpily. "| looked at a map 
yesterday. And plus... | really think it'll be hard to miss the place if we 
pass by it. I'm pretty sure that something inside me will know." 


Terron didn't have to ponder much to understand what she was 
vaguely talking about: her plagued self. When she mentioned this, 
Terron started to wonder what really would happen to him and Zekra 
if they came near to the dungeon. Would their plagued selves 
become more vocal and influence them or remain stifled within their 
minds? Or worse, would Erebus sense them outside of its domain 
and then take control of him and Zekra? 


Many anxious thoughts raced through his mind. But, Terron knew he 
couldn't turn back now. He had made a choice and if he wanted 
answers, he would have to take risks. There wasn't another way. 


The false Skarmory reluctantly quickened in pace as Terron closed 
his eyes and tried to shut out the worries that consumed him. 


By the late afternoon, Zekra's wings had gotten so tired that she 
insisted upon taking a rest at the nearest city possible. Even Novus 


seemed fine with the idea, confessing that his stomach was 
rumbling. 


They rested in a very lively city, one which almost made Terron sad 
to see. It resembled Aurora Town, or at least, what Aurora town used 
to be. There were flourishing trees, colorful buildings, and streets 
lined with happy, bustling villagers and shopkeepers, all without a 
care in the world and untouched by the terror of the Plagued Ones. 
Terron thought to comment on how happy the place looked as they 
walked through town, but he held his tongue, and noticed that Novus 
looked uncomfortable as well. 


Zekra only stared at the ground as they walked through the streets, 
nearly walking into villagers more than once. 


"| do not mean to be one to impede our progress," Novus remarked, 
“but we should consider resting in this town for a time. We might 
arrive to Dusk Mines in the day, rather than dusk, as well as pace 
ourselves." 


"Yeah, that sounds good," Terron said absently, too worried about 
Zekra's behavior. 


This is what our life was like before the Plagued Ones took it from 
us, Terron thought to himself. /'m really starting to understand what 
Zekra feels like, | think. She's had so much just taken away from 
her... It must be getting hard for her to see other Pokémon happy 
like this, without feeling jealous. Even | feel a little jealous, maybe. 


... But that's why we're going to get rid of the Plagued Ones, he 
reminded himself. That's why we're going back. We're doing 
whatever it takes... So maybe the rest of these Pokémon can live 
their lives without losing things the way we did. 


"Hey! Look!" Zekra shouted, her mood instantly brightening up. "Let's 
look at the shops, Tear. Adventuring supplies over here!" 


"| Suppose | won't lecture you again about what | think of investing 
too much in items," Novus told the Zorua. "But could we, perhaps, 
first soend some money on food?" 


Zekra completely ignored the Quilava and bolted forward towards 
one of the street vendors. She trotted from shop to shop, dragging 
Terron along behind her, until she stopped at one which displayed a 
variety of colorful cloths hanging from hooks. 


"Anything | can help you look for?" the Delcatty vendor spoke. 


"These are enchanted, right?" Zekra asked, peering past the feline at 
the cloths. 


"Of course," the Delcatty said, already looking exasperated with the 
Zorua's enthusiasm. "All are available in various colors and their 
functions are clearly marked. And, of course, waterproof, fireproof, 
poison-resistant, all up to standard specifications for exploration 
teams." 


" Look!" Zekra gasped, running straight past the Delcatty and 


pawing at a particular piece of fabric. "This isn't what | think it is, is 
it?" 


"That is a Reunion Cape," the Delcatty said plainly. "Two-thousand 
Poké." 


"We really need these!" Zekra begged. "You have no idea. If we even 
get close to that place, we won't have to worry about getting 
separated again. Tear, we need to buy one for all three of us. I'm 
serious." 


"That will clear out half of our wallet," Novus retorted in place of 
Terron. "I don't think..." 


"We need these things, Novus. Trust me," Zekra said, actually 
wagging her tail in excitement. "We want three of these." 


Sighing in defeat, Novus gave Terron a low nod. Terron bartered with 
the vendor and parted with four of Blight's gemstones in exchange 
for three of the reunion capes: one in purple, one in black, and one in 
white. 


The rest of the afternoon didn't go much differently, and the shopping 
didn't stop until every last gem in Terron's pouch was gone. But for 
their effort, they now had a few varieties of Wonder Orbs, strange 
seeds that could cure any and all conditions that only one berry 
could cure before, several Oran berries, many apples and dried 
meat, and a new messenger bag that held all of their new supplies. 
The funds had gone a long way after all, and Terron hoped that this 
last gesture of kindness from the Greninja would be the determining 
factor in keeping them alive if the worst were to happen and they 
were to find themselves swallowed by the darkness of Erebus 
Woods again. 


After the supplies were purchased, Team Vendetta took a rest ina 
park near the city's capital, lounging in the shade beneath some 
trees. They shared some berries and dried meat for lunch, although 
only Zekra seemed interested in the meat. Novus tried not to scarf 
down his food so quickly as to seem impolite. While she ate, Zekra 
set out her new equipment on the ground, nudging some of the 
scarves with her nose. 


"What do these capes do?" Novus asked, noticing how distracted 
she seemed by the new items. "They were the most expensive item 
we purchased other than the new bag. I'm afraid | haven't seen 
these types of items before." 


"I'll show you," Zekra said, grinning. "You'll love this, Novus. Just 
watch. Tear, help me put this on." 


Terron moved to do as he was asked, but the moment he picked up 
one of the purple capes, it unfolded itself to a ridiculous length, 
revealing itself to be almost four times as long as Zekra's body. 


"Wow, | forgot how big these things were when we got one for 
Impetus," Terron commented, fumbling with the fabric. "Wonder if we 
can roll it up and use like a scarf anyway." 


Giving it a try, he found it wasn't very difficult to do so. Folding the 
cape with wrapping triangles, it became a snug band, or perhaps a 
scarf, and with some effort he tied the ends comfortably around 
Zekra's neck. 


She hastily shoved another chunk of meat into her maw as she rose 
to her feet. Then, she shook her head to situate the cloth, then shot 
off through the trees in the forest, quickly becoming a black dot in the 
distance. Terron and Novus only watched her from afar, wondering 
what she was doing. 


The next thing they Knew, Zekra was right beside them, having 
appeared out of thin air. She grinned as she sat back in the spot she 
had rested in earlier. 


"Well, it works," she announced. "Just feels really weird to get 
teleported like that. So this is how Impetus felt..." 


"The scarf did that?" Novus cried, nearly choking on a berry. "It 
warped you back?" 


"Yeah! That's what they do," Zekra said with great satisfaction. "And 
they work really well too! If we all wear these, even Erebus won't be 
able to separate us like it did last time! That was how it played most 
of the mind games with us. So if we take away its worst weapon, | 
think I'll feel much better about.... But not too much." 


"Impressive," Novus said, picking up the white cape for himself. 
"Normally, | would insist upon not wearing an enhanced item. But 
judging from your descriptions of how terrible this forest really is, | 
believe | can make an exception with these. Sometimes the greatest 
strength truly is in numbers.” 


Terron fitted the black cape to himself much in the same way, 
shaping it as a scarf and securing it around his neck. Novus did the 
same, taking care not to block the spaces where his fiery quills 
would jump out, despite the fact that the cape was supposedly 
fireproof. 


"Now all we gotta do is make sure that we get actually get teleported 
back to each other and not someone else," Zekra instructed. "The 
one you get brought back to is the one who touched your cape last. | 
think that's how it works. So if Tear touches all of our capes, he's the 
leader!" 


Zekra pounced without warning, tackling Terron backward as he 
secured the last of the knot. She reached over and poked at Terron's 
Cape, nuzzling him under the neck so that her own cape would make 
contact with him as well. Spooked by the sudden attack, Terron 
cringed and swatted her away in reflex. 


"There, now you'll come right back to me," Zekra giggled. "And I'll 
come back right to you. Now we're inseparable. Literally. And we 
can't do anything about it." 


"Great," Terron said blankly. "When you put it like that, it sounds 
creepy." 


"How is that creepy?" she replied teasingly. "Besides, we never 
leave each other's side anyway. We're practically attached to each 
other already!" 


"You're not helping," he said with a shake of his head. 


Zekra shrugged dismissively and resumed with eating her meal, but 
not before making sure that Terron prodded Novus's cape as well. 


They ate the rest of their lunch together in contented silence, going 
through most of the food they had purchased from the marketplace. 
Once everyone had eaten their fill, they took a brief nap, then 
enjoyed an evening of recreation in the city. Terron was sure to savor 


every moment, knowing that it was perhaps the last time they could 
pretend to be normal Pokémon in a world that wasn't tainted by war 
and plagued by demons. He wished all of Shiron could be that 
simple and carefree again. 


But as soon as the first stars cracked the sky, they took off again to 
the north on the wings of a Skarmory. 


And there it was, late the next afternoon: the Dusk Mines Fellowship. 


Zekra easily spotted the familiar sight from above. She grimaced as 
she slowed herself to halt and hovered in the air, peering down at the 
base with her friends. Though they had been told that the Fellowship 
was abandoned weeks ago, the three could clearly see dozens of 
Pokémon roaming about the area. Yet, they couldn't make out 
specifically what kinds of Pokémon were below them. Everyone 
appeared to be nothing but a blur. 


"| assume those must be the Oracion Fellowship Pokémon," Novus 
stated. "Hmm, there quite a number of them here." 


"Well they've got a pretty big job to do, so I'm not surprised," Terron 
said. "Guess we'd better go down there and find the leader and tell 
them that we're here." 


Zekra carefully descended into a vacant area near the base, where 
everyone quietly slid off her once she touched the ground. She 
changed back into a Zorua and looked off into the far distance. 


Terron thought her eyes looked eerily empty. 


Unbeknownst to Team Vendetta, a pair of ghostly Pokémon watched 
the newcomers from behind the base walls. 


"Is that... who | think it is?" a Mismagius whispered, peering out from 
inside of a solid wall to glimpse at the Cubone's team. "Oh my, this is 


a strange turn of events." 


"What, the visitors?" his Chandelure companion wondered. "Aren't 
those who we were watching for?" 


"Yes, but don't you recognize them?" 
The Mismagius swooped back, drawing close to the Chandelure. 
"They are the Pokemon the liege wants dead." 


"The Cubone and the Zorua?" the Chandelure said, stunned. "How 
highly improbable. How could they have been at the Nestati 
Fellowship? That was the only place the job posting was listed." 


"Does Mistress Shade even know about that job post yet?" the 
Mismagius wondered, growing worried. "I do not believe she agreed 
to have it sent in the first place. At any rate, these are not the 
Pokémon we needed to answer the job request. The liege needed 
Pokémon that could help us destroy Erebus, not... these Pokémon. 
Anyone but these Pokémon." 


"What do you think we'll tell him?" 


"Well..." the Mismagius considered, thinking for a moment. "We 
could tell him that the job posting failed to lure anyone useful, but as 
a side effect, the Cubone and the Zorua are soon to die." 


"How do you suppose?" 
"I'm thinking we could put them on patrol duty," the Mismagius said 


evilly. "Because you know what happens to those who get too close 
to the woods..." 


"Where do you think the leader is?" Zekra asked, still wearing a 
blank, faraway gaze. 


"Probably by Dusk Mines," Terron answered. "Or maybe inside. Or 
maybe even nearby Erebus Woods." 


Zekra nodded slowly. Her claws slid out of her paws and dug them 
into the dirt. She took in a deep breath and hastily turned away. 


"Let's try the base first," she said. "We're closer to it." 


Without waiting for a response, she went forward and walked right 
past Terron without even exchanging a glance. He watched her 
continue to wander, showing no signs of stopping. He cast a quick 
glance to Novus, exchanging with him a puzzled stare. 


"Um, guess we follow her," Terron said. "Let's go to Dusk Mines first. 
Let's... do that." 


He hastily went after his friend, the Quilava following behind him. It 
wasn't long before the three found themselves among the base, full 
of the Pokémon they had seen earlier. None of the Pokemon 
appeared familiar in the slightest, but they knew that they were all 
from the Fellowship thanks to the mark each of them wore. There 
was exactly one type of mark on each of the Pokémon, all being a 
clawed paw print with three lines intersecting it. They were no doubt 
the Oracion Village marks. 


The group only walked for a short distance before Zekra stopped a 
Braixen in its path. 


"Where's the Oracion Fellowship leader?" she asked. 


"She's inside Dusk Mines," the Braixen replied. "Think inside the old 
office of the other leader who used to be here." 


"Thanks." 


Zekra snapped her gaze away from the upstanding Pokémon and 
made her way toward the Fellowship base, her companions 
struggling to keep up with her. 


The second the three entered the base, they quickly noticed just how 
different the atmosphere was compared to the last time they visited. 
The dreadful air about the hallways still lingered, but it wasn't nearly 
as strong as it had been before. It wasn't overpowering and didn't fill 
their hearts with such intense paranoia, instead only making them 
slightly at unease. 


"Why is it like this?" Terron wondered. "What happened?" 
"What are you talking about?" Novus asked. 


"The last time we came here, | could literally fee/ Erebus's influence," 
Terron answered quietly. "It was everywhere. Like a thick fog that 
you couldn't see. And it kept... making me think | was hearing things 
and stuff like that. But now, | don't feel any of that. This place only 
feels mildly unpleasant now. Like Erebus isn't here anymore..." 


Sometime later, the three came to the hallway that held Yimtri's 
former office. They were surprised to find that his metal door was 
now completely gone and was now nothing but a gaping hole in the 
wall. No one stood guard over the room. With a deep breath, the 
team entered and found that the inside had also changed. None of 
the previous decorations and furniture were in sight, all presumably 
having been decommissioned by the Oracion Fellowship. Now, there 
was hardly anything within the room, save for the pile of jewels 
towards the back of the room. Standing beside the gems, inspecting 
a large sapphire in its claws hands, was a burly Tyranitar. 


"Surprised you didn't take these with you, little Sableye," it spoke ina 
husky, distinctly feminine voice. "Then again, I'm sure these would 
have hardly help you anyway." 


She made a tight fist around the gem, where it shattered it into 
hundreds of tiny pieces. She carelessly tossed the shards and 
glanced over at the four visitors she now had. She narrowed her 
eyes and took a step forward. The ground trembled briefly. 


"| don't think | recognize you," she stated. 


"We're Team Vendetta," Terron answered as he showed her his 
Nestati Fellowship mark. "We came from the Nestati Fellowship to 
help you with the Erebus Woods mission. You're the leader, right?" 


"One of the leaders," the Tyranitar said with a huff. "My partner is 
back at our Fellowship, but you probably already knew that. Well, 
welcome to Dusk Mines. I'm rather glad there's more Pokémon who 
are willing to volunteer against this menace in the forest, once we 
finally learned of its existence. There haven't been enough Pokemon 
to my liking, particularly since | cannot afford to pay any recompense 
to the volunteers who come here." 


"No... pay?" Zekra echoed. "Wait, | thought there was-" 


"We can discuss pay once you prove your worth," she decided as 
she grinned and tented her claws together. "But Seeing your stature, 
your strength... | already know what I'm going to do with you three 
just by looking at you. I'm certain there's a role | can fit you into, and 
| think you will like it." 


"Before you do, | wanted to ask you a question," Terron said tersely. 


The Tyranitar paused. She crossed her arms and a frown soon 
replaced her zealous smile. But, she gave a nod and waited for the 
Cubone's words. 


"You got this Erebus Woods assignment from the Pledge Mountain 
Fellowship, right?" he asked. "That's why you're all here, right?" 


"Yes, my partner and | did, yes," she confirmed. 


"Do you know who told them about what was going on in those 
woods?" he asked with a low tone. 


The Tyranitar put one paw under her elbow and propped it closer to 
her face. She rested her cheek against her raised hand, strumming 
her claws against her temple. 


"A very strange question for you to ask," she responded. "But, to tell 
you the truth, I'm not really sure. My superiors simply told all of the 
leaders about this Erebus one day and that was it. They never said 
anything about how they got that information. It was just a sudden 
announcement and then after that, they told me and my partner to 
destroy Erebus Woods. And then it was never really brought up 
again. But no, | don't know the answer to that question. Why do you 
ask?" 


"Chrysalis told us to ask you,” Terron answered, hiding his true 
intention. "She was very curious for some reason." 


"Chrysalis wanted to know, hm?" the leader asked, sounding 
thoughtful. "Hmm, interesting. Well you're just going to have to tell 
her that | don't have any answers. She's just as clueless as me." 


The Tyranitar grinned once more as she swung her tail side-to-side, 
as if amused by the thought. As she did so, Terron noticed a short, 
blue ribbon tied near the end of her tail. He glanced at it, curious to 
know why she had attached the ribbon there and not along the 
spines of her back. But, he didn't have much longer to ponder, for 
the Tyranitar made her way towards him, the ground quaking with 
each step. 


"| think I've stalled long enough," the Tyranitar said as she walked 
past the team and headed out of the room. "Come with me. I'm going 
to give you three your job." 


Before the leader could reach the exit, Zekra suddenly stood in front 
of the gaping hole, blocking the path. The Zorua stood strong before 
the mighty Tyranitar, her feet planted firmly onto the ground. Yet, it 
was Clear that she wasn't filled with bravado. Her legs wobbled and 
her expression wavered between a grimace and a nervous frown. 


"You're not sending us inside Erebus Woods, right?" Zekra asked, 
struggling to keep her voice from faltering. 


"Why do you care?" the Tyranitar asked with a scowl. 


"Because | don't wanna get plagued!" Zekra cried desperately. "I just 
can't! You don't know what I've seen and done and just... please! 
Please don't send me there! I'll take any other job other than that! 
Just don't send me into those woods with Erebus! / don't wanna be a 
Plagued One like all of my friends! Please!" 


The Oracion Fellowship leader watched as Zekra's trembling only 
seemed to increase. The Zorua's eyes darted around frantically and 
her breath shortened. Water filled up her eyes and nearly coursed 
down her face. But despite her ensuing hysteria, Zekra remained 
rooted on the spot and fought to keep her gaze glued to the 
Tyranitar. 


The leader continued to stare at the Zorua for a moment longer in 
solemn silence. Then, she burst into a loud, boisterous laughter. It 
echoed off the walls of the room, giving it an almost eerie tone. 


"Pfffft, you should see the look on your face!" the Tyranitar said as 
she put her claws over her mouth. "I haven't seen something so 
amusing in years! Bwahahah! HAHA!" 


"Shut up!" Zekra snapped, her body no longer shaking. "Just shut 
up! It's not funny! Say that one more time and | swear I'll claw out 
your eyeballs! Do it! | DARE YOU, YOU OVERSIZED ROCK!" 


"Quite spunky, aren't we?" the Tyranitar grinned. "I like that attitude 
of yours. You remind me of myself when | was a Larvitar. Well, don't 
get yourself all worked up; you're not going to Erebus Woods." 


Zekra blinked. 
"Wait, what?" she asked oddly. 


"You're not going to Erebus Woods," the Tyranitar said again. "You're 
clearly not up to the task. You probably wouldn't make it out of the 
place anyway. No, I've got a better job for you. And if you'll get out of 
my way, I'll be sure to show you what that will be." 


Zekra quickly nodded as she stepped aside, allowing the Tyranitar to 
pass. The Zorua glanced back at Terron once the leader had left the 
room. 


"Looks like we're not going to Erebus Woods," she said with a 
sheepish laugh. "Eheh, guess there's nothing to be worried about 
now." 


"Yeah, but we still haven't figured out who told the Fellowship about 
Erebus," Terron said. "Hmm, looks like we might have to try 
something else to get our answers..." 


"Hey! I'm not going to wait around for you!" the Tyranitar called from 
a distance. "Get over here or else I'll actually make you go inside 
Erebus Woods!" 


The three flinched and then scampered after the Tyranitar and were 
swift to follow her out of the base. They stayed close behind her, 
making sure to avoid her swinging tail that they feared would smack 
them down instantly. The mine fell into the distance as they tread 
west. 


Only a few minutes had passed when Terron noticed a change in the 
air. A certain, familiar change that sucked out all warmth from his 
being and replaced it with a cold, suffocating dread. He knew what 
this change in the air was. It was a feeling that wasn't forgotten so 
easily despite how much he wished he could do so. 


It was Erebus's influence. 


The moment Terron realized this, the Tyranitar came to a halt, the 
team doing the same. 


"Hey, you two! Yeah, you two! Get over here!" the Tyranitar hollered. 


Terron peered around the Tyranitar's large form to find a Chandelure 
and Mismagius drifting toward them. The two ghosts stopped before 
the leader and bowed their heads. 


"Yes, Mistress Shade?" the Mismagius asked humbly. 


"You were just saying earlier that you needed some more help on 
guard duty," the great Tyranitar said to the ghosts. 


"Ah, help. Yes, we'd really like that," the Mismagius said with a 
gleam in his eyes. "Thank you." 


Shade, as the Mismagius had called her, snorted as she glanced 
back at Team Vendetta. 


"You will take orders from these two. Your mission is to make sure 
nobody accidentally wanders into the woods. Hopefully this will not 
be too much of a problem, even at your level of strength." 


"As long as we're not going in, that's fine by me," Zekra responded 
nervously. "We can do this." 


"Very well," she said. "Have fun. You shouldn't have any trouble, but 
you never know. Someone might be stupid enough to wander into 
those woods." 


"Yes. And to begin with, why don't we set up your post just within the 
woods?" the Chandelure suggested. "Let's go to Erebus Woods, 
shall we? We have a certain duty to fulfill, do we not?" 


"Ummm shouldn't we keep a distance away from the woods?" Zekra 
asked, pawing at the ground. "So that the dungeon doesn't suck you 
inside and trap you in it...?" 


"So you know. Good, that means we don't have to tell you that," the 
Mismagius smirked deviously. "But, don't worry, we have that taken 
care of. Come along, come along." 


Though Terron expected the grand Tyranitar to turn and leave them 
at any moment, she seemed content to watch over them until they 
were positioned at their proper posts. Perhaps, he thought, the great 
Shade was fascinated with the sight and feel of the shadowy woods, 


wishing to take a closer look before returning to the mines and 
continuing her raid of Yimtri's treasures. 


Tearing his gaze from her, Terron looked back at the two ghost-types 
to find that they were watching him and Zekra with unsettling 
curiosity. The moment they saw Terron glance at them, they were 
quick to stop and smiled pleasantly. 


The two ghosts slowly glided forward, the Mismagius beckoning for 
the rest to follow. Taking in a deep breath, the team did as asked and 
traversed through the area, making their way near to the dreaded 
woods. With each step they took, the oppressive atmosphere 
became stronger and stronger. Terron shuddered as his insides 
became colder the further he tread. He anticipated the malicious, 
corrupted thoughts from his "voice of reason" to emerge in his mind 
at any time, but they never seemed to come. His mind was only filled 
with the consuming terror Erebus drove into him. 


He looked back to find that his teammates were also feeling 
Erebus's influence come over them. Novus grimaced with every step 
he took. Zekra's eyes flickered and her fur stood on end, as if ready 
to bolt at any moment. 


"Guys...?" Terron asked hesitantly. "Are you going to be okay?" 
"Oh, look!" the Chandelure interrupted. 


Everyone abruptly came to a stop. The Mismagius swooped behind 
Terron and wrapped his wispy appendages around his head and with 
a grin, turned him slightly to the side. 


Terron's heart stopped at what he saw. It was quite a distance from 
him, at least a hundred feet away, but he knew what he was now 
faced with. He recognized its gnarled, twisted trees and the abyss 
that was known as its entrance. He recognized the dread that oozed 
out of the woods and seeped into his soul. 


He could never forget such a place. No, such a thing was 
impossible. Not after everything that had happened to him in sucha 
nightmarish world. 


"Erebus Woods..." he said, his voice barely above a whisper. 


"The greatest danger known to the Fellowship, perhaps in all of 
history," Shade commented. "In some twisted way, it is beautiful." 


"Yes, this is that very place," the Mismagius said as he released his 
hold on the Cubone. "To think that when you go inside, you can turn 
into Plagued Ones..." 


Terron made no comment to the remark. His mind was too 
preoccupied with the many memories he held about the dungeon. 


"It's a rather troubling sight, isn't it?" the Chandelure asked. "To think 
that if we go anywhere near it, we might be ensnared by Erebus and 
dragged down into its home's depths. Quite frightening, wouldn't you 
say? But alas, we won't have to worry. We're safe where we are." 


"Are you sure?" Zekra asked hesitantly. 

"Why yes!" the Chandelure replied with a smile. "Quite sure. And if 
anything happens, I'll be sure to burn away the tree branches and 
vines that attempt to ensnare you! So please, don't fret. There's-" 
"This cannot be right." 

Terron, Zekra, and the two ghost-types brought their eyes over to 
Novus, finding that he was staring out into the dungeon. His pupils 
were dilated to the extremes, nearly filling up both of his irises with a 
deep black. Terron had never seen the Quilava so terrified before 
and it sent an icy feeling into his chest. 

"What's the matter?" the Mismagius asked, coming to Novus's side. 


Novus backed away, slowly shaking his head to himself. 


"Novus, what's wrong?" Terron asked edgily. 


The Quilava abruptly stopped moving. He swiveled his head at 
Terron. His eyes still shined so clearly with terror, but now there was 
something more. 


It was recognition. 


"This is the place..." Novus said in a subdued voice. "! will admit, 
there were times when I... |... Suspected as such, judging from your 
descriptions, but | thought it could not have possibly... No... this is 
the place. Listen. | know what this place is. It fits the description... 
Erebus Woods is... the Blight Forest. " 


"Wait... what are you talking about...?" Terron asked with worry. 


"Do you remember the story | told to you and Zekra after we had 
escaped from the island?" Novus asked gravely. "The story about 
how the legendary guardians of Shiron had been swallowed, one by 
one, by an otherworldly plague... it was not only a story, but an 
account of the truth... and this is the place where they disappeared . 
Terron... Erebus Woods is far more terrible than even you could 
have known!" 


Terron's heart sank deep inside him. His voice became frozen and 
his breath became shallow. He wanted to demand an explanation 
from the Quilava. How could he know something like this? Had he 
seen it before? 


How could Novus have known about something that he said, with his 
own words, happened centuries ago? 


But Novus gave no opportunity for a reply. He dashed to Zekra's 
side, nearly tackling her in his desperation. 


"Zekra..." Novus gasped, his quills lighting in his frenzied panic. 
"Become Skarmory. Take us away from here. Go. Please! GO!" 


"Do not obey him." 
Mistress Shade addressed Zekra directly, her voice growing dark. 


"May | now remind you that you are bound by Fellowship law to obey 
me," Shade told her. "You have freely volunteered yourself and you 
have been given your duty. Failure to uphold your duty, and the 
abandonment of your post will be considered a treasonous act. And | 
don't think | need remind you how the Fellowship deals with traitors." 


"Yes! You cannot simply abandon your assignment!" the Chandelure 
cut in, swooping over to the two Pokemon. "You must stay here! 
Please stifle your dread! All of us don't want to be near this wretched 
forest! You are not any different!" 


"That does not matter, mortal ghost!" Novus spat at the ghost, the 
crown of his head now aflame. "You will not keep us here! Zekra, 
hear me-" 


"No! You have a duty to fulfill!" the Chandelure argued, her own 
flames growing tremendously. "You will not leave simply because 
you cannot control your own fear, you cowardly Quilava! You need to 
complete your assignment you willingly volunteered to do!" 


"| already failed my duty long ago," Novus hissed. "It haunts me 
every day. Every waking moment of every waking day. So if you 
really think that excuse will prevent me from leaving, then you're 
sorely mistaken, mortal ghost." 


Novus and the Chandelure locked glares, both refusing to flinch as 
their respective fires burned brightly, as if they were a testament to 
the conviction they each harbored. Terron backed away from the two 
fire-types, finding himself at a loss of what to do. He glanced at 
Zekra, finding that she,too, was completely speechless and unable 
to decide between obeying the Oracion Fellowship leader, or her 
friend. 


Then he decided to speak up. 


"You're just throwing us in there," Terron realized, peering at the 
woods. "You're just feeding us to Erebus!" 


"You are deluded, if you think you can slander me with such an 
accusation!" Shade growled in reply. "If | had such an intention to 
feed you to the woods, | would have ordered you to enter the woods, 
don't you think? You're creating delusions for yourself to support your 
cowardice. You are even more incompetent than | expected." 


"| didn't say you were doing it on purpose," Terron shot back. 
The towering beast said nothing in reply. 


"Yimtri sent prisoners into Erebus Woods," Terron remembered. 
"That's why the rest of the Fellowships sent their prisoners here. 
Because he was executing them by feeding them to Erebus. But he 
didn't do it on purpose either. He was driven to do it by the influence 
coming from the forest. Tell me, how many other Pokémon have had 
this guard post before? HOW MANY?" 


Shade looked appalled and offended, and obviously had no intention 
of replying to the question. 


" HOW MANY POKEMON HAVE DISAPPEARED FROM THIS 
GUARD POST?!" Terron screamed at her, yanking his club out from 
his coat pocket. "HOW MANY POKEMON HAVE YOU FED TO 
EREBUS?!" 


"That's enough," Shade said. "Detain them." 


Before Zekra could transform, the Mismagius drifted toward the 
Zorua and ensnared her in some type of electric energy. She 
levitated into the air, trapped in the dark bubble, as she struggled 
and cried for freedom. 


And to Terron's horror, more ghosts appeared from behind Shade's 
form out of thin air. It wasn't difficult to understand what they were: 
they were the Tyranitar's bodyguards, hidden ghosts which must 


have trailed the Tyranitar everywhere, unbeknownst to most 
onlookers. A Banette jumped at Terron and overpowered him after 
he missed his first and only opportunity to fight back. 


" GAAH! GET OFF! " he ordered the ghost. 


But he couldn't even move his arms. The ghost had held them tight 
from behind, letting the chilling, cold touch of its hands seep into the 
Cubone's nerves and numb his fervor. 


A Dusclops appeared behind Novus and picked him up by the neck 
with a single hand, letting him dangle helplessly in the air. It seemed 
unfazed by the Quilava's bursts of fire. 


"| told you, | would throw you into Erebus Woods if you did not obey 
my word," Shade said sternly. "And with Fellowship members who so 
disobey the orders they're given, I'm afraid | don't have much of a 
choice at this point." 


Terron knew what was coming next. He knew he should have seen it 
coming. All of his instincts told him that he shouldn't have ever set 
foot near the accursed forest again. Yet, he thought he was doing 
the right thing, finding answers. He thought that's where his answers 
would lie. 


And he had done nothing but return those he loved into the worst 
nightmare of their lives. 


He struggled with his greatest might, but the Banette wouldn't let him 
move. At his side, he saw Zekra having a complete breakdown, 
screaming and thrashing from within the bubble of disablement, 
clawing at the air in the hopes of breaking free. The sound of her 
voice was bringing Terron to tears. 


Several more ghosts formed behind her, floating in the air, Keeping 
watch over the pesky Team Vendetta who insisted on resisting 
orders. 


Finally, an Aegislash materialized next to the great Shade, guarding 
her formidably. 


"It is a shame," Shade spoke darkly. "I wished for stronger Pokémon 
for this job. Really, | did. But it seems that the Fellowship has 
become so full of the weak of heart. They cannot handle the simplest 
orders anymore. Strip them of their-" 


" GREEEEEYYYYYHHHHI!" 


The loud, ungodly screech filled the air, forcing the Oracion members 
to cover their ears. 


An object moved through the air, fast as a swooping Skarmory. The 
Aegislash deftly moved to block the attack from striking the great 
Shade, and tumbled to the ground, locked in a tense death-grip with 
the mysterious assailant. 


Terron couldn't believe what he was seeing. The Pokémon who had 
tackled the great metallic ghost was... 


Blight. 


" Greeyh... I... feel it," Blight cried, pressing his claw against the 
shield of the Aegislash. "Greeeyyyh... Rrrrawwwrrr... But not 
today... not today... " 


" Blight!" Zekra cried in a mixture of horror and joy. 


The Oracion followers were frozen in hesitance as Blight struggled in 
his stalemate with the Aegislash, his claw buried into its shield as the 
ghost pushed forward with all its might. Blight only continued to snarl 
as he returned the same force. 


"What are you waiting for?!" the Aegislash cried. "Don't just stand 
there! Kill that Greninja! Kill him before-" 


Blight ripped his claws from the shield and swung a hand forward. 
Sharp stars of water flew out his palm and cut through the metal with 


ease, effectively severing the object into pieces. The Aegislash 
wasn't even allowed to scream before yet another wave of Water 
Shuriken came its way. The stars hit, and then the Aegislash fell to 
the ground in small fragments. 


" GREEEEEYYYYYHHHH!" 


The crazed Greninja wasted no time after finishing off the steely 
ghost to avoid a powerful attack from the Oracion leader, leaping 
over her tail and turning his gaze at the hostage Team Vendetta. 


Just when it seemed that the Greninja would strike again, suddenly 
Blight was on his knees, his forehead pressed into the ground, his 
hands covering his head. He writhed and let out low croaks and 
growls that did not match his voice. 


"He is becoming corrupted,” Novus said gravely. "With his proximity 
to the woods... Erebus is tightening its grasp upon him." 


"BLIGHT!" Zekra could only cry, trying to warn him of the Tyranitar 
claw which was about to smash him into the ground. 


"He is doing this for us," Novus said. "He is trying to prove he is nota 
coward. Even as Erebus consumes him... he has come to save us." 


Blight's eyes snapped open just as the finishing blow struck him. 
Terron saw them and was afraid; they were soulless and demonic, 
burning with a fiery, malicious light. For one second, he only glared 
the foes which surrounded him, the horrible noise still emitting from 
his throat. 


"Wait! Stop! STOP! " Zekra cried out. 


But no one heard her. The great Shade's claw slammed down onto 
the motionless Greninja. 


Blight let out a screech as his form seemed to ripple with a strange, 
white light. Then, just as the Tyranitar was about to retract her claw 


from the crushed Greninja, she noticed something very odd. 


There were now twenty Blights surrounding her, all of them perfectly 
healthy. All of them snarled in unison as they drove forward at the 
Oracion Fellowship leader. 


But Terron blinked in surprise as three of the Blights landed attacks 
on the Tyranitar's bodyguard ghosts, slicing them in unison and 
causing them to dematerialize. 


"| recognize that ability," Novus said grimly. "That's Double Team. 
But..." 


"But what?" Terron asked. 


"Double Team isn't Supposed to work like that," Novus explained. 
"You're not supposed to be able to use the clones to attack others. 
They are only meant to act as decoys. They're not supposed to 
actually inflict damage..." 


Terron grimaced as he watched each of the Blight copies disappear. 
Now only one Greninja stood among the Pokémon, once again 
holding his head. He shook it violently, snarling fiercely at seemingly 
no one. 


" NO! 1 CAN'T... RAAWR!" 

There was a bright light as the Greninja stumbled and fell onto the 
ground, landing not so far from where Terron and Zekra still hung 
helpless in the air. 

The light grew to rival the sun. 

When it cleared, Terron blinked the glow from his pupils to see if the 
Greninja was alright. But, there was no Greninja collapsed on the 
ground where Blight once was. 


There was a Zoroark. 


A tired, agonized Zoroark with a worn backpack strapped to his 
body. 


Everyone's eyes widened at the sight, but it was a certain Zorua who 
was the most stunned. 


"No..." Zekra croaked. "No... No!... NO!" 


The Zoroark's eyes opened, his blue eyes empty and blank as they 
had been when he been a Greninja. And then, in an instant, the 
malevolence returned and the Zoroark sprang onto all fours. He dug 
his claws deep into the soil and bared his teeth. Thick, black wisps 
streamed from his body like smoke. 


It didn't take long for everything to click. 


"Erebus is controlling him right now..." Terron realized. "He's a 
puppet now... he's not himself anymore..." 


"| think that's enough, Zoroark," Shade spoke with power. "You've 
killed enough Pokémon already." 


She stopped a few feet away from the plagued Zoroark, taking ona 
stance as she swished her tail and back and forth. An eager grin 
broke out on her face. 


"Go ahead, see if you can kill me too," she challenged. "Go on, do 
it.” 


" RAAWWWWRR!" the Zoroark roared. 


His irises seemed to become electric blue flames as he held his 
claws close together. A sphere of orange light quickly formed in the 
empty space and amplified to the size of his head a second later. He 
tossed the ball forward and without wasting another moment, dashed 
after the Tyranitar. 


But, just as the light was to impact Shade, she swiftly turned on her 
heel and swung her tail it. When her tail smashed into the sphere, it 


was sent flying back at the Zoroark. He hastily maneuvered out of 
the way, just barely avoiding the sphere by a hair. It continued to sail 
past him, where it flew into a tree and tore right through it, knocking it 
over. 


"You really thought that would work, didn't you?" Shade asked with a 
sneer. "Well maybe on any other Tyranitar, but not me. Oh no, not 
me." 


The Tyranitar stomped her foot into the ground. Fissures formed 
beneath her as sharp rocks erupted from the cracks and circled 
about her rapidly. 


"As much as | would enjoy to keep playing with you, | do think | 
should probably put an end to this," Shade then said. "It's probably 
best." 


She let out a loud roar and then threw her arms forward. The pieces 
of rock immediately left her and sailed toward the Zoroark at 
lightning speeds, barely even visible as they became grey blurs. The 
Zoroark leapt to the side, but it did little good. He hadn't reacted fast 
enough. 


Dozens of sharp stones pierced him, ripping apart his fur and flesh 
without hesitation. He let out a horrifying wail as he desperately held 
out his arms to block the stones, but to no avail. 


When the attack ceased, the Zoroark fell upon the ground, landing in 
a puddle of his own blood. 


The Zoroark's eyes fluttered. He wearily looked back at Team 
Vendetta, the illusion light in his eyes dimming. He stared directly at 
the trembling Zorua and gave a pitiful frown. 

"Ze... kra..." he croaked. 


Then, his eyes closed and his head slumped against the ground. 


"Zev..." she responded, her voice equally as hoarse. 


"Good riddance,” the great Shade scoffed, shaking her head at the 
mess before her. "Throw him into the woods with the rest. Let us 
stop any more tragedies from happening today." 


"Zev," Zekra said again, her body limply hanging from the energy 
bubble which still contained her. 


"Zev... you survived." 

"All this time, you... Survived." 

"You're the only one..." 

"You're the only one left | have..." 

" YOU'RE THE ONLY ONE!" 

" NO! YOU'RE NOT GOING TO DIE !" 

" RAAAAAAAAHHHH! " 

And then, Zekra snapped. 

Much to the surprise of the Mismagius, Zekra's body erupted in light, 
just the same way the Zoroark's had. The strength of the bubble 
could not hold it any longer; she let her energy erupt from inside of 
her, her pent-up darkness, her despair, her will to survive and her 
hatred for the demons who had taken everything away from her. 
Everything except for her brother. 

And she burst out of the bubble as a mighty Greninja, roaring with 
the most pure, passionate voice of desperation and hatred that 
Terron had ever heard. She leaped straight into the air with the 


coiled power of the ninja's legs, just as she had learned from her 
brother... 


" STOP HER!" Shade shouted indignantly. 


She jumped again and she spun her body, releasing several 
shuriken of water at the fallen form of the Zoroark, as though to put 
him out of his misery. 


However, one of the watery blades held a payload: a cloth which 
Zekra had torn from her own neck. 


The Zoroark flinched as the attack hit him, his eyes blinking open 
dreamily. With what little strength he had left, he noticed the object in 
front of him: the crumpled, violet cape lazily covering his claw. 

He closed the claw, gripping onto the object. 


The false Greninja twisted in the air and landed away from all her 
captors, and she bolted for the horizon. 


"That's a Reunion Cape!" the Chandelure noticed too late. "Those 
weren't scarves! Those were Reunion Capes! They folded them to 
look like scarves..." 


But Terron couldn't hear the rest of what the ghost was saying, 
because he soon found himself teleported far away from his captors, 
along with Zekra, Novus, and the weary, bloody, fallen form of a 
Zoroark. 


"Zev!" Zekra gasped, nudging his face as she became a Zorua. "Zev! 
Zev, they're coming! Zev, you've got to wake up! Zev, please! " 


"Not... dead..." the Zoroark grunted. "I'm... strong... enough..." 


The Zoroark's body shined with illusion light and soon stood before 
them as a huge creature: a healthy, unharmed Arcanine. 


The false Arcanine dashed into them, bumping them onto his back. 


"Hold on," he ordered. "We're going to survive." 


"Zev..." Zekra said breathlessly, her body almost too weak to cling to 
his back. "You're... plagued..." 


"Fighting the plague is difficult, isn't it?" Zeverous said with heavy 
breaths as they ran away from Dusk Mines. "But | won't let it take 
you... not today." 


As they galloped away on the Arcanine's back into the empty 
wilderness, Terron couldn't quite grasp what had happened. He was 
just beginning to realize that Blight was not, in fact, a Greninja, and 
that Zekra was very happy about that for some reason. He barely 
even realized they had almost been betrayed by the Oracion 
Fellowship themselves, thrown into Erebus Woods, and left for dead. 


But what he knew most keenly was that he could no longer call 
himself a Fellowship member. 


He cast his gaze into the distance and saw the tiny, disappearing 
specks on the horizon against the edge of Erebus Woods and the 
Dusk Mines Fellowship: the Pokémon which he knew were watching 
them flee. 

The Pokémon he had defied a direct order from. 


Terron realized that he was now an enemy of the Fellowship. They 
all were. 


Team Vendetta were traitors. 


Special thanks to ScytheRider for writing out at least half of this 
chapter for me. 


From Shadows 


X 
Chapter 43 


From Shadows 


Zeverous, in his false Arcanine form, sprinted out of the empty 
woods surrounding Dusk Mines and into an open field. Every bound 
sent a jolt of searing pain into his muscles, nearly breaking his 
illusion every time. Yet, he pressed on. He had to leave Shade and 
the other Fellowship members far behind him. He couldn't afford to 
have the captors catch him and the ones in his company. 


He glanced back to find Terron, Zekra, and Novus still clinging to 
him, but just barely. 


"Zev, we need to find somewhere to hide," Zekra said weakly. "You 
can't keep running..." 


"| know... | Know," he said between pants. "I'll find something..." 


Zeverous hastily looked about the vicinity, desperately searching for 
something that could provide shelter. Surely, even among the 
seemingly endless fields that were lined with nothing but grass, there 
had to be a place where they could hide. Somewhere that the 
Fellowship could not find them, even if only for a short time. 


He managed to spot several hills sprouting out of the ground not too 
far in the distance. Seeing his chance, the false Arcanine picked up 
his speed and bolted for the sight. When he came to one of the hills 
moments later, he brought himself to a halt. He bent down and gently 
rolled onto his side, his passengers landing in a heap beside him. 


"Don't worry; we're here." 


A bright light washed over him and turned him into a Sandslash. He 
quickly plunged his claws into the side of the slope with haste, 
cutting into the dirt with ease. Seconds later, a makeshift cave stood 
before him, tunneling deep into the hill. He ceased his illusion and 
became a Zoroark before he scooped up the team in his arms and 
carried them inside. 


Then, he sealed the entrance shut with an illusion. 


Just as the hill's gaping hole was covered with a false, grassy slope, 
a Mismagius and Chandelure seeped out of the ground where the 
team stood seconds ago. 


"What a clever tactic," the Chandelure said. "Then again, | shouldn't 
have suspected anything less from a Zoroark. Their illusion 
capabilities can be quite astounding, especially if one has become 
plagued." 


"Well then, | believe it's time we find Mistress Shade and report our 
finding to her," the Mismagius said eagerly. 


He swooped back to the base, the Chandelure swiftly following 
behind him. The many groups of Pokémon searching about the area 
paid the two no mind. When the ghosts came to Dusk Mines, they 
found Shade leaning against the outer wall, wearing a long, 
unpleasant scowl. 


"Mistress Shade," the Mismagius said as he and the Chandelure 
stopped before the Tyranitar. "We-" 


"We could not find the team or their plagued Zoroark," the 
Chandelure abruptly cut in. "And from how things seem, | do not 
believe anyone else has found them yet either. The entire plain is 
deserted. | strongly suspect that they fled into the skies." 


The Mismagius shot the Chandelure a glance, but she subtly flared 
up one of her flames for just a second, forcing him to stifle his 


disbelief with a grim frown. The Tyranitar's scowl seemed to deepen 
as she glanced off into the direction where Team Vendetta had 
escaped. 


"SO | see," she replied. "Well then, seems | have a new order to give 
those here as well as have someone bring my partner and Chrysalis 
here. There's a situation that | need to discuss face-to-face with 
them..." 


And with that, the mighty Tyranitar walked away and disappeared 
into the empty forest. The Mismagius and Chandelure watched her 
leave until she was completely gone from sight. 


"Why didn't you tell her where those pests were?" the Mismagius 
hissed at the Chandelure. "We could have killed them right there 
while they are weak!" 


"Because you underestimate the situation," the Chandelure 
answered. "For one, those children are not alone anymore; they 
have the Zoroark. Despite how battered he was, he could still use his 
illusion abilities. If we tried to attack now, he or even the Zorua may 
simply become a ghost-type like us and escape through the hill they 
enclose themselves in. They also have the Reunion Capes they so 
cleverly disguised as scarves, which will allow all of them to escape 
if one of the illusion users breaks free. Also, consider their supplies. | 
did not see what they carried, but | can safely assume that they hold 
Oran berries that will no doubt heal them sufficiently enough by the 
time we return to such place. They will slaughter us if they are given 
back their strength or even be able to fly away." 


"Hm, you're right," the Mismagius said thoughtfully. "| don't know how 
| overlooked those things. And not only that, but we do not know if 
Mistress Shade is very talented at strategizing. She didn't seem to 
implement any sort of strategy when trying to defeat that Zoroark. 
She could very well ruin this opportunity and my trust in her is 
practically non-existent..." 


"Exactly. We need someone who we know has such talent in 
strategy if we want to kill such Pokémon. We cannot do this with 
brute force alone. A carefully devised plan is the only way to 
accomplish this." 


"And | know just the one who can craft such a plan," he said with a 
devilish grin. 


A flame rose from Novus's crown, bringing light to the dark burrow. 
Terron found that he, Zekra, and Novus were resting against a wall, 
Zeverous sitting opposite of them. The Zoroark reached into the 
backpack that sat beside him and pulled out an Oran berry. He 
ripped off a large chunk with his teeth and watched the children with 
an uneasy frown. 


"You should eat some Oran berries, if you happen to have any on 
you," Zeverous suggested. "You didn't fight much, but you're 
obviously rather tired." 


Terron gave a slow nod. He wanted to say something to this Zoroark, 
the one that Zekra thought was dead for so long, but he found he 
couldn't say anything. The events of the day had ravaged his mind, 
making it difficult to even have a coherent thought. All he could do 
was take out three of the berries and hand one to each of his 
companions. 


He and Novus took a bite out of the fruit, but Zekra seemed to 
completely ignore the fruit in her paw. Her blank eyes were set on 
the Zoroark before her. 


"Zev... you're alive..." Zekra whispered. 
She rose to her feet. Zeverous averted his gaze from her, his frown 


becoming increasingly uncomfortable with each step she took. Soon, 
she stood right in front of him. 


"All this time... you were alive," she said. "Even after everyone 
thought you were dead... Even after | thought you were dead..." 


Zeverous didn't respond, still refusing to make eye contact with the 
Zorua. 


".. Yes, I'm still alive... somewhat." 


"What happened to you, Zev?" Zekra asked, her voice hoarse. 
"Where have you been for two years? Why were you pretending to 
be a Greninja? And why are you plagued?" 


The Zoroark closed his eyes as he released a low sigh and shook 
his head. 


"It's a very long story," Zeverous said, dropping his arms by his 
sides. "But, I'll tell it to you. Better get comfortable." 


The team gave a slow, reluctant nod. Zekra carefully took a seat next 
to her friends and crammed the Oran berry into her mouth. The 
Zoroark smiled for just a brief moment before slumping his back 
against the wall. 


"Like | said when | was Blight, I'm a mercenary," Zeverous began, his 
voice low and quiet. "| do everything and anything that someone 
pays me to do. Want me to kill the one you loathe? Done. Want me 
to get rid of the wild Beedrill that are infesting the tree you live in? 
Done. Want me to get into the mind of some explorer who knows 
where this ancient cavern filled with treasure is since he won't let 
anyone else know? Done. Now, you might ask why | chose to take 
on a profession. Well, I'll tell you why; because being able to create 
these powerful illusions lets me do just about everything and 
anything." 


A bright light washed over the Zoroark, forcing Team Vendetta to 
cover their eyes. When they lowered their arms, they found they 
were no longer with a Zoroark. Zeverous was now a mighty Pidgeot, 
its wings raised high into the air with a proud gleam in its eyes. 


"| could fly using the swift wings of a flying-type. Perhaps to be a 
messenger for someone who needed a package delivered by a 
certain time." 


There was another flash, and then the Pidgeot's body became 
encased in the light. The blob shifted in shape, shrinking down as its 
structure changed and seemed to grow fins all throughout its body. 
When the light faded seconds later, there stood a Vaporeon before 
the team, its black eyes shining with a deep serenity. 


"| could dive into the deep depths of the ocean as a water-type. 
Maybe in this form | can fetch a sunken treasure that no one else 
could ever attempt to reach." 


The Vaporeon once again changed. Its form became bipedal and an 
extra tail sorouted beside the original, both becoming more curved 
and lined with blue fur: a Meowstic. 


"| could even enter the minds of any Pokémon who wasn't a dark- 
type if | took on the form of a psychic-type. | could easily steal 
information from your thoughts that someone else desperately 
wants. The endless possibilities | could do with my illusions." 


Zeverous cast the team a smirk before returning to his true form. The 
form he no longer had to hide from the three. 


"| wanted to use these powers for something useful, so | decided 
that being a mercenary was a rather good way of doing so," he went 
on. "So one day, when you were just a year old, Zekra, | went out 
into the world and became a mercenary to do just that. | needed to 
leave home anyway soon, so Mom and Dad didn't mind so much 
when | told them that | found something | wanted to do with my life. 
Of course, | never told them | was going to be a mercenary. | always 
figured they'd question my ethics if | told them that. And, they would 
have been right to assume that becoming a mercenary would cause 
me to do many questionable things." 


The Zoroark chuckled to himself. It wasn't a happy laugh. 


"For a while, | was pretty happy with myself. Found a large number 
of forms that proved rather useful, made a rather decent living off the 
pay | received, and saw much of the world that | don't think | would 
have been able to see if | wasn't a mercenary." 


Zeverous's eyes gave off a blinding flash. Terron, Zekra, and Novus 
flinched and hurriedly blinked. But, when all of the fuzzy lights faded 
from their vision, they were baffled to find that they were no longer in 
a burrow with Zeverous. They were now in a strange cavern, the 
walls and flooring lined in crystals of all shapes and colors. Each 
crystal gave off a strange, otherworldly glow that illuminated the 
entire room. 


"Such as here," Zeverous said wistfully. "| had to come here because 
someone thought that there were evolution stones deep within this 
cave, yet they were too scared to go themselves. There weren't any 
of the stones, but still, this cavern was truly a sight to see. A 
complete marvel." 


Terron glanced over a rather large crystal extending out of the 
ground beside him. With a curious gaze, he reached out to touch the 
glistening stone and much to his surprise, found that he could 
actually feel its smooth surface. The light within the crystal seemed 
to flicker for just a moment. 


"It feels real, doesn't it?" Zeverous asked, his eyes radiating a blue 
light. 


"Yeah, it does..." Terron said, mesmerized. 

"Well, that's how powerful my illusions can be," Zeverous chuckled. 
"Reality is a very easy thing to obscure for me. Do you want to know 
why this reality I've put you in feels so real?" 


Terron nodded slowly, still Keeping his gaze on the crystal before 
him. 


"Because you think it's real." 


The Cubone snapped his gaze back to the Zoroark, his jaw dropped 
open. He didn't need to look at his teammates to know that they 
shared a similar expression on their own faces. Zeverous held back 
a laugh. 


"Illusions are powered by your thoughts, to explain it as simply as | 
can," the Zoroark explained. "My illusions are so powerful because 
you believe that the reality I've put you in is real. The more you 
believe that you're in the 'real' reality, the easier it is for me to 
manipulate that reality. It's a mind game that you never realize that 
you're in." 


"So if | just stop believing this is real, then | can get out of the 
illusion?" Terron then asked. 


"Theoretically, yes," Zeverous shrugged. "However, convincing 
yourself that the fake reality isn't real is a bit difficult. You're still going 
to subconsciously think that everything going on around you is real. 
That's why it's incredibly difficult to break out of illusions through 
willpower alone. The only reliable way to escape the fake reality is to 
have an illusion user who can dispel the illusion. Typically, illusionists 
can tell if they're in a false reality. We just get this... feeling after a 
few minutes or so. But ah, I'm simply rambling now. | still need to 
finish the story I'm telling you." 


The cavern quickly faded away and the four once again found 
themselves in the burrow. The light in Zeverous's eyes faded. 


"Anyway, that was my life for a while," he continued. "Everything was 
quite fine and every summer, | could take a break from my 
profession and visit you, Zekra. | had to... lie to you and our parents 
about what | was doing sadly, but | tried to make it up to you guys 
bringing you gifts | found on my travels. 


"And then, two years ago, that's when life decided to turn against 
me." 


A snarl escaped Zeverous's throat. Team Vendetta cringed and 
backed up against the wall. Terron dug a paw into his coat to take 
out a bone club, but stopped when he saw the Zoroark's scowl fade 
into a grimace. 


"Ngh, just the mere thought is quite crippling," Zeverous groaned as 
he pressed a set of three claws into his temple. 


"You sure you can keep talking?" Terron asked cautiously. "| mean, | 
don't want you to snap like you did all those other times..." 


"| should be fine," Zeverous replied. "| should be strong enough to 
fight off my inner Plagued One." 


Terron nodded, but still Kept a paw hovering close to his pocket just 
in case. 


“Two years ago, | received a request for my services from the Dusk 
Mines Fellowship," Zeverous went on. "The... leader had apparently 
heard about me from one of his members and wanted to ask if | 
could become one of his members. | rejected his offer, since | wasn't 
very interested in working with the Fellowship, but he insisted | stay, 
offering me a large payment in exchange for being his unofficial 
member for three months. Looking back, | really should have been 
suspicious about that. He was so... desperate to keep me in Dusk 
Mines. | even felt Erebus's influence filling the place. But, | was an 
idiot and accepted his deal without thinking much of his behavior or 
the strange atmosphere about the place. Ugh, if only | had, for once, 
listened to my fear when it screamed to get out of that Fellowship." 


The Zoroark shoved his claws into his scalp further, cringing. 


"| worked for that wretched Sableye for two months, acting as though 
| were one of his members. | served as a messenger, slaughtered 
countless wild Pokémon living near the base for their pantry, acted 
as night-watcher on the days the typical ghosts couldn't do so, and 
other small tasks. None of the jobs he gave me were anything 
troublesome. It really made me wonder exactly why he chose to hire 


me, this Zoroark with the abilities of about a hundred Pokémon. And 
then... he sent me on that mission. The mission to enter Erebus 
Woods and collect the evolution stones the place supposedly 
produced. 


"| Knew about Erebus Woods for most of my stay at Dusk Mines. | 
had seen several members come back from the forest and had even 
seen it from a distance. And while | could see that there was 
something very, very wrong with that forest, | didn't ask anyone 
about it. | was too frightened to ask. So, | didn't say anything when | 
was asked to go into that horrifying nightmare with a few other 
members and the aid of that Deception Amulet you wear around 
your neck. | simply went with them... unquestioningly." 


He squeezed his eyes shut and sank his claws even deeper into his 
skull. The claws resting near his side began to leak of crimson 
streams. Terron grimaced as he curled his paw around a club from 
within his coat. 


"We only wandered in that horrible forest for a few minutes before it 
happened. I'm sorry for the gruesome things you're about to see, 
but... | think it's best if | show you just what happened. There are no 
words | can use to describe this particular part of my memory..." 


Zeverous's eyes became alight with the aqua color once more. The 
world around the team blurred as his power seeped into their minds 
and rapidly created the false reality. Within seconds, the four found 
themselves in a forest that reeked of a foreboding, chilling aura... 


Not too far away from where the four sat were a Slowking, 
Swampert, Dusknoir, Zoroark, and Roserade, all staying close 
together as they treaded through the dungeon, occasionally letting 
their eyes wander about. Despite how stoic each of them appeared 
to be, the dread upon their faces was very clear. 


The team immediately recognized the Zoroark to be Zeverous. 


" How many of those stones do we need to collect?" the false 
Zeverous asked. 


" He said about ten," the Slowking answered. "So as soon as we 
collect that much, we can get out of here." 


" Yeah, alright," Zeverous replied. "How long does it normally take to 
get that many stones?" 


" Depends really," the Roserade in the front said. "Sometimes we 
find a whole stash of them in one area. Other times, it takes thirty 
sectors just to get five of them." 


"1 see." 


The fake Zeverous nervously tapped his claws together. Moving 
forward seemed to become taxing for him. Yet, he carried on with his 
companions, keeping as close to them as possible. 


" My puppets, you've brought a visitor with you." 


Terron and Zekra's breath caught in their throats. They were all too 
familiar with the cold, unsettling voice that echoed all throughout the 
dungeon. The two sprang to their feet and prepared to bolt from the 
forest. 


But before they could, they saw the glow in Zeverous's eyes. Once 
they noticed that, they were immediately reminded that everything 
they were seeing was nothing but an illusion and that they had no 
reason to fear. They couldn't be plagued further in a false reality. 
With a grimace, they sat down and brought their focus back to the 
memory. 


The traveling Pokémon abruptly came to a halt as their fur stood on 
end. Their eyes darted around the forest in a frenzy as they tried to 
find the origin of the voice. 


A shadow swept past the group from under their feet. They hastily 
leapt from the spot and glanced back to see where the shadow had 
gone, but it had already faded back into the darkness. 


" What was that just now?!" false Zeverous demanded. 


" Someone activate an Escape Orb!" the Roserade cried. "We're 
aborting this mission right now! | don't care what the liege says! We 
can't stay here with that thing right here with us!" 


" What are you talking about?" false Zeverous asked yet again, 
growling under his breath. "What Is that 'thing' that just went by us? 
Answer me!" 


" No one's going to answer you, Zeverous. None of these 
Pokémon ever answer the questions outsiders ask." 


Zeverous flinched. In the corner of his eye, he saw the shadow along 
the wall. Though it didn't have a definite shape, he could clearly see 
wisps rising from various parts of its form like smoke. The streams 
danced along the walls. 


The Pokémon around Zeverous searched through their bags with a 
greater sense of urgency while Zeverous could only watch the 
shadow, his body too stiff to even move. 


"| don't normally visit those who decide to enter my home so 
directly, but you're a special exception, Zeverous. | can't afford 
for you to be here the way you are now." 


Black tendrils shot up from beneath the Zoroark and wrapped 
themselves around him, rendering him immobile within seconds. He 
let out a loud scream as he attempted to muster up an illusion, but 
the light was quick to fade. The tentacles dug into his fur as the 
shadow's own tendrils seemed to lengthen. 


Then, the tendrils holding Zeverous suddenly released him and sank 
back into the ground. He staggered and then fell, landing in a heap. 


His eyes closed and his own fur became tainted with black smoke. 
" I've got the Escape Orb!" the Swampert exclaimed. 


" Only took you forever to find it!" the Roserade shouted in 
exasperation. "Ugh, we really need to put those at the top of the bag. 
Now get us out of he-" 


There was a blur of movement, and then everyone found the false 
Zeverous standing over the Swampert, a set of claws sunk deep into 
the creature's chest. His eyes burned with a malevolent, eerie glow 
that resembled that of a monster. 


The last thing Team Vendetta saw was the absolute terror upon the 
illusionary Pokémon's faces before everything changed. The 
corrupted woods faded away and soon, they found themselves 
sitting far away from dungeon, Dusk Mines also in the far distance. 
But, their company had changed. The illusionary Zoroark was still 
among them, but he was collapsed once more, gasping and 
trembling as his pupils pinpointed and dilated rapidly. The dark wisps 
that once covered him were no longer present. Standing in front of 
him was Chloe, who seemed unmoved by the spectacle. 


" Where are the others that were with you?" she asked. 


Zeverous didn't respond. The Turtwig glanced down at his claws to 
find that they dripped of fresh blood. Set right beside him was a 
shredded bag that seemed ready to fall apart at any second. It was a 
wonder that it still managed to hold its contents. 


" So that's what happened," she stated blandly. 


She stared at the Zoroark for just a moment longer before turning 
away. 


" Stay here. Let me get my liege. He needs to be informed of what's 
happened." 


Then, without even waiting for a reply, she headed for the 
Fellowship. Zeverous remained where he was, eyes frozen open as 
his claws curled around the grass beneath him. 


Minutes of silence passed and the false Zeverous had still not 
moved from his spot. 


" The Zoroark you hired has returned from Erebus Woods. However, 
it seems that Erebus managed to gain control of him and forced him 
to kill your members. | found him right here, just like this, when | was 
going out for fresh air." 


Zeverous looked up to find Chloe standing over him, but now she 
had Yimtri by her side. The real Zeverous let out a low growl and 
bared his teeth. Team Vendetta gave him an uneasy glance before 
they slowly scooted away from the Zoroark. Yet, even as Zeverous 
continued to make the guttural noises, the memory continued. 


" Zeverous... did you encounter a strange creature in Erebus 
Woods?" Yimtri asked cautiously. "A creature that seemed to fill your 
being with a consuming cold when you felt its presence?" 


" Yes..." the false Zeverous muttered. 
" And what exactly did that creature do to you?" 


"It... spoke to me and then wrapped me in these tentacles that were 
so cold... then something took over my body. Something made me 
kill those Pokémon and all | could do was watch myself do it. | 
couldn't stop until they were all dead... | don't even know how | 
managed to get myself to stop and grab that Escape Orb..." 


Yimtri looked upon the Zoroark, his expression blank. 


" What happened to me?" Zeverous asked, pleading to the Sableye. 
"What was that shadow? What did it do to me...?" 


The Sableye glanced off in the direction where the woods lay. Then, 
he looked down at the Turtwig beside him. She returned his empty 
stare. 


" Perhaps you should tell him," she said. "We cannot hide the truth 
when he so clearly saw it. He might also be problematic if we do not 
tell him what has happened, as he could spread the truth to the 
world." 


" | suppose those are valid points..." Yimtri confessed unwillingly. 
"Perhaps just one Pokémon outside of Dusk Mines can know of 
what's truly happening..." 


Yimtri brought his gaze to the weary and desperate Zoroark. He 
opened his mouth to say something, but cut himself short and looked 
away. He grimaced and curled his claws into his palms. 


Chloe moved closer to the Sableye and leaned her head into his 
side. Somehow, she didn't fade through his intangible form, mostly 
likely because the ghost was forcing himself to remain tangible. He 
gave a deep sigh and looked back at Zeverous. 


" That creature you saw... is a creature | call Erebus," Yimtri started 
to say. "/t has the ability to... manipulate Pokémon into doing 
whatever it says by infecting them with its influence. That's exactly 
what it did to you from what | can tell." 


"I'm... infected?" Zeverous whimpered. 


" Yes, you are," Yimtri sighed. " Though, it seems that you have been 
infected far worse than any other Pokémon | know for some reason. 
Erebus doesn't typically infect you that much the first time you enter 
the forest... itnormally takes quite a few visits to become as tainted 
as you are... Why would it do that to you, I-" 


" You knew." 


Yimtri stopped. Zeverous's horrified expression was now replaced 
with a malicious glare. His irises were ablaze. Black streams 
escaped his fur. 


" You... knew," Zeverous said, his voice now a snarl. " You knew 
about Erebus this whole time and everything it could do to me... yet 
you sent me to it. You were feeding me to it." 


The Sableye staggered. Chloe immediately took on a hostile stance 
as the fire in the Zoroark's eyes seemed to grow. 


" You... you purposely sent me there!" Zeverous hissed. "You 
planned this! You knew! You knew all along and you sent me there 
to become fodder for that abomination! YOU KNEW!" 


The Zoroark lunged at the Sableye, his claws covered in a crimson 
light as he grabbed the ghost and pinned him to the ground. Yimtri 
struggled, but found he was unable to escape from Zeverous's 
grasp. The Night Slash prevented Yimtri from phasing out of the 
claws. 


Zeverous released one clawed hand from the ghost and brought it 
upon the Sableye. But before the attack could connect, something 
slammed into the Zoroark's side, releasing Yimtri from his grasp and 
knocking him over. As he hit the ground, a barrage of sharp leaves 
cut into his abdomen. He screeched as he swiveled his head in the 
direction of the attack to find Chloe standing at a distance, wearing a 
cold scowl. 


" You will not kill him, Zoroark ," Chloe growled. 


The false Zeverous roared in response. Chloe kept her eyes glued to 
the Zoroark as Yimtri got back to his feet. A dark energy surrounded 
each of his claws. 


" Zeverous, do not make Chloe and myself fight you," the Sableye 
said in a subdued voice. "Stifle the grudge you hold against me for 


your own sake. Otherwise, we will be forced to bring you back to 
reason the only way we can. Don't make us resort to that.” 


" RAAWWWRI" 


There was a loud cry and then, the plagued Zoroark sprang at the 
Sableye. Yimtri almost seemed saddened as Zeverous closed the 
gap between them. 


The memory abruptly ended and Team Vendetta immediately found 
themselves in their burrow once more. The Zoroark with them 
clutched his scalp with both sets of claws as he violently bashed his 
forehead into the wall beside him. 


"Zev...?" Zekra asked as she hesitantly stood up. 


Zeverous slammed his head one last time before keeping it slumped 
against the wall. He released a tired, exasperated sigh as the wisps 
escaping his claws vanished. 


"I'm fine," he said, the bright glow in his eyes gone. "But, at least that 
went better than | anticipated it would. | thought my inner Plagued 
One would take full advantage of the situation... guess | got lucky." 


Zekra gave a reluctant nod as she sat back down. 


"Where was |?" Zeverous wondered. "Oh, right. | ended up attacking 
the... Sableye and his companion and thankfully for them, they 
managed to knock me out. When | woke up again, | found out that 
they put me in the medical wing and was supposed to stay there for 
a week. Tch, it was much longer than | think was necessary, but they 
probably did that to make sure | didn't snap again or something. But 
after that week, | continued working in that Fellowship for the rest of 
my agreed time. You don't know how much | wanted to bolt out of 
that Fellowship, but | forced myself to stay because | had a 
mercenary code to follow. Even if it meant staying near that twisted 
forest, | remained until the third month past. | was such an idiot and 


filled with so much pride by doing that, but thank the gods, nothing 
catastrophic happened in that last month. 


"Still, you can Know that the second that third month ended, | was 
quick to leave. Didn't want to stand another minute in that wretched 
Fellowship with that Sableye and Erebus looming so close by. The 
Sableye had his Turtwig companion try to give me that amulet as a 
poor attempt of an apology for all that happened to me, but | refused 
to have it. | didn't want to become invincible when | had become a 
monster. 


"After that, | went back to my typical life, telling no one about the 
horror | had witnessed because truthfully, | wanted to pretend 
nothing had happened to me. Of course, | was never allowed to 
forget. No, | wasn't allowed to be that fortunate. | was forced to stay 
away from the misery dungeons that infested the region, for | was 
warned of what would happen if | dared to enter another one again. | 
was also quick to discover that | was not simply ‘infected’ like | was 
told; | was plagued. | noticed how the wisps that drifted off my body 
whenever | became infuriated heavily resembled the wisps of the 
Plagued Ones, as well as how my overall behavior seemed to match 
theirs. Then, two things more things in my life had to take a turn for 
the worse. For one, | had to dedicate every morning to slaughtering 
anything | could find. My inner Plagued One, despite being so far 
away from Erebus, would still arise in my mind, whispering strange 
things to me, and the only way | found | could silence its voice was 
by killing others. It's... awful, but it's the only thing | can do right now 
that works. Every morning... waking up... leaving dozens of corpses 
in my wake... day after day... if | wasn't a dark-type, I'm fairly certain 
| would have gone insane from the mass amount of killing I've had to 
do. 


"The other thing that went into a downward spiral is one that you're 
all too familiar with, Zekra; that | couldn't visit you, Mom, and Dad 
anymore." 


Zekra frowned and lowered her gaze. 


"| couldn't come back to you guys because | feared that | would snap 
and possibly kill you," Zeverous grimaced. "I just couldn't bear the 
thought of that... so | didn't come back. It hurt so much, knowing that 
all of you were wondering where | was, but | just couldn't come. And, 
| didn't have the heart to have a messenger tell you | wouldn't come 
back. |... took the coward's way out. And even when | finally decided 
to face you after learning the fate of our home, | still couldn't do it. If 
you knew who | really was, you would have had questions for me. 
And | wasn't sure that you were ready to hear the answers." 


"How did you find us again?" Zekra asked hollowly. 


The Zoroark reached into the bag beside him and shuffled through 
its contents. After a few moments, he pulled out a pale blue 
container that seemed to be crafted out of ice; Zekra's Frism. 


"| went back to Blackoak Town after | finally convinced myself to at 
least check up on you," Zeverous answered. "But, | found that no 
one was there and eventually came across the Frism you left me. 
Your message explained everything to me that | needed to know. | 
hurried to Aurora Town as fast as | could... but also found that town 
had been abandoned as well. | had to spend the next few weeks 
tirelessly prying through the Fellowship in order to figure out what 
had happened to you and where you had gone, but | did find out you 
were on Shirra. | came to the island and watched you from afar, and 
then you found me, asking to retrieve the very item that | rejected 
years ago. Then after you left the island, your caretakers found me 
just as was about to go after you once more and they pleaded that | 
watch over you. And then, you know what happened afterwards." 


Zekra nodded absently. Zeverous placed the Frism next to her as he 
looked into her dejected eyes. He reached over to her and gently 
placed a paw over her head. 


"I'm sorry for all the pain I've caused you," he said ruefully. "I really 
should have told you what happened to me. You didn't deserve to 
remain in the dark. And now, when | finally see you again, | find you 


plagued, just like me. I'm so sorry, Zekra. I'm sorry | couldn't be 
strong enough to come back until it was too late." 


Zekra stared up at the Zoroark, eyes glazed over. 


And then, something pounced into Zeverous's chest. He flinched at 
the sudden movement, anticipating claws to slice into him, but was 
quick to see that no harm had come. Instead, he found Zekra 
clinging to him, tears running down her eyes as she buried her face 
deep into his fur. 


"| don't care if you were being a coward... you're back. That's all that 
| care about," she whimpered, her voice muffled. "I'm just so happy 
to have my brother back. But please... promise me you won't leave 
again. You're all the family that | have left. | don't want to lose you 
again." 


He remained still, unable to react for a moment. Then, he released a 
sigh and held her close. 


"| promise," he breathed. "I'll Keep you safe and fight what corrupts 
us both. | won't abandon you." 


Zekra smiled weakly. The two held their embrace for a moment 
longer before the Zoroark set the Zorua by her friends. Zekra wiped 
away the tears that still coursed down her face, still smiling. 
Zeverous returned the smile as he reached for the purple cape 
resting by his side; the Reunion Cape Zekra had used to save him. 
He folded it and gently, but securely knotted it around her neck. 


Terron watched the happy moment in silence before a troubling 
thought came to his mind. 


"Your story... it's a little different than the story Yimtri told us about 
you," Terron stated quietly. 


Zeverous's smile abruptly became a scowl. His eyes darkened. 


"You make it sound as though you anticipated he'd tell you the truth," 
Zeverous growled. "How different is his version of my story?" 


"He said that you were a treasure hunter and that he found you near 
Dusk Mines because you were looking for something,” Terron 
answered cautiously. "That's the only detail that | remember that was 
different from your story." 


"So for once, he told a mostly whole truth? What a surprise," 
Zeverous scoffed. "Well, | have no idea why he'd change that detail. 
Perhaps because he's so used to telling so many lies, he can't say 
anything without inserting at least one lie into everything he says. 
Tch." 


The Zoroark eyed the three before him. 


"Speaking of which, what did the Sableye do to you that made you 
plagued?" he asked. 


"When we were still in the Fellowship, we found a mission to go 
collect evolution stones in Erebus Woods," Terron explained. "We 
went there with two other friends who... aren't with us anymore, one 
of our leaders, and Yimtri. We got separated in the dungeon, and 
then Erebus made Yimtri go crazy and he started attacking all of us." 


"So Erebus originally plagued you," Zeverous replied. "| see... and 
how badly plagued are you three?" 


"I'm not too bad | guess," Terron shrugged, trying his best to remain 
stoic. "I just sometimes hear my plagued self's voice in my mind 
sometimes. It... likes to pretend to be my voice of reason. But it 
never tries to control me or make me want to kill things." 


The Zoroark nodded and looked over at his sister. An uncomfortable 
frown came across his face. 


"And you, Zekra?" he asked. 


"| have it... kind of bad," Zekra answered sheepishly. "| mean, not as 
bad as you Zev, but it's worse than Tear's. | don't really hear the 
voice in my head, but every time | see wild Pokemon, | get these... 
urges to kill them. And sometimes, it feels really addicting and good 
to kill. Like | won't want to stop. And then whenever | see Plagued 
Ones... the plagued me... it... well... it takes complete control of me 
and attacks anyone who gets in my way. And, | don't remember 
anything it does whenever that happens." 


"So that's how it is," Zeverous said quietly. "Well... at least you are 
not plagued as much as | feared. You're still yourself and I'm very 
happy to see that. Perhaps we'll be able to keep it that way... 
hopefully. And what about you, Novus?" 


Everyone turned toward the Quilava, who had been completely silent 
for most of the conversation. They found he had his attention toward 
the entrance of the burrow, his eyes void and glassy. 


"Novus?" Zeverous asked again. 


There was still no response. Terron tapped on the Quilava's 
shoulder, causing Novus's fire to flare up. He flinched as he snapped 
his attention back to the group. 


"Oh, you were speaking to me," Novus said, calming his flames. 
"What were you asking?" 


"How badly plagued are you?" Zeverous asked more impatiently this 
time. 


"| am not plagued,” Novus answered. "! did not join this team until 
after Terron and Zekra got back from the Blight Forest. Sorry for not 
answering you earlier." 


"| see," the Zoroark replied simply. "You're the fortunate one of the 
four of us." 


Novus nodded, but his eyes seemed to wander elsewhere. Terron 
continued to watch the Quilava with a glare, wondering what could 
be causing Novus's focus to waver so easily. 


"So, the four of us are traitors to the Fellowship now," Zeverous 
announced. 


Hearing those words immediately reminded Terron of the reality he 
had temporarily forgotten. He had been so stunned by everything 
that happened earlier that day, that he somehow managed to not 
think about what impacted his life the most now. It almost baffled him 
how easily he was able to forget the grim situation he was now in. 


"Yeah... Shade's probably telling the other Fellowships what 
happened right now," Terron said in a low, hesitant voice. "Ugh, we 
weren't even in the Fellowship for a day and now we're traitors. This 
wasn't supposed to happen. We were supposed to find information 
inside the Fellowship and now we can't even go inside a base 
without someone probably wanting to kill us. Why does the 
Fellowship have to be so rigid with following their orders? Or is it just 
Shade who's like that? | mean, | don't remember Len being this 
strict. Then again, we never disobeyed orders from him... Ugggggh." 


He pressed his paws into his helmet, groaning loudly. 

And | thought it was bad enough that Yimtri wanted to kill us. Terron 
thought irritably. But no! Now we've got all the factions of the 
Fellowship after us now! Tch, just my luck that this is happening. It's 
like what happened with Aurora Town all over again... 

"So what do we do now?" Zekra asked. "Where do we go?" 


"Well, what is your overall goal?" Zeverous asked. "I realize that you 
were trying to get information, but you had another one, right?" 


"Yeah, it's to defeat the Plagued Ones," she replied. 


"Well then, hmm. Your options seem rather few right now. You can't 
go back to the Fellowship, and you can't simply go to Erebus and 
hope to defeat it in your current state... that's basically suicide. 
Hmmm..." 


"Hey Tear, what do you think we should do now?" 


Terron found that everyone was now staring directly at him. All of 
them remained silent, awaiting the Cubone's direction. Even Novus, 
who had seemed so absent earlier, now had his full attention on 
Terron. Terron grit his teeth as he felt a cold chill wash over him. 


They're counting on me to say something. he realized. Whatever | 
say next, they're going to do. But... what do we do? What is there 
left to do? 


He clenched his paws as he desperately searched his mind for an 
idea. A hint of what to make of their situation. But, there was nothing. 
His mind could not offer even a shred of a suggestion despite how 
desperately he tried to find one. 


What do we do when the one place there's answers isn't open to us 
anymore? Where do we go? We can't just wander around Shiron for 
the rest of our lives. We have to do something! But what?! What can 
we possibly do to- 


"Tear?" Zekra asked, shaking his arm with a paw. 
"I'm thinking!" Terron suddenly shouted. 


Zekra shirked away, ears folded back. Terron felt the regret pierce 
through his chest when he realized what he had done. 


"Sorry," he sighed, releasing some of the burning tension from his 
heart. "I just really need to think. Our options are really limited right 
now." 


"Well, we could go find those pins," Zekra suggested meekly. "I 
mean, not like we have anything to lose by doing that. Or we could 
always try to sneak into the Fellowship and raid their paperwork or 
something to find that information you're looking for." 


"We could..." Terron considered. "But | don't Know where to start 
looking for those pins and | don't know if | want to risk raiding the 
Fellowship. You saw what happened last time we tried to take a big 
risk... | don't want it happening again. | just can't bear the thought of 
losing you guys." 


"Then perhaps you should consider my idea for just a moment." 


Everyone turned to the older Quilava. It was somewhat of a surprise 
to hear him speaking when he seemed to be gone from the 
conversations. 


"What's your idea?" Terron asked. 


Novus raised a paw into the air as he began to speak, but then cut 
himself short. He paused and soon, a grim frown spread across his 
face. He set his paw down and looked away from the group. The 
flames blazing from his head flickered, as if struggling against an 
unseen wind. 


"Novus, what is it?" Terron asked again. "We're open to anything 
right now. We don't care what it is." 


"| know that," Novus answered, returning his reluctant gaze to the 
Cubone. "I truly do. But..." 


"Then say it," Terron said, his voice becoming a quiet hiss. "Tell me 
what's on your mind. Tell me so that you can help us." 


The Quilava gave a long sigh. Yet, he nodded and his eyes burned 
with a newfound resolve. 


"Allow me to explain something to you; | have been withholding 
some information from all of you," Novus spoke solemnly, refusing to 
lower his gaze. 


Terron frowned. He could feel the burning in his heart, telling him to 
give the Quilava a lashing, but he stifled the thought. There was 
more to be heard. 


"You see, | did not join your team nor the Fellowship because | 
wanted to contribute to a resistance against the foul, plaguing 
creatures. | joined because | was searching for allies to help me find 
two Pokémon. Two Pokémon... who | believe might be the only true 
ones capable of ending this nightmare." 


"Who?" Terron asked. 


The tension in the Quilava returned. He glanced away, the resolution 
he once held simply gone. 


" Who?" Terron seethed. "Who do you want to find?" 
"... Reshiram and Zekrom." 


Terron continued to stare at the Quilava, waiting to see if anything 
else would be said. Waiting to see if he had heard the two names 
correctly. 


Nothing else left Novus's tongue. He only returned the Cubone's 
stare with his own grave, hesitant one. 


"You want to find two legendaries that no one's seen for centuries," 
Terron stated dully. 


"Yes," Novus answered. "| know you are doubtful, but let me assure 

you that | know where to search. There are actually several places to 
search, but | know with all certainty that one of the Great Beings is in 
one of those locations. Trust me; | know they are there. | know where 
to look. We could use their power to defeat the Plagued Ones. | have 


seen a Great Being's power; it is unmatched by any except for the 
Ethereal Beings' own power. And as we search, we can also find the 
pins you seek. We could follow both ideas at once. 


"That is what we should truly do, in my opinion; abandon any hopes 
of trying to gain more knowledge from the Fellowship and instead 
search out Reshiram and Zekrom, as well as the pins. I'm sorry that | 
could not tell you of this intention of mine sooner. | simply did not 
trust you and Zekra enough when | first joined your team and your 
emotional and physical conditions were not adequate enough to me. 
But now, it seems times have become desperate and the time to find 
the dragons has come. We must find at least one of them to aid us in 
our fight against the filthy abominations. They are the only ones who 
can help. The other legendary beings do not exist in the mortal realm 
anymore. It is only Reshiram and Zekrom that are among us 
mortals." 


Any trace of exasperation faded in Terron's heart, only to be 
replaced by a maelstrom of many other emotions. He thought for a 
moment, unsure of what to make of this information Novus 
presented so suddenly. On one hand, he was rather upset that 
Novus had such a hidden motive and had no intentions of telling him 
and Zekra of such a plan for what could have been months. Yet on 
the other hand, he was intrigued by the prospect of having a 
legendary at his side, fighting alongside him. He reveled in the 
thought of having such divine protection sheltering him from the 
relentless assaults of his enemies. 


He couldn't decide which of these two clashing thoughts he should 
voice. 


So instead, he chose to do something else. 
"Novus... how do you know where to find Reshiram and Zekrom?" 
The Quilava cringed. Terron twisted his mouth into a dark scowl, his 


patience running dangerously low. He already knew of the agony 
and frustration that came from someone purposefully obfuscating 


information from him; he refused to have Novus act on the behavior 
he grew to loathe. 


But thankfully for the Cubone, he did not need to lash out at Novus, 
for the Quilava spoke. 


"| know because | am actually much older than you think | am," he 
answered, each of his words making him cringe. "I have been alive 
for a very long time. | have actually seen the ones you call 
legendaries, when they still used to roam the land. | was there when 
they discovered the Blight Forest and had five of their kind trapped 
within its grasp. | was there when they disappeared from the world 
for to protect themselves from the blight that they feared still might 
exist. | was there when Reshiram and Zekrom stayed behind 
because they refused to neglect their duty in protecting the world. | 
was there when they fell into a deep slumber, preventing them from 
carrying out their duties. | saw all of it." 


Terron froze. He tried to wrap his mind around what he had just been 
told, but found he couldn't. 


"That story you told us on the beach... it was a real story, wasn't it?" 
Zekra managed to ask, just as stunned as Terron. "Is that why you 
were so scared to see Erebus Woods?" 


"Yes," Novus said, his eyes wandering to the ground. "Blight Forest 
disappeared from the world a long time ago from what | recall. | don't 
understand why it would have returned. It has the exact same 
appearance as it did so many centuries ago..." 


"Just... how old are you, Novus?" Zekra then asked. 


"Longer than you can imagine," the Quilava uttered. "Longer than the 
lifespan of the Ninetales..." 


"How are you even alive still?" Zekra wondered. "| mean, | don't think 
your kind live that long." 


"|... would rather not explain that at the moment," Novus stated. "It's 
a very complicated detail. But, | will in time. | promise | will. Just not 
now. Believe me when | tell you that." 


Though clearly wanting to know more, Zekra gave a reluctant nod. 
Terron eyed Novus with a dark glimmer, but otherwise said nothing. 


The Quilava offered a paw to the three petrified Pokémon before 
him. 


"Now, returning back to the matter at hand. | ask if we turn our full 
attention to finding Reshiram and Zekrom," Novus then said. "We 
have nowhere else to turn to in this world. We have very few options 
if we wish to destroy the Blight Demons. Finding those two will offer 
us not only a new path, but also power and protection. Having the 
aide of any of those two would grant you insured hope that this war 
will end. Their divine powers will purge the world of the plagued 
creatures. | promise you that they will. | have witnessed their godly 
power sweep the lands, ravaging all that oppose them. 


"Do you agree with this plan?" 


Terron, Zekra, and Zeverous each kept their gazes locked onto the 
Quilava's, his own gaze steadfast in his conviction. Silence filled the 
burrow. All that could be heard were the low whispers of a light gale 
brewing outside. 


It was Zekra who broke the long, tense silence. 


"Well, | don't know what else we could do," she said as she played 
with her paws. "I mean, we can find the pins while we're doing what 
you're suggesting, but yeah, | think your idea is probably the best we 
can come up with right now. And, | do trust you. You've helped us 
before in the past, even if you never told us anything weird like the 
fact that you're apparently ancient..." 


Novus made no reply to the remark. 


“Though | haven't known you as long as these two have, | do see 
that you are trustworthy and that your plan is reasonable," Zeverous 
then said to the Quilava. "Then of course, | promised to keep Zekra 
safe and by extension, her friends as well. But, | also have a plan we 
can follow that | know for a fact will work and keep all of you safe. 
And | do think it will work well with your own." 


"Is that so?" Novus asked, intrigued. 


Zeverous opened his mouth to say more, but before he could speak 
his mind, his eyes became wide and alight. 


A low snarl escaped his throat. 


"Oh? Did we come at a bad time? Sorry, we didn't bother to 
eavesdrop on your conversation before we entered. /'m so sorry 
about that. | should have been more considerate . " 


Swift as lightning, the four fugitives turned toward the entrance of the 
hideout to find that they were not alone. There, standing ata 


distance from the group, were a familiar Mismagius and Chandelure. 
Both held a gleeful, malicious gleam in their eyes. 


But, it wasn't their presence that instantly turned Terron's heart into 
ice. 


It was the Pokémon standing just behind the two ghosts. 


The Pokémon wearing a vicious scowl as Its eyes gave off a sinister 
glow. 


The Pokémon whose drawn claws could easily slit the Cubone's 
throat. 


The Pokémon that Terron prayed he would never see again. 


Yimtri. 


Proselytize 


x 
Chapter 44 


Proselytize 


Terron staggered at the sight of Yimtri and his two companions 
hovering beside him. 


Upon looking into the glowing gemstones of the livid Sableye, a 
wave of memories came over Terron; memories of when he first met 
the Sableye. The time anxiously navigating his way through the 
wretched forest. The arduous conflict between his team and the 
Erebus-controlled Sableye. The horrifying revelation that the Sableye 
refused to confess to for so long. The torturous conversation he had 
with the Sableye after Aurora Town was gutted by Plagued Ones. 


He could see each memory so clearly. 


Yet, despite the disdain he held in each of the memories, he could 
not feel it now. Despite how much he grew to despise the Sableye 
for all the misfortunates that befell the ones he loved, Terron couldn't 
feel the spite swell inside him. 


There was only a consuming dread. 


"Hello there, Terron," Yimtri hissed, glaring directly at the Cubone. 
"It's been a while since I've last seen you, hasn't it?" 


For just a second, Terron could feel Yimtri's claws in his throat, a 
mere centimeter shallow from puncturing his jugular. 


He knew that phantom feeling would soon be real if something 
wasn't done. 


But before he could even attempt to formulate a plan, Zeverous 
sprang to his feet and crouched low to the ground on all fours. His 
eyes illuminated ominously, their brilliance almost rivaling Yimtri's. 
He stood before Team Vendetta, as if trying to block them from the 
ghosts' view. A low, menacing snarl emitted from the Zoroark. 


" Yimtri... what are you doing here?" 
The Sableye let out a snort. His scowl only seemed to deepen. 


"So it is you, Zeverous,” Yimtri said. "My followers couldn't remember 
the name little Zekra screamed at you after Shade put you out. But, 
so | see. You're still alive and just as plagued as | remember you 
were." 


" What are you doing here?!" Zeverous screamed. "Why are you 
here?! How did you get here?!" 


"Yes, you're still so heavily influenced by your plagued self, just like 
last time," Yimtri noted indifferently. "It still clings to your petty 
grudge. It feels so difficult to resist its urges So you can protect your 
sister and her despicable friends, doesn't it?" 


The glow in Zeverous's eyes flared and his body began shaking. 


"So, why am | here, you ask?" the Sableye went on. "Well, that has a 
very simple answer; I'm here to have the ones behind you receive 
their punishment for breaking the oath they each swore to me." 


Terron, Zekra, and Novus cringed as they scooted away from the 
ghastly company and behind the mighty stature of the Zoroark. 
Though Zeverous hadn't been in their company for long, he vaguely 
understood the Sableye's words. He grit his teeth tight as his fur 
stood on end. 


"And how did | find you? Why, with some help from my dear 
members," Yimtri said as he outstretched his arms toward the two by 
his sides. "Ghost-types, after all, make excellent spies. They dida 


very fine job of shadowing you and alerting me of precisely where 
you hid away after you fled from Shade." 


The Mismagius's and Chandelure's grins widened. Yimtri kept his 
scowl as he lowered his arms, his dark expression never changing. 


"So, step aside, Zeverous. | give you your choice now. Get out of my 
way or suffer the same fate those three wretched Pokémon will. It's 
your choice." 


" You won't hurt them," Zeverous growled. "/ won't let you even touch 
them. | don't know what they did, but it doesn't matter. You won't hurt 
them. | will defend them from you, Yimtri. These three aren't going 
to die to you." 


The Zoroark winced as the smoke-like streams rose from his body. 
His claws dug deep into the ground as he made strange, eerie 
hisses that didn't belong to his voice. But even as his plagued self 
worked to consume him, he continued to cast the Sableye a 
menacing glare and kept his protective stance in front of the team. 


Yimtri continued to gaze upon the Zoroark's fierce gaze, not 
wavering at the fearsome sight. 


Then, he slowly shook his head. 


"You are not strong enough to even attempt to accomplish that," he 
spoke. "You are weak. If you were truly strong, you never would 
have been plagued. You became plagued because you were, and 
still are, weak." 


That was all it took for Zeverous to snap. His eyes burned with the 
deep malice as he sprang forward, quick as a blur. The Mismagius 
and Chandelure darted into the walls, disappearing from the burrow 
as the Zoroark closed in on the Sableye. 


A smug smile briefly broke out on Yimtri's face as he leapt into a wall 
before the Zoroark could make contact with him. Zeverous released 


a frustrated murmur as he landed in the spot where the Sableye 
once was, his claws glistening with a crimson light. He swiveled his 
neck in the direction Yimtri had disappeared in and, with a flash of 
light, instantly turned into a Mismagius. He swooped into the tunnel 
wall, presumably chasing after the Sableye. 


"Zev! Zev, come back!" Zekra called as she leapt to her feet. "Come 
on you guys! We have to go after him!" 


"| don't think so." 


The Mismagius and Chandelure emerged from the wall behind the 
team, provoking a scream from the Zorua. Both of the ghosts 
grinned as the Mismagius wrapped an appendage around Terron 
and Zekra's throats while the Chandelure did the same with Novus. 


" Gaauuuggh ! Let go of me!" Zekra cried. 


She turned her head back to show an ominous sphere forming 
rapidly in her maw. But, before she could fire the Dark Pulse, the two 
ghost-types released the team from their grasps and hastily 
disappeared through the walls once more. Team Vendetta drew 
close to each other, guarding the others’ backs. 


"Keep an eye out for those two," Terron instructed as he yanked out 
a bone club from his coat. "They could come up from anywhere . 
Ugggh, | hate ghost-types so much..." 


"The second | see them, I'll be sure to blast them," Zekra assured. 
"One Dark Pulse should take them out. Ghost Pokémon don't exactly 
take damage too well." 


"Yeah... too bad they make up it for it by being intangible and fast..." 
Terron groaned. 


Seconds passed and Yimtri's followers did not come. Terron resisted 
the urge to let his tense stance slouch. 


"What's going on...?" he wondered. "Why aren't they coming back?" 


Terron didn't know if Zekra or Novus gave a response. Perhaps they 
had, but he couldn't hear it over the sudden rush of wind. The next 
thing he knew, he was standing in a forest with his companions, the 
world covered in dusk. Floating just feet away from him were the 
Mismagius and Chandelure, both looking at him and resisting a 
laugh. 


"It's a wonderful night, is it not?" the Chandelure asked. "The moon 
is bright and the world is quiet. Miles away from civilization is 
pleasant, isn't it?" 


"How did you..." Novus started to say. 


The Quilava's eyes suddenly widened before he could finish. He 
glanced down at his neck, right where the Chandelure had wrapped 
her arms around him. Still tied to his neck was his folded Reunion 
Cape. 


"No... you didn't actually..." 


"Oh, but we did," the Mismagius chuckled. "We know how those 
‘scarves' around your necks work. They're so useful to not just you, 
but us as well. Now you're out here, so far away from everyone, 
where no one can hear you scream..." 


In the shock of the moment, Novus failed to notice that the 
Chandelure had snuck up behind him until it was too late. She 
wrapped her arms around the Quilava as she lifted him off the 
ground. He set himself ablaze in desperation, but the second the fire 
emerged from his quills, it seemed to flow directly into the 
Chandelure and seemingly made her own flames burn brighter. 


"Oh, you poor Quilava," the Chandelure cooed as she curled an arm 
around his mouth, muzzling him. "Your inner fire has no effect on 
me." 


The Chandelure abruptly moved to the side to avoid a pillar of black 
energy. Her eyes narrowed when she found Zekra charging at her, a 
pink light sweeping over her as she changed. 


"Oh yes, you," the Chandelure grumbled. "I nearly forgot that you 
can actually be a detriment. Well, that can be fixed with ease." 


She let out a scoff as she twisted her body in a full circle. A barrage 
of blue flames flew from her body and sailed at Zekra. The light 
covering the Zorua instantly faded, revealing a Greninja. She nimbly 
avoided each of the burning lights, snarling as several Water 
Shuriken formed in her webbed hands. She tossed them forward, but 
unfortunately, the Chandelure's reactions were just as swift. The 
ghost flung yet another volley of flames, each colliding with the stars 
and evaporating them in an instant. A mighty stream of the fire 
followed. 


Zekra bounded out of the way, but soon found herself running into 
the Mismagius as he slammed into her, his being covered in a black 
aura. She tumbled along the ground, returning to her Zorua form as 
she frantically dug her heels into the cold blades of grass. 


Terron clenched his grasp on his club, realizing that he had to help. 
Even if he didn't have much of a talent with fighting against ghost- 
types, he had to try. He had to aid Zekra when Novus and Zeverous 
couldn't help her anymore. 


"You're not going to be able to help her, Terron. How can you when 
you can't even help yourself?" 


Terron's insides ran cold. He didn't know what happened next. One 
second, he could feel something sharp press into the back of his 
makeshift scarf. Then, another second later, he no longer found 
himself watching Zekra fight off Yimtri's ghostly members. He now 
stood alone in a glade, the moon casting its otherworldly brightness 
upon him. 


Except, he was not alone. There was a single Sableye standing a 
few feet away from him, claws drawn as his black, tattered cape 
billowed in the nightly gale. 


There was a ferocious glower of pure animosity upon Yimtri's face. 
His gemstones burned ever the brighter. 


"You really thought you could escape punishment for breaking your 
oath?" Yimtri asked incredulously. "Did you honestly think that my 
threat wasn't sincere? Or did you perhaps think that | would not be 
able to find you?" 


Terron's heart shattered in despair. His legs wobbled. He pushed his 
persona into his head, but for once, it couldn't calm the dread that 
coursed through him. 


"Yimtri... wait..." he choked out. 


" Silence, Terron," Yimtri seethed. "| don't Know why | chose to trust 
you for this long. Clearly | was mistaken for thinking you were 
trustworthy. | should have left you in Erebus Woods, had | known it 
would have led to this." 


"Yimtri... you don't understand!" Terron pleaded. "I didn't tell anyone 
about Erebus!" 


"Of course you didn't," Yimtri scoffed. "Of course you didn't tell 
anyone about Erebus when you threatened to do so the last time we 
spoke until | gave you my final warning." 


"| swear! It wasn't me! | don't know who told the Fellowship about 
Erebus, but it wasn't me and my friends! In fact, that's the reason we 
came back to Dusk Mines! To ask Sh-" 


Terron's back slammed against the ground as a set of claws dug into 
his throat from under his scarf. A terrible aura flooded into him, filling 
him with an agonizing cold. He looked up to find the Sableye glaring 
at him, his jeweled eyes gouging into his soul. 


"Let me tell you why this particular encounter with me is different 
from the others and why resisting is futile: it's because there's no one 
here to save you," Yimtri spoke vehemently. "The other times you 
fought me, our battles were cut short by those with you. First, it was 
Syn who managed to knock me away from you when Erebus 
manipulated me as though | were nothing but a puppet. Then it was 
Vantis and Impetus who protected you in that very same fight. And 
then finally, when you threatened to expose Erebus's existence to 
your superiors on that day your beloved home was reduced to a 
ghost town, Len saved you. In all of these times, you would have 
died or perhaps become further plagued. But, you always had 
assistance. Your assistance protected you from me. You were never 
strong enough on your own. 


"That's no longer the case here. Your friends cannot save you. The 
Fellowship cannot save you. No one can save you. No one can 
protect you." 


Terron wanted to think of a clever retort. He wanted his bravado to 
surface and free him from the grim situation. He wanted to stand up 
to the Sableye as he had the last time the two spoke. 


But nothing came and Terron knew exactly why: because Yimtri was 
right. 


Without even knowing it, he had relied upon others to protect him 
from the plagued phantom. He had never truly accomplished 
anything on his own. Someone always managed to save him before 
everything went downhill. The one time he had thought he stood by 
himself in Aurora Town... 


He had only been able to do so because he had the company of 
Novus and Zekra. Even if they couldn't help him, they were there. 
Their company gave him the strength he needed. 


No one was here for Terron now. No one was around for miles. He 
truly was alone, something he had never known for the longest time. 


Yimtri snickered at the horrified expression upon Terron's face. 


"Yes, the truth hurts, doesn't it?" he asked. "Well don't worry; I'll put 
you out of your misery. The pain will end now. All of it. " 


The claws pierced Terron's skin. The blood trickled from his jugular 
and his breath caught in his throat. 


Don't roll over and die. 
Fight back. 
Prove to him that he is wrong. 


Terron wasn't sure who said those words. Perhaps it was his 
plagued self or perhaps it was his will to live. He didn't know. 


But, he didn't need to know. 


A powerful conviction swelled inside him, erasing any pain he felt. All 
traces of the dread were burned away. 


With his renewed vigor, Terron swung his club at the Sableye, for 
Yimtri had forgotten to pin his arms down. The Sableye flew off the 
Cubone, skidding across the glade as Terron sprang to his feet. He 
put a hand to his throat and felt the blood slide down his paw. Yet, he 
knew that the wounds weren't deep enough to be fatal. 


The Sableye brought himself to a halt and glared back at the 
Cubone. 


"Retaliating, are you?" Yimtri asked. 
"You're not going to kill me, Yimtri," Terron said. "I'm not scared of 
you. You said that no one's going to help me this time, and you're 


right. Because | don't need anyone. I'm going to protect myself from 
you." 


The Sableye scowled. 


"Do you really think mere audacity will save you?" Yimtri asked. "I 
don't know if you realize this, but I'm far older than you, Terron. | 
have more experience than you. | have faced more terrors than you 
ever will. | have abilities that you can never hope to obtain. And most 
of all, /'m the better leader than you. You would have given up the 
day you had to be put in my position. | am the leader of the Dusk 
Mines Fellowship and a resilient puppet of Erebus who has tirelessly 
fought against the strings that have tried to manipulate my followers 
and myself for the past twenty years. A Sableye who can stand on 
his own if he must. You, meanwhile, are nothing but the false leader 
of a group of wandering, wayward fugitives who no longer have a 
purpose in life. A fragile, little Cubone who would have been thrown 
to Erebus today had it not been for the fact that Zeverous saved you 
and your friends. You are weak by yourself." 


Terron felt a flare of anger rise within him, but refused to listen to the 
violent impulses it fed him. 


"That's not going to work on me," Terron growled. "You're not going 
to impair my judgment with my emotions. And you're wrong; | am 
strong enough by myself." 


An amused grin spread across Yimtri's face, surprising Terron. 


"So you're catching on," Yimtri said, laughing quietly under his 
breath. "Perhaps you're much more competent than | assumed you 
were. " 


"And perhaps you're better at stating the obvious than | thought," 
Terron returned. 


The Sableye's smile disappeared. He dove into the ground, phasing 
into the grass until completely gone from sight. Terron hastily sped 
away from his spot, stuffing his free paw into his pocket as he 
searched for something to aid him. 


He saw a shadow creep toward him with the swiftness of a 
Rapidash. Though the shadow had no definite shape, he didn't need 


to think long to understand what was happening. With a burst of 
sudden energy, he tore out a handful of bone thorns and flung them 
at the shadow. He didn't know if his idea would work, but he knew he 
had nothing to lose. 


One of the spikes sank into the shadow, resulting in a loud cry. Not 
even a second later, the shadow materialized to the surface as the 
Sableye, the thorn stuck deep into his side. He hastily ripped it out 
and tossed it to the ground in disgust. 


Seeing his chance, Terron took the club grasped in his other paw 
and flung it at the Sableye. Yimtri was quick to notice the oncoming 
club and instantly dived back into the ground, completely avoiding 
the attack. Terron snarled as the bone came swerving back to his 
paw. 


"Stop pulling that stupid trick!" he growled. "Get back here!" 
"If you insist." 


Terron suddenly felt a presence from behind him. Quick as lightning, 
he spun on his heel and tossed his club forward, but it was too late. 
Yimtri abruptly flew out his shadow and tackled the Cubone down, 
his claws streaming with a black energy. Perhaps it was the dark 
Spiritual power all ghosts held or perhaps it was his plagued power; 
Terron wasn't sure. But that didn't matter, as Terron had no intentions 
of finding the answer. 


The Cubone ripped out something from within his coat as a claw 
struck down toward him. The object blocked the attack, putting the 
two leaders at an impasse as they each struggled against the other's 
strength. 


"Metal? You have metal upon you?" Yimtri wondered in an 
unimpressed demeanor. "! did not realize that Cubone used metal as 
weapons. You're full of Surprises, aren't you, Terron?" 


Terron glanced at his hand and found that what he held was one of 
the Aron armor pieces he had gathered on his mission for Chrysalis. 
He had forgotten about it with everything that had happened for the 
past couple of days. 


"Well I'm not any ordinary Cubone now, am |?" 


Yimtri said nothing as he took his free claw and swiped at the 
Cubone. Terron promptly swung his armored plate to the side, taking 
Yimtri with it. His claws carved into the Cubone's mask, nearly 
ripping it off in the process. 


The Sableye tumbled to the ground as Terron bolted to his feet and 
stuffed the plate away. He pressed his mask firmly into his face, and 
much to his horror, felt three new cracks near his left eye. The 
second his paw went over the jagged lines, a deep malice spiked 
within him. 


"You little prick !" Terron screamed. 


He lunged at Yimtri and grabbed ahold of the front of his cape as 
they rolled along the cold, grassy field. Yimtri attempted to shred 
Terron as the world around them spun rapidly, but Terron somehow 
managed to avoid each of the attacks. 


The second they came to a halt, Terron pinned the Sableye down by 
his collar. He shoved the sharp end of his club against Yimtri's throat. 


"| should kill you right now," Terron hissed. "I really should. After 
everything you've done to me and my friends and everybody else in 
all of Shiron, | should put an end to you." 


Yimtri scowled. His shadow shifted along the ground for just a 
second, and then four tendrils shot up from it. They snapped at the 
Cubone, their jagged points glistening in the eerie light of the 
Sableye's jewels. Terron pressed his weapon against the Sableye 
harder. The tendrils stopped inches away from his face. 


The Sableye and Cubone locked gazes, both of their eyes burning a 
cold spite into the other's. 


"You can't kill me," Yimtri seethed. "My shadow will puncture your 
mind faster than you can drive that bone into my throat." 


"| wouldn't say that," Terron returned. "You're underestimating me." 


"You're lying to yourself. | can see it so clearly behind that mask of 
yours." 


Terron scowled. He tightened his grip around the club. He couldn't 
afford to let his focus waver right now. He had to keep his mind as 
clear as possible, or it would ultimately cost him his life. 


"Tell me something: why did you tell the Fellowships about Erebus 
when you knew things would end this way? When I've repeatedly 
told you why | had to keep its existence a secret?" Yimtri asked. "Do 
you have a death wish? Or do you simply despise me so much that 
you Crave to see me suffer?" 


Terron kept his glower fixed to the Sableye. He knew there was no 
answer that Yimtri would accept. The Sableye was completely bent 
on believing Terron and his friends told the Fellowship of Erebus and 
there was no convincing him otherwise. No matter what was said, 
Yimtri would deny it. Any trust he might have had in the Cubone was 
completely eradicated now. Terron knew this just by looking into the 
Sableye's gemstones. 


But then, something abruptly came to his mind. 


"You know, that's a very good question," Terron replied back, 
mocking the same deadpan tone the Sableye was speaking with. 
"So good, in fact, why don't you answer it for me?" 


Yimtri did not seem to anticipate this particular retort. Terron grinned 
from behind his mask, seeing the fleeting wince of surprise upon the 
ghost's face, and knew to press the question. 


"Tell me," Terron said, never moving his pointed weapon from its 
lethal position. "Why would | do something so stupid as to blab your 
secret after all the trouble you've gone through to make me trust 
you? Why would | come all this way, just to pointlessly bring your 
vengeance on my head? And not only mine, but my friends, too? 
Why would | ever want to put them in such danger? And why would | 
come back here of all places, the one place in the world | would most 
likely be caught by you? What would it accomplish for me? Tell me, 
Yimtri, if you really think that's what | did, let me hear why you think | 
did it. Go on, let me hear some of your theories! You seem pretty 
smart, I'm sure you can think of something!" 


Yimtri scowled. 


"But did | ever convince you to trust me? | find it hard to believe you 
ever trusted me in the first place," he challenged. "Your trust for me 
has been as false as that mask you wear. Let me pose you another 
question, Cubone. Seeing this is the third time I've been in a position 
to kill you, what reason have | ever given you to trust me? In your 
eyes, | have been nothing but a danger and a menace to your 
existence, have | not? | was responsible for your journey into the 
woods and letting Erebus corrupt you. You have loathed me since 
the day we last met. Why should | assume | have ever held any of 
your trust?" 


"Because..." Terron uttered, searching for the honest answer. 
"Because you... knew the truth. When nobody else knew the truth 
about the Plagued Ones, you knew. And you were the only one 
looking for a way to fight them. So even after all of the torment 
you've put me through, whether it was dragging me into that hellhole 
you call Erebus Woods, getting me plagued, outright trying to murder 
me, and overall just ruining my life every single moment you get the 
Opportunity to, | trust you. | trust that you're doing this for a good 
reason. And if | can trust you after all that, why can't you do the 
same?" 


Terron bit down on his tongue. He hadn't intended to say those 
words; those strange words whose reasoning even he couldn't 


understand. They had burst from his throat without him realizing it 
until it was too late. 


Yimtri's expression became blank. 
",.. that's your answer?" he asked dully. 


Terron didn't answer the question. His stomach tied into an 
uncomfortable knot. 


The glow in Yimtri's eyes seemed to darken. 


Terron grit his teeth as he anticipated the shadows the strike at any 
second. Yimtri was probably preparing to take advantage of his 
momentary weakness. 


"Fine." 


Much to Terron's surprise, the shadows surrounding him seeped 
back into the ground. Yet, he didn't remove his bone from Yimtri's 
neck. The lack of hostility was not comforting to the Cubone. 


"Fine what?" Terron asked. 
"I've decided not to kill you," Yimtri explained simply. 


Terron's jaw gaped open, but he was quick to twist it into a scowl. 
Yimtri remained motionless. 


"I'm not trying to deceive you," Yimtri stated. "I've chosen to believe 
you. Your accusation was correct; there is no reasonable explanation 
for why you would have broken your oath to me. The only 
circumstance that could have led you to revealing the truth was if 
Erebus possessed you to do so against your will, and even that | can 
rule out because | know that Erebus's intention is to remain secret. 
Then also, | doubt it could influence you to do so anyway because 
you have not been plagued severely enough. Therefore, | can only 
assume | was mistaken to accuse you, and so | have no reason to 
kill you. Now get off me." 


"How can | be sure you're not trying to trick me?" Terron asked 
venomously. 


"Because | would have killed you already if | truly intended to do so. 
In truth, | was searching for an excuse to let you live, an excuse you 
have now supplied to me beyond any reasonable doubt. You now 
have my word that you and your friends will not die by my hands, or 
the hands of my followers." 


"You were giving me the benefit of the doubt...?" Terron said, almost 
in disbelief. "That doesn't seem like you. Why would you do that?" 


The Sableye glanced up at the moon high above the two of them, 
taking in its ethereal light. For just a moment, he almost seemed 
peaceful. 


"Because if | let you live, it means that you get to help me." 


Then, in that moment of distraction, Yimtri shoved the Cubone off 
him. Terron tumbled along the glade for a moment before hastily 
picking himself up. He glared at the Sableye as he brandished his 
club, ready for whatever trick Yimtri was about to pull next. 


But the Sableye only got to his feet and dusted himself off before 
casting his stare at the Cubone. There was no malicious gleam in his 
eyes. 


"There's no longer a need for hostility," Yimtri said. "No, not when 
you're going to help me." 


"Help you? What are you talking about?" Terron asked cautiously. 
"I'll explain everything after we get your friends," Yimtri replied. "It's 
something | need to explain to all of you. Save all of your questions 
until then. But for now, follow me, Cubone." 


Without another word, the Sableye walked toward the forest, his 
tattered cape trailing behind him. Terron watched the Sableye leave, 


his muscles frozen in indecisiveness. 


What is he planning? Why did he let me off the hook so easily? 
Terron thought to himself. There's no way he would just... choose to 
believe me like that. | couldn't have been that persuasive! What does 
he want me to do for him? There's got to be something he's not 
telling me. 


What's going on in your head, Yimtri? 


The light of Yimtri's eyes began fading into the distance and showed 
no signs of stopping. It seemed Yimtri wasn't concerned with 
whether or not Terron listened to him. 


You should go with him, Terron. See what's happening. 


Oh... you. Terron thought bitterly. / know who you are. You can stop 
pretending to be my voice of reason. 


Who's to say that I'm not both? | am it and it is me, just as how you 
and | are the same. But, enough of that. Follow the Sableye. 


I'm not listening to you. He's up to something. 


Terron felt a migraine come over him, making him flinch. He gripped 
the edges of his skull. 


Why must you be so stubborn sometimes? You'll be fine. After 
all, you and him are virtually matched now. If he attempts to 
Slaughter you once more, you will be prepared. So go. See what he 
wants your help with. Go find your friends. Besides, if you don't 
follow him now, you'll remain lost in this forest anyway. He's your 
only way out of here. 


Go Terron. Find your friends and see what he wants. You might be 
surprised by what you hear. 


Then, just like that, the headache vanished and his mind became 
silent. He glanced over at the disappearing Sableye one last time. 


... Fine. I'll trust he won't kill me... for now. 


Though he could feel his stomach tie into a knot, Terron went after 
the Sableye. Even still, he remained a considerable distance behind 
Yimtri once he caught up. Yimtri didn't seem to mind as he led the 
Cubone out of the glade and into the forest. 


The two walked for minutes of silence before Yimtri came to a halt. 
Terron peered over the Sableye's shoulder to find the Mismagius and 
Chandelure hovering in the distance. Wrapped in their ghostly 
appendages were Zekra and Novus, both still conscious, yet 
rendered completely immobile. 


Terron grasped the club in his claw, but Yimtri raised up a claw, 
stopping him. 


"You two can release the Zorua and Quilava," he instructed. "We're 
not going to kill them anymore." 


Both the ghosts and the ones in their grasp seemed stunned. But, 
the ghosts didn't loosen their grip on their prisoners. 


"Why?" the Mismagius asked dubiously. "Ever since the Fellowships 
came to wipe us out, it's always been your goal to kill the ones who 
told them of Erebus. And you were so bent on killing them earlier 
today..." 


"Yes, that's true," Yimtri said. "But as it turns out, these three are not 
the ones who told the Fellowships about Erebus. Someone else 
spoke of the secret. | think | might know who, now that I've pondered 
in the subject more... but it wasn't these three. Therefore, we are not 
going to kill them." 


"But how do you know that they are innocent?" the Chandelure then 
asked. "They could be deceiving you, my liege." 


"They could, but I've chosen to trust this Cubone's words," Yimtri 
replied. "I realize you must find this to be a questionable act, but 


from where | stand, it is unlikely they could have been the traitors. 
Whether or not I'm wrong, it's my choice and | will stand by it and 
take whatever consequence comes from it." 


The two ghost-types gave each other an uncertain glance. Then, 
with a slow nod, they lowered Zekra and Novus to the ground and 
released them from their grasp. Zekra and Novus remained where 
they were as Terron hurried to their side. They immediately touched 
the scarves around each other's necks, not wanting to continuously 
keep warping back to Yimtri's members. The two ghosts flew to their 
liege. 


"Not going to kill us, are you?" Novus asked skeptically, fire rising 
from his quills. 


"No, I'm not," Yimtri answered. "Your deaths mean nothing to me as 
of now. Besides, I've found something... better to make of your 
unexpected company. Killing you would only deprive me of that." 


"And what would that be?" Novus growled quietly. 
“Come with me to Zeverous and I'll tell you." 


Then, without waiting for a response, Yimtri and his companions 
turned and wandered deeper into the forest surrounding them. 
Terron and Zekra took a step forward, but Novus immediately 
blocked their path. 


"You don't find this suspicious at all?" the Quilava asked. "You want 
to follow after the plagued Sableye?" 


"Well, we don't have anywhere else to go and we do need to find 
Zev," Terron reasoned. "And besides, if he really wanted to kill us, he 
would have done it already. He had the chance with me. So yes, I'm 
following him." 


"And | want to find Zev, so that's why I'm going too," Zekra added. 


Novus scowled at each of their remarks. He cast them a glare and 
then, to their surprise, he stepped aside. 


"Fine, we will follow the plagued Sableye," he grumbled. "But keep 
your guard up. | do not trust him." 


Terron and Zekra nodded before the three of them trailed behind the 
Sableye in the distance, slowly picking up their pace. 


Minutes of traversing through the empty woods later, the six finally 
came across the one they sought. 


There, resting near the base of a large pine tree lay Zeverous on his 
stomach. His eyes flickered eerily as low, guttural growls gurgled 
from the back of his throat. Standing on his back, her jaws clenched 
tight around his neck, was a familiar Turtwig. 


"Zev!" Zekra cried, cringing at the sight. 


"Don't go near him," Yimtri warned. "He's under his plagued self's 
influence. He's not Zeverous right now. He might kill you in his 
current state." 


"Well it's your fault he's like that! You can't just leave him like that!" 
Zekra insisted. "There has to be something that can be done!" 


Yimtri ignored her yelling and went toward the Zoroark without the 
company of his ghosts. Zekra took a step forward. 


" | said don't go near him," Yimtri hissed, eyeing the Zorua. "I will 
take care of this. Your brother will be fine in just a moment. | won't 
hurt him, if that's what you're thinking." 


Zekra grimaced, but gave a slow nod. The Sableye turned away 
from her and stopped before the restrained Zoroark. Zeverous's 
growling amplified. He flexed a claw, but before he could swipe it at 
the Sableye, Chloe bit down more forcefully upon his neck. Zeverous 
let out a low whine as his paw fell limp. 


Yimtri reached into the collar of his cape and ripped out something 
from under it. He grasped the unseen object in his claws. 


Then, he pressed it into Zeverous's forehead. 


Zeverous stopped struggling. His demonic snarls ceased. The fiery 
spite in his eyes disappeared. 


He looked up into Yimtri's eyes. The malice upon the Zoroark's face 
immediately returned, but it wasn't nearly as demonic. 


"What did you just do to me?" Zeverous demanded. 


"Why, I'm pushing a special item | found against your head that can 
stifle your plagued self's voice," Yimtri answered. "It's no longer 
influencing you through your grudge. Right now, it's as though you're 
not plagued at all." 


Zeverous's eyes widened, completely mystified. Yimtri faintly smiled 
as he carefully placed the object on Zeverous's claw. With great 
reluctance, Yimtri finally released his hold on the item, allowing 
everyone to see it. 


It was a metallic, pin-like object that glimmered in the light of the 
Sableye's gemstones. 


"That's the pin you were telling us about," Terron gasped. "You had 
one on you all along..." 


Yimtri staggered as he abruptly gripped his head with a claw. His 
eyes seemed to glow even brighter. 


"Nggh, | almost forgot how crippling it feels to not wear the pendant," 
he groaned. "It made me forget. Now my focus wavers. It wavers So 
easily. The thoughts. The thoughts are stronger. | can't ignore them 
as easily. Was it always this bad and | can't remember? Have | 
grown weak? Which one? Which one is it? Nggggh." 


He stumbled away from the Zoroark and leaned against a nearby 
tree. He sank his free claw into the trunk, snapping the bark with low 
cracking sounds. His ghostly companions were quick to swoop close 
to him. Chloe cast him a pitiful gaze, but remained upon Zeverous's 
back. 


"My liege, might | suggest that you and the Zoroark share the pin for 
the time being?" the Chandelure said carefully. "You can think so 
much more clearly when you wear it and | do believe we need you to 
be in your best mental state right now..." 


Yimtri slumped his head against the tree as he glanced over at 
Zeverous. He gave Zeverous a weary stare for just a moment before 
releasing a long sigh. 


"Apologies, Zeverous. You will have to tolerate me. You will have to 
tolerate me being so close," Yimtri said. "Lume is right; | can't talk 
like this. | can't. | have things to say. | require | talk coherently. | can 
have Chloe release you. | can. | Know you don't want to remain like 
that. You just need to swear you will not attack me. Otherwise we will 
restrain you again. What do you say?" 


Zeverous looked away from the Sableye, refusing to make eye 
contact and he let out a scoff of disgust and glanced down at the pin. 
An evil grin slowly made its way across his face as his claw seemed 
to curl around the object. 


Chloe released her hold on Zeverous and glared down at him. 


"If you try to steal that, Zoroark, | will end you ," Chloe hissed. "You 
and my liege will share the pin. Understand?" 


Zoroark frowned, but loosened his grip on the pin. 
"Fine, but only if you agree to get off me," he stated. "And your liege 


is not going anywhere near me. We'll just toss it back and forth. 
That's all I'm willing to agree with." 


"That's fair enough. Give my liege the pin first, as he has something 
he needs to explain right now." 


The Turtwig leapt off the Zoroark's back and trotted over to the 
Sableye. Zeverous glanced down at the pin in his paw one last time 
and then flung it at Yimtri. 


The Sableye caught the pin instantly. His eyes dimmed as he 
released a claw from his head. 


"Yes, my thoughts are in order again," Yimtri verified pleasantly. 
"Perfect. Now | can truly speak my thoughts as clearly as possible." 


He remained quiet for a moment, as if contemplating in his words 
very carefully. 


As he did this, Terron then noticed something he hadn't thought 
much of before. 


"Hey... where are all of your members?" Terron asked. "You had at 
least a few hundred of them. Where'd they all go? Did the Fellowship 
kill all of them when they came for you?" 


Yimtri brought his gaze directly to Terron. His eyes flickered. 


"Oh, they wanted to do that when they came to Dusk Mines," Yimtri 
said bitterly. "They really did. But thankfully, my watchers saw the 
Fellowship coming in from the horizon and most of us managed to 
evacuate just in time. They are simply not with me because | 
scattered them across the region, telling them to find the anti- 
plaguing pins and possibly any clues in regards to the voice | heard 
in Drae's mind. And of course, kill you three if they came across you. 


"However, as you can see, | did not send all of my remaining 
members to search the region. | had Chloe, Noc, and Lume 
accompany me as | tried to see if we could do anything else in our 
current predicament. Chloe and | are rather capable of warding off 
most threats when it's only the two of us, but | wanted extra help in 


case something went terribly wrong, so | brought two of my other 
members with me. And for a while, we remained safe. We ran into a 
few Fellowship members that tried to kill us, but we were able to 
dispatch them. But then, | saw that the Oracion Fellowship was 
occupying Dusk Mines about a month after my Fellowship became a 
group of fugitives and found out they were trying to destroy the 
woods. Then when | saw this, | finally saw what | had to do and sent 
Noc and Lume to serve as my spies, where they pretended to work 
under Shade's command as volunteers from another Fellowship as 
Chloe and | remained hidden nearby..." 


"Wait, why did you want those two to be your spies?" Terron 
interrupted as he pointed at the hovering phantoms. 


The faintest of smiles appeared on Yimtri's face. 


"That ties directly into what | wanted to say to you," Yimtri replied. 
"So, do listen closely. | had Noc and Lume to work alongside Shade 
in my abandoned Fellowship because | sent out a mission to the 
Nestati Fellowship and only that particular Fellowship. That mission 
was asking for a team to destroy Erebus Woods in exchange for a 
payment, something that Shade herself did not offer. For you see, 
despite the fact that she and the other leader asked for assistance, 
they refused to post it as a job listing. They did not want to pay 
others to help, probably because they wanted to save funds. They 
only asked for volunteers from other Fellowships. Naturally, no one 
wanted to come because they feared they would become Plagued 
Ones, so the two leaders were forced to start sending their own 
members to the woods as orders they could not disobey. 


"So, | created a mission asking for a team to come to Dusk Mines for 
actual pay without the Oracion leaders' knowledge and posted it in 
the Nestati Fellowship, where it would cause the least amount of 
suspicion. | feared if | posted it in the Pledge Mountain Fellowship 
someone would no doubt spot me or perhaps they'd question why 
there was suddenly a pay when the leaders so stubbornly refused to 
do so previously. The Nestati Fellowship would probably not care as 
much, as Chrysalis was never one to truly care about such things 


when | knew her. Then, the team would arrive at Dusk Mines and 
Noc and Lume would eventually spot them and bring them to me 
before Shade figured out something was amiss. And then, my plan 
could be put into action. 


"That plan... was to have those Pokémon help me defeat Erebus.” 


Team Vendetta's minds went completely blank. Neither of them could 
speak as the full meaning behind Yimtri's words slowly dawned upon 
them. 


Yimtri wanted to kill Erebus? Yimtri, the one who had spent every 
waking moment of his life hiding the creature's mere existence, 
wanted to go into its home and defeat it? Why did he want to do this 
now when he had been living near the creature for twenty years? 
Why now? Why not at any earlier point in time? 


And most importantly, how did he even plan to kill a creature with 
such god-like power? 


However, before they could voice their thoughts, Zeverous let outa 
snort. Everyone turned to find the Zoroark shooting Yimtri a skeptical 
gaze. 


"You? You want to defeat Erebus?" he laughed. "That's a funny joke, 
especially coming from you, Yimtri ." 


Yimtri frowned. With a flicker of light from his glowing gemstones, he 
tossed the pin at Zeverous. The Zoroark snatched it with ease, yet 
his expression remained unchanged. 


"I'm completely serious in saying that | will go back into Erebus's 
home and defeat it," Yimtri stated firmly. "That is not a joke. | fully 
intend on killing Erebus." 


"Hah! Don't make me laugh!" Zeverous spat. "You don't have the 
guts to go back into that misery dungeon. You outright refused to 
even admit what was wrong with the place for the longest time. 


Besides, how would you have even convinced these hypothetical, 
random Fellowship Pokémon to go with you into the woods anyway? 
They surely would have killed you because you're wanted by the 
Fellowship. And even if they didn't, you couldn't possibly convince 
them to go inside that place. No Pokémon is idiotic enough to enter 
such a suicidal place." 


"| had a plan, but that doesn't matter anymore since | have you four 
now," Yimtri then said, turning his displeased gaze away from the 
Zoroark and to Team Vendetta. "| must admit that | was... shocked to 
find that you three were the ones to heed my call for assistance. My 
members and | had been searching for you everywhere after | 
discovered from a member that you weren't with Len anymore and 
had no such luck in finding you anywhere else. And then suddenly, 
you show up right on my old home's doorstep. Fate has a rather 
twisted way of working, doesn't it? Heh, and | planned on taking full 
advantage of this once Noc and Lume explained all that had 
happened. But | suppose, in a way, not killing you and having you 
help me works out for the better. You will be much easier to convince 
than any other Pokémon." 


"How do you even plan on defeating Erebus?" Terron asked, finding 
his voice again. "| mean, you never see it and it's so powerful..." 


"Not to mention that it'll plague you for good if you go back there and 
try to kill it," Zeverous added. "Your idea is suicide, Yimtri. No one's 
going to listen to it. Nobody who values their life anyway. So stop 
trying. Stop trying to make everyone's life as terrible as you claim 
yours is." 


Yimtri scowled at the remark. Yet, he was quick to compose himself 
with a quiet sigh. Zeverous continued to scowl as he pitched the 
pendent back to the Sableye. 


"| understand your concerns, but let me tell you why there's no need 
for them," Yimtri stated. "You see, though Erebus is a creature of 
such horrific power and appears undefeatable, | don't believe that is 
quite so. Every creature can be defeated. Even legendaries from 


what stories of old have told. You simply have to have a strategy to 
overcome their overwhelming power. And what is Erebus's power? 
Why, it's the ability to plague you and make you bend to its will. But 
we don't have to worry about that when we have... these ." 


The Sableye held up the pin resting in his claw. 
"Wait... you found more of those things?" Terron gasped. 


"| found exactly one more, even if | left it somewhere at the moment," 
Yimtri answered. "However, that's all we need. Zeverous and | are 
the only ones who truly need the pins. You and your other friends will 
be fine, for Erebus hasn't plagued you nearly enough to start 
controlling you like it can with me. And if it tries to plague you further, 
either Zeverous or myself will stop it. With these pins, Erebus has no 
power and it becomes a vanquishable foe." 


"But how would you even get to it?" Terron then asked. "It never 
showed itself to us when we were in Erebus Woods last time. 
Doesn't matter if you're safe if you can't even fight it." 


"That... is the one flaw in my plan," Yimtri confessed. "| do not know 
how to lure Erebus to us. From my experience with it, it only comes 
to you if you have wandered through the dungeon for a very long 
time or if it decides that it wants to plague or control you. Its behavior 
is very unpredictable... it's rather strange. However, | know for a fact 
that Erebus will come to us eventually. It doesn't ignore you for long. 
It will come. | just don't Know precisely when." 


"So your plan... is to get inside Erebus Woods," Terron started to 
say, Carefully thinking out each detail, "and then wear those pins you 
found so that you don't go insane like you did last time. And then 
you're going to wander around for who knows how long... and then 
when Erebus shows up, you're going to fight it and somehow win 
against it despite the fact that it's probably still pretty powerful, even 
if it can't control you anymore. That's what you're going to do?" 


"Yes, and you four are going to assist me with that plan,” Yimtri 
replied. "You're going to help me end this nightmare I've allowed to 
go on for too long now..." 


Terron grimaced at the Sableye's words. He could see that Yimtri 
was determined to carry out his plan and that nothing could make 
him waver in his decision. Yimtri was going back to the twisted forest 
and possibly never return. And he wanted Team Vendetta to come 
with him. 


The Cubone took a step back. His heart beat violently in his chest. 


"We're not helping you," Terron said, trying to keep the fear out of his 
voice. 


Yimtri didn't seem surprised in the slightest. 
"Oh really?" Yimtri asked. "Care to explain your reluctance?" 


"Your plan... it's too risky," Terron muttered. "You're going to fail. 
You're going to die or become a full Plagued One. Erebus can't just 
be defeated by a bunch of plagued Pokémon. You don't even know 
what it is . How can you hope to beat it when you don't even know 
what you're up against? Sure, you know it can plague Pokémon, but 
what else? What kind of abilities does it have? How are you going to 


defeat Erebus... when you have no plan to follow once you get to 
it?" 


Yimtri said nothing. His blank expression remained unchanged. 


"Yeah... we really don't want to go with you," Zekra then said, finding 
difficult to look at the Sableye in the eyes. "We're not going inside 
Erebus Woods again. Never again, as long as | live..." 


"Not to mention that we already have a plan we are going to follow," 
Novus spoke as he stepped forward. "And unlike your idea, plagued 
Sableye, there is no chance of failure. So, keep us out of your 
demented plan. You are free to risk your own life, but not ours." 


"They're not coming with you, Yimtri," Zeverous said firmly. "Stop 
trying to convince them otherwise. You're on your own. | swore I'd 
protect these three in any shape or form. And right now, you sure are 
being quite a threat to them. We're going to leave right now, you hear 
me? You're never going to see us again. I'm going to make sure you 
never find us again. I'll make sure of it, even if it's the last thing | do. 
Got it ?" 


Yimtri scowled. He looked upon each of their faces. He saw the 
flimsily disguised dread in Terron's eyes, the great hesitance in 
Zekra's, the steadfast resolution in Novus's, and the dedicated 

malice burning in Zeverous's. 


Then he said something they did not expect. 
"You're all turning into the coward you accused me of being." 


Team Vendetta flinched at the remark. However, they were quick to 
get over the shock of the statement and contorted their mouths into 
snarls. 


"You are," Yimtri stated coldly, cutting them off before anything could 
be said. "You accused me of not doing anything when | was keeping 
Erebus's existence a secret. You accused me of being a coward. 
Now look at yourselves; you are refusing to finally end this nightmare 
because you are terrified that you will suffer." 


"Only because your plan is ultimately pointless, as there's a very 
good chance that you will fail," Novus replied curtly. "Your sacrifice 
will be meaningless. Meanwhile, | actually have a plan that | know 
will lead us to Success and end the Plagued Ones." 


"Yes, but how long will it take you to complete that plan?" 
Novus frowned harder. His gaze burned brighter into the Sableye. 


"| heard part of your conversation when | came for you in your little 
hideout," Yimtri went on. "Specifically, the entirety of this plan you 


speak of. You want to find the two great dragons? Well, that plan is 
not the most ideal right now. Even if you Know where to search, it will 
still take you days to arrive at each of those locations and search. 
Perhaps even weeks or months. In that time, thousands more will be 
plagued. The Fellowship will have a much higher chance of finding 
you and killing you, now that you are a traitor. You will burn away 
precious time. Meanwhile, my plan can be initiated tomorrow and 
take a day to complete at maximum. Sure, there are risks, but you 
cannot accomplish anything if you do not take risks." 


Novus said nothing in return. 


"You did the same, seeing as how you didn't say anything about 
Erebus for twenty years and let the world become further infested 
with those disgusting creatures," Zeverous then hissed. 


"Only because there was nothing else | could do," Yimtri countered 
as he tossed the pendent to Zeverous. "| had no power against 
Erebus and neither did anyone else in the Fellowship. Telling 
everyone of Erebus would have only resulted in more plagued or 
dead Pokémon who would vainly attempt to defeat it. As painful as it 
was, | had to keep Erebus a secret, for the sake of preserving lives. | 
knew there was nothing anyone could do to defeat it, no matter how 
desperately | searched for a way to eliminate it for those twenty long 
years. Only my Fellowship could know the truth because they truly 
deserved to know what was happening to them..." 


Zeverous growled under his breath, but he too remained quiet. He 
threw the pendent back to Yimtri. 


Yimtri turned back to stare directly at Terron. Terron returned the 
gaze with an unsure one. 


"| will admit that | do not have the faintest of ideas of what | will do 
when | actually face Erebus," Yimtri admitted, surprising Terron. "But, 
| do not have to have a plan for everything before | set out to do it. 
There are simply some things you cannot plan for and you must 


weave your way through the predicament and trust that your abilities 
will help you through it. Understand that. Also... 


"If you come with me, | promise that as soon as Erebus is 
defeated... | will tell you what | have been obfuscating from you 
since the very day | met you. About why | asked if Erebus sounded 
familiar. Why | asked you such strange questions.” 


The Sableye held out his claw toward the Cubone. 


"So, what do you say? Will you assist me and finally put a stop to 
Erebus, thus bringing progress to stopping this endless nightmare 
that has plagued Shiron for fifty years and obtain the answers you 
desperate want from me? Or will you reject my offer and follow your 
friend's plan, allowing even more death and suffering as you search? 
It's your choice." 


Terron stared at the claw, baffled by what he was hearing. He wasn't 
sure if he truly believed Yimtri when he said that he was being given 
a choice, but that hardly mattered at the moment. Yimtri was offering 
him vital information that he craved. Terron knew there was a strong 
chance that the Sableye would probably back out of his promise, but 
something within him stubbornly objected to such a thought. It 
demanded that he listen to Yimtri and follow him into the depths of 
Erebus's domain. And Terron knew exactly what was speaking to 
him. 


His plagued self. 


You can end Erebus right now. Maybe you won't stop the Plagued 
Ones since there's still that other voice Yimtri mentions, but you'll be 
so much closer to destroying the Plagued Ones for good when you 
kill the one who creates them. And maybe you can get answers out 
of it so you can truly stop the creatures from infesting the world... 


And you can get your answers from Yimtri. He might know who you 
are... you know that you've considered that for the longest time... 


Go with him. Go destroy Erebus. Get your answers. 
Do it, Terron. 
Terron thought for a moment. 


Why do you want to get rid of your own kind? Why do you want to kill 
Erebus when you work for it? Terron wondered. 


There was no response. 


But, despite the confusion he felt, Terron saw what needed to be 
done. He saw the truth in the words his corrupted self spoke. 


Terron grasped the Sableye's claw. His paw didn't phase through. 
"We'll come with you," Terron announced. "We'll stop Erebus." 


Yimtri grinned as he curled his claw around the Cubone's. Terron 
shuddered as a bitter cold seeped into his veins, but didn't let his 
resolute gaze waver. 


He looked back at his companions and saw that they didn't share the 
same strength. Zekra was as stiff and rigid as a board. Novus was 
casting Terron a sharp gaze. Zeverous seemed filled with neither 
contempt nor joy, simply wearing only a blank expression he had 
worn so often as a Greninja. 


Terron slowly frowned. 


But, Terron couldn't ponder in the subject much longer, for Yimtri 
withdrew his hand. 


"I'm glad that you made that choice," Yimtri said, still wearing his 
eerie smile. "Now, Erebus stands no chance against us." 


Satisfied with the situation, Yimtri walked away from the group. His 
companions followed suit. 


"| will see you four in the morning," he said from his distance. "Don't 
wander off too far. Wouldn't want the Fellowship to spot you now, 
would you?" 


And then, the Dusk Mines Pokémon disappeared into the black of 
the night. 


Terron stuffed his paws into his coat pockets and continued to keep 
his eyes glued to where he last saw them, as if anticipating them to 
return at any second. 


"Tear, why are you making us all go back to Erebus Woods when we 
just managed to escape that place? Again ." 


The Cubone turned around to find Zekra staring at him. Her eyes 
were filled with a strange mixture of reluctance and disapproval. 
Terron found that Zeverous and Novus were giving him similar 
glances. 


"Tell me that you were just bluffing so that they'd leave us alone,” 
Zeverous demanded. "Tell me that's why you agreed to that 
ridiculous plan. Tell me so that | Know you're not being an idiot, 
Terron." 


He took a few steps away from the three before turning around to 
face each of them. Even as an uncomfortable tension weighed down 
upon him, he refused to let it stifle his voice. He had made a choice 
and had to stand by it. Even if all of his friends didn't think the same. 


"We're going with Yimtri to stop Erebus," he stated. 


"You know that's a really bad idea..." Zekra countered lowly. "You 
know what's going to happen. Tear, call off what you're planning. 
We're going to get plagued. We're going to become Plagued Ones if 
we go back into that dungeon. It's going to happen. | swear, it will. 
Haven't you figured out by now that we need to stay away from 
Erebus? Really, don't send us back there. Please." 


"Zekra... we have to do something," Terron sighed. "We have to stop 
Erebus. It's the only thing we can do right now." 


"| think you forget that we still have my plan," Novus stated. "Finding 
Reshiram and Zekrom? Remember?" 


"Yeah, | know," Terron said. "But... like Yimtri said, that plan will take 
too long. It'd be okay if that was our only plan, but now we can 
destroy Erebus and despite the risks, we could accomplish so much 
if we succeed..." 


"You're only saying that because the Sableye said he would give you 
some sort of information if you came," Novus said with a frown. 
"You're only listening to the Sableye because you have been bribed." 


Terron didn't respond. 


"Honestly, why do you trust that Sableye ?" Zeverous spoke up, 
drawing closer to the Cubone. "He's deceived me in the past. He's 
deceived you by not telling you about how you're plagued as it 
happened. He's deceived everyone, no matter how well-intended he 
tries to make himself to be. What makes you think that you can trust 
his words? What makes you think that he will not turn you over to 
Erebus the second he gets the chance? 


"Forget about that Sableye, Terron. We don't need him. We have 
your friend's plan and my plan. My plan that | swear will Keep you 
guys safe and nothing will get in the way. Forget about that wretched 
Sableye and let's abandon him right now while we have the chance." 


The Cubone saw his teammates' gazing boring into him. He saw 
how they probably thought he was insane for wanting to follow 
Yimtri's plan and praying that they could bring some rationality back 
to him. Before he could bring them back to what could easily be 
described as their worst nightmare. He could see it so clearly in each 
of their eyes. 


A strange power suddenly rose in his heart. A powerful, abiding 
impetus that completely consumed him. 


"We're going with Yimtri," he said fervently. "And do you know why? 
Because / trust him. Because he had the chance to kill me, but he 
didn't. Because despite the risks his plan has, despite the fact that 
we might die or worse in that accursed dungeon, he's right. We need 
to kill Erebus now . We need to stop all of the suffering right now . It's 
been fifty years and no one's done anything significant to stop the 
Plagued Ones. Now, we get the chance to kill Erebus, the one who 
creates the Plagued Ones . We are not turning this opportunity 
down." 


Hearing this baffled the group, but Terron didn't let himself stop. 


"Besides, I'm your leader. You're supposed to trust my judgments. 
You're supposed to believe in me and know that I'll Keep you safe. 
And | will. | swear, / will. Nothing's going to happen to us. I'll make 
sure of it. And if something does... 


"| will step down from being the leader and let one of you guys be 
the leader. Because if it turns out my trust in Yimtri was a mistake, 
then obviously I've failed as a leader and need someone better to 
take my place. | don't Know which one of you guys will be the new 
leader, but that's where | stand. That's the promise | can make to you 
guys. But until then, trust me. Believe that | know what I'm doing. 
And after this is all over, | swear we'll get away from Yimtri and go 
follow the other plans we made. We'll need them." 


Terron took in a deep breath and sighed, feeling the burst of 
confidence fade from his heart. He watched each of his friends' 
expressions as they became fixed in a state of disbelief. But he knew 
there was nothing he could do but wait. He had said his words and it 
was now their time to say their own. 


After a long, painful moment of silence, his teammates glanced at 
one another. They huddled together, uttering whispers that Terron 
couldn't make out. Yet, he made no attempt to understand them and 


simply waited for them to finish. About a minute later, they looked 
back at the Cubone. 


"We'll trust you," Zekra spoke. "Even though your whole idea is really 
risky and stuff... we'll follow you. And hopefully... things go well." 


For the first time in a long while, Terron smiled. 


But, he couldn't help but notice that one member of the group was 
staring straight at him, eyes narrowed in a dark glare. 


Zeverous. 


Far away from Team Vendetta, Yimtri and his companions stood in a 
small cave near the edge of a forest. The Sableye leaned against the 
stone wall, a black messenger bag now lying on the ground beside 
him, no doubt having been hidden somewhere in the cavern earlier. 
He stared absently ahead him as his ghostly companions hovered 
close. Chloe stood at a distance, keeping her gaze glued to him. 


“Tomorrow's the day," Yimtri announced. "After twenty long years of 
being tormented by it, Erebus will finally fall. I've been anticipating 
this day for so long, and yet | almost thought it would never 
happen... especially not in the company of those Pokémon." 


"Do you think you're prepared enough for this?" the Mismagius 
asked. 


"Yes, of course," he replied. "| have the pins, | have my supplies, | 
have a clear mind, | have those Pokémon who | least expected in my 
company... yes, I'm quite prepared." 


"And you have us!" the Chandelure chimed in. "We shall keep you 
safe from Erebus! Erebus cannot possibly hope to defeat eight 
Pokémon, no matter how powerful it might make itself appear to be." 


"And that's where you're wrong, Lume." 


"| beg your pardon?" she asked, the glow in her eyes dimming. 
"What do you mean? Do you not think that Erebus can be 
overwhelmed by our numbers?" 


Yimtri shook his head. Lume and Noc came closer to the Sableye, 
giving him their anxious stares. 


"You two are not coming with me to Erebus Woods," he said. "No 
one is. Only myself and those four from earlier will go to eliminate 
Erebus." 


The ghost-types staggered at the remark. It took a large amount of 
willpower for Yimtri to remain solemn. 


"Only the five of you are going?" the Mismagius asked in disbelief. 
"You can't be serious! You need more Pokémon to go with you! Let 
us go with you! We'll protect you and help you fight!" 


"No, Noc, you're not coming," Yimtri sighed. "| refuse to let my 
members become even more plagued than they already are. It's 
already my fault that you are the way you are now and that your lives 
have been ruined... you don't need to suffer even more because of 
me. Therefore, | refuse to let you come with me." 


"My liege, it's not your fault that we have become plagued!" Lume 
cried. "It is Erebus's! We will gladly come with you and become 
further plagued if it means assisting you and putting an end to sucha 
horrific creature!" 


" You're not coming with me," Yimtri snapped. "! will not let my 
members risk their sanity and suffer through the same fate | did. 
Stop begging me to make your lives a living nightmare. You have no 
idea what you are truly asking for." 


The ghosts cringed, floating back as the Sableye grit his teeth. Yimtri 
stopped and turned his gaze away from them. 


"Just do as | say," he said. "Don't come with me. Keep yourselves 
safe. Besides, Erebus has a higher chance of controlling you two 
than the ones coming with me because of your time spent in Dusk 
Mines. It will order you to kill me. Tell me; can you truly bear the 
thought that you might kill your liege, even if it isn't entirely your 
fault?" 


The Mismagius and Chandelure said nothing. Yimtri figured they'd 
react this way. He had anticipated it. 


"Go back to Shade and continue to be her spies until | defeat 
Erebus. And then when it's all over, join my other members in 
searching for more of those pins and the second voice. Do that until 
the day of planned reunion comes. Those are your orders. And if you 
try to come with me to those wretched woods tomorrow... I'll 
consider that treason. And you know what I'll have to do with those 
who are considered traitors..." 


The two ghost-types stared at him, their eyes wide by the remark. 
They remained stationary in the air, waiting to see if the Sableye had 
anything more to say. They waited to see if he would take back his 
threat that seemed so cold for even him to say. 

But, Yimtri did not speak. He refused to make eye contact with them. 


When they saw this, they each released a low sigh and hung their 
heads. 


"Very well then," Lume said ruefully. "If that is what you wish." 


"Good luck, my liege," Noc then said. "We hope that you succeed... 
we really do..." 


And with that, the Chandelure and Mismagius silently drifted away 
into the forest, presumably returning back to Dusk Mines. 


Yimtri watched them leave for a moment longer before he released a 
deep sigh. He sank to the ground in a sitting position, letting the back 


of his head slump against the wall. His mask of solemnity faded 
away to reveal a more somber expression. He glanced over at the 
Turtwig who still remained at his side. 


“Tomorrow it ends," he pondered aloud. "Ah, this day has finally 
come, yet | almost wish it remained nothing but a glimmer of hope to 
never see the light of day. Ahhh, but I've gone too far to back out of 
this now." 


"You don't think that you and those four will be able to defeat Erebus, 
do you?" Chloe asked. 


Yimtri looked away. However, seemed to be all the Turtwig needed to 
see to have her answer. She stared into the distance, the direction 
where Dusk Mines lay. 


"Then I'll go with you." 


The Sableye quickly snapped his attention back to her, stunned. She 
didn't return the stare. 


"Chloe, you're not coming with me," Yimtri urged. "| don't want any of 
my followers to come with me, especially not you. Just because | 
have a rather meager amount of Pokémon coming with me to 
Erebus does not mean you have to suddenly change your mind 
about how you feel with dun-" 


"I'm going with you," she stated again, bringing her gaze back to the 
Sableye. "| don't care if I'm entering Erebus's domain. Perhaps if this 
were any other situation | would continue to avoid such a place, but 
this is different. You will finally destroy the one who creates the 
accursed places known as Mystery Dungeons. And if you feel you 
cannot accomplish that with the company you have, | will set aside 
my reservations of such a place and come with you.” 


Yimtri scowled as a powerful burning wormed its way into his heart, 
eliminating his stupor. 


" You're not going into Erebus Woods," he hissed. "No amount of 
convincing will change my mind. You are not going there. If you 
follow me into those woods-" 


"You're going to kill me?" 


The glow in Yimtri's eyes brightened as his scowl grew deeper, 
allowing Chloe to see his gemstone-shattering teeth. She only 
narrowed her eyes in return. 


"You're not going to kill me," she stated flatly. 


"And what makes you so sure that | won't? | don't exaggerate my 
threats. You've known me for long enough to know that." 


"Because you love me too much to kill me." 


Yimtri flinched at the remark and immediately cursed himself for 
showing the weakness. He glared at Chloe, who kept her 
unwavering, resolute stare. 


"You know that it's true," Chloe said. "You won't kill me when that 
undeniable fact is still present in your heart." 


"You are not pulling that tactic on me," Yimtri said darkly. "You are 
not bringing that topic into this conversation. It won't work. You 
already know why it won't work." 


"But you admit that you will not be able to stop me if | follow you 
tomorrow. | can play this game too, Yimtri." 


"For the last time, you are not coming with me . Stop trying to 
convince me otherwise." 


"No." 


Yimtri curled his claws into his palms, becoming increasingly 
aggravated with the Turtwig. Of course only she could bring out so 


much of his emotions when it was normally buried under the stress 
of each day. 


"I'm preventing you from becoming plagued even more than you are 
already. | am making sure Erebus does not ensnare you in its cold, 
unrelenting grasp," the Sableye seethed. "I really could let you come 
with me. | truly could. But | don't because | want to keep you safe, 
myself safe, those four safe, and because | respect your decision for 
not wanting to enter dungeons. Thatis my reasoning as to why | 
refuse to let you come. | see nothing wrong with it." 


"Except for the fact that you're lying to yourself in thinking that you 
can defeat Erebus with a team of only five Pokémon," Chloe 
countered. "You don't think you can do it. You are not confident 
enough. And if you are not confident enough, you will fail and Erebus 
will kill you or make you a complete Plagued One. You are filled with 
doubt and no matter how much you try to delude yourself, | know 
you can't convince yourself otherwise." 


Yimtri grimaced, not sure how to respond to such a comment. The 
Turtwig came close to the Sableye and looked directly into his 
glowing gemstones. He returned the stare. 


"Let me help you. Let me give you the support you need,” she 
offered. "| am barely plagued; Erebus will not be able to influence me 
so easily. | will be able to resist its commands. Believe me." 


The two held their gaze, neither one speaking. Chloe kept her eyes 
fixed in a firm glare while Yimtri's merely remained blank, neither 
angered nor saddened. 


Moments of silence later, Yimtri gave a defeated sigh. 
"Fine, you can come with me," he muttered distastefully. "It's your 


choice with whether or not you want to follow me on this near 
suicidal mission..." 


There was a quick flash of a smile from the Turtwig. But, it was quick 
to fade back into her stoic expression. 


"Why do you do this, Chloe?" he sighed with a shake of his head. 


"You already know the answer to that question," she answered 
simply. 


She sat beside him and leaned her head against him, not phasing 
through his intangible form. Yimtri wrapped both his arms around her 
neck and pulled her close. He absently stroked the back of her head 
as she nuzzled him in the chest. 


"| know, Chloe. | know." 


Pulling the Strings 


X 
Chapter 45 


Pulling the Strings 


"Rise and shine. Erebus awaits us." 


Terron's wearily opened his eyes. He found himself resting near the 
tree he had fallen asleep by the previous night, the morning sun 
casting its rays down upon him. He sluggishly took pulled his mask 
off as he rubbed his eyes and looked around him. He found that his 
friends that surrounded him were also stirring from their sleep. The 
Reunion Capes they wore were tucked away into the bag that they 
had retrieved from the hideout before going to sleep. It rested near 
Zekra's side along with Zeverous's own backpack. 


"You're all awake now. Good." 


The Cubone brought his gaze away from his friends and toward the 
source of the voice. His blank expression didn't falter when he found 
Yimtri standing at a distance, a bag strapped to his person and 
Chloe near his side. 


"Hey, where are those two ghosts that were with you yesterday?" 
Terron asked. 


"They're not coming," Yimtri answered blandly. 
"Not coming?" Terron wondered. "What do you mean?" 


"They're not coming with you to Erebus Woods," Yimtri answered. 
"It's only you four, Chloe, and myself that will go to see Erebus." 


"Why aren't they coming?" Terron asked cautiously. 


"Because they have other tasks to accomplish," Chloe answered in 
place of the Sableye. "Bringing them to Erebus's domain would only 
prevent them from doing such. Besides, they're more plagued than 
you, your friends, and myself. It will be able to manipulate them with 
much more ease than it could with all of you. If they come, they will 
kill you. We are not taking that chance." 


Terron didn't know how he wanted to react to such a statement. He 
could only gaze at the two with a blank solemnness. 


"So, you wish to leave for the dungeon now, do you?" Novus then 
asked. 


"Seeing as how it's fairly early in the morning and knowing that no 
one would want to travel through the woods at night, I'd say so,” 
Yimtri replied. "However, I'll give you a few minutes to have your 
breakfast. Can't have you four famished when we clash with Erebus 
now, can |?" 


Yimtri reached inside his bag and pulled out four apples. He tossed 
each of them at the four and watched as Terron, Zekra, and Novus 
clumsily caught the fruits in their paws. Zeverous, on the other hand, 
let his apple collapse to the ground in front of him and gave the 
Sableye a dark glare. He crossed his arms over his chest as he 
flexed his claws. 


" Where's that other pin you were talking about?" Zeverous hissed. 
"You'd better give it to me right now if you don't want to get 
slaughtered by my inner Plagued One." 


"Still clinging to your grudge, is it?" Yimtri asked indifferently. "| do 
think it's best if you let that grudge go; clearly it's being a detriment to 
you and is making speaking to me quite a taxing experience." 


" If you really expect me to forgive you for the fact that you've 
basically ruined my life, then you're an idiot," Zeverous said. "And for 


your information, | also want that pin so that | don't have to kill 
anything today. I'd kind of like to break that routine that you've 
forced me to develop." 


"Or you could simply learn to ignore the voice rather than stifle it with 
violence it like | did. Far less gruesome way to live with its presence 
in my opinion." 


Zeverous's eyes narrowed as they burned with an eerie light. Chloe 
cast him a glare of her own from where she stood, but remained 
beside the Sableye and said nothing. Yimtri sighed as he shook his 
head. 


"To answer your original question, I'm afraid there's something | 
didn't tell you last night," Yimtri said. "As much as | loathe having to 
say this, I'm afraid that | left the other pendent in my Fellowship. | 
was unable to grab it when | was forced to leave so abruptly when 
the wretched Fellowship members came and now it remains in my 
office, hidden in a pocket of space within the walls." 


Team Vendetta stopped eating and looked over at the Sableye. But 
before they could say anything, Zeverous bared his teeth and 
growled. 


" You left it in your Fellowship?!" Zeverous spat. "How do you forget 
something as important as an anti-plaguing pin? How?! " 


"Do not accuse me of being forgetful, Zeverous," Yimtri scoffed. "| 
simply could not grab it time. You must realize how much haste | was 
in when | was forced to leave Dusk Mines so quickly. It was already 
miraculous enough that mostly everyone managed to evacuate and 
avoid the eyes of those Fellowship members. | surely thought that at 
least half of my poor followers would perish in our plight." 


" You can try to justify it all you want, but that doesn't make up for the 
fact that you don't have the pin you said you'd give to me. I'm not 
going with you when you don't have that second pin on you." 


"Who said we were going to go to Erebus Woods without the pin | 
left behind?" 


Zeverous's eyes ceased to give off their glow. Terron and his friends 
felt a strange stupor come over them as the tension around 
Zeverous seemed to fade. 


"Zeverous, you and Zekra are going to infiltrate Dusk Mines and 
retrieve the pendent," Yimtri said solemnly. "It's in the upper-right 
section of my office, about my height above the cornerstone. Use 
your illusions to sneak past the Fellowship members and obtain that 
pin." 


Terron glanced at Zeverous to find the Zoroark's eyes glazed over, 
filled with the emptiness he had always worn when he pretended to 
be Blight. Then, he glanced over at Zekra. Much unlike her brother, 
her eyes were frozen wide and her body seemed completely 
paralyzed. 


"Wha-What?" she asked, her voice trembling. 


"It's exactly as you heard it," Yimtri replied. "You two are illusionists; 
you can easily fool the ones taking over my Fellowship with your 
abilities. Therefore, I'm sending you two to go. You have a much 
better chance at succeeding than the rest of us could. And if | send 
both of you, there's a higher chance that you'll succeed even more." 


"But I've... I've never done a stealth mission like this before," Zekra 
said as she twiddled her paws. "I mean, I've turned into other 
Pokémon before for a while but not-" 


"Everything will be fine, Zekra." 
Everyone turned to find Zeverous looking back at the Zorua, his 


frown gone and now replaced with a wry smile across his face. He 
went over to her and bent down to her eye level. 


"I've done these kinds of things before," he assured. "| know what to 
do. And | can teach you and make sure that nothing happens to us. 
Alright? We'll be fine. We're going to get that pin without any 
problems." 


"But..." Zekra tried to say. 
Zeverous released a sigh and put a clawed hand on her head. 


"| won't let anything happen to you, | promise. | know what I'm doing. 
You trust your big brother, right?" 


Zekra looked up into the Zoroark's eyes. She saw the confidence 
shining so clearly, but she saw something else: a tension. Zekra 
didn't know what this tension was and why it was there, but the 
moment she detected it, her answer came. 


"Yeah, | do. Let's go," she said with a nod. 


The strange emotion went away as Zeverous's smile became more 
of a smirk. He gently picked up the Zorua in his clawed hand and 
stood up before facing the Sableye. 


" We'll see you in three hours," Zeverous stated. "That's how long it'll 
take to get the pin." 


"Fair enough,” Yimtri shrugged. "Well then, succeed in your mission. 
Don't let yourself get caught." 


Zeverous snorted at the remark. He carefully raised Zekra to his 
head and loosened his grip on her, allowing her to leap from his 
claws and bury herself into his large mane as he hefted his backpack 
onto his shoulders. Then, without a moment's hesitance, Zeverous 
dropped on all fours and ran for the Fellowship. 


Terron continued to watch the siblings until they disappeared into the 
distance and then glanced back at Yimtri. He found that the Sableye 
was already staring back at him, his Turtwig companion doing the 


same. Terron thought Yimtri's jeweled eyes seemed brighter than 
usual. 


"So what do we do while we wait for them?" Terron asked. 


"We wait here," Yimtri said. "Simply wait here until they return. 
There's nothing else that needs to be done." 


"So you want us to simply remain idle the entire time?" Novus then 
asked. "Surely we could make much better use of our time." 


"Perhaps you can train then to prepare yourselves for Erebus," Yimtri 
suggested. "Go out and gather more bones for your arsenal. 

Practice your battle tactics on one another. Do whatever you want. 
Just make sure that you don't wander too far; wouldn't want the 
Fellowship to find you." 


Zekra poked her head out of Zeverous's mane as he sprinted 
through the cluster of trees. Despite how quickly he ran, never once 
did she feel she would tumble off him. She didn't even need to cling 
to him to stay enclosed within the mane. 


"It's been a while since I've given you a ride like this, hasn't it?" 
Zeverous asked with a smirk as he glanced back at her. 


"Yeah, it has," Zekra realized. "| always liked to do this with how fast 
you'd be able to go. Was always so much fun. And | always liked it 
when you turned into some kind of flying-type and flew around 
everywhere too.” 


"Heh, maybe later I'll do that, like when we get out of here," 
Zeverous chuckled. "But, not now. Right now, we've got a pin to 
collect." 


Zekra curled her claws around her brother's fur as a discomfort 
settled into her stomach. 


"You sure everything will go alright?" she asked. "| mean, if they 
catch us..." 


"We'll be fine," he assured. "I! swear that nothing's going to happen. 
Don't you worry about a thing. We're going to get that pin no problem 
and nothing's going to stop us. No one ." 


Zekra grimaced, but gave a nod in return. Zeverous, satisfied with 
this, turned away and brought his gaze back to what lay ahead of 
him. Dusk Mines slowly appeared in the distance along with various 
colored blurs that the two knew were Fellowship members. Zeverous 
picked up his speed. 


When the two came close to the Fellowship, the Zoroark leapt onto a 
tree overlooking the organization and latched onto the trunk with his 
sharp claws. Zekra buried her own claws in his mane as he climbed 
up to a branch that provided a clear view of the Pokémon below. 
There were not as many Pokémon as there had been the previous 
day, but that was to be expected. They were no doubt looking for 
Team Vendetta. Even still, there were at least a couple dozen 
Pokémon roaming about. 


Zeverous pulled Zekra from out of his mane and set her beside him 
on the branch. He pointed at a Smeargle and Wartortle walking away 
from the base and toward the forest. 


"See those two?" Zeverous asked with a grin. 

"Yeah, | do," Zekra nodded. 

"We're going to infiltrate the base as them ." 

"You mean we're going to steal their forms and stuff? But, what if 
they come back while we're going through the base? Everybody's 


going to figure out something's not right and then we'll get caught." 


"Oh, | have that taken care of. Just wait a moment." 


Zekra watched with her brother as the two Fellowship Pokémon 
wandered past the tree they stayed in, completely oblivious to their 
presence. 


"When do you think Mistress Shade will finally let us go back to our 
Fellowship?" the Wartortle asked his companion. 


"| don't know, but hopefully soon," the Smeargle sighed. "I'm getting 
really tired of staying next to that creepy forest..." 


Zeverous's grin seemed to grow. 
"There we go,"he said with delight. "Voices." 


Quick as a flash, Zeverous sprang from the branch. Zekra watched 
as the Zoroark silently descended upon the unsuspecting Pokémon, 
claws drawn. The eager smile upon his face didn't fade. 


"Yeah, but hey, maybe we'll leave soon since Master Zephyr and that 
one Fellowship leader came over today. So you know, maybe they're 
planning something diff-" 


The Wartortle couldn't finish its sentence, for Zeverous had landed 
directly behind it and its Smeargle companion and pierced his claws 
into the back of their scalps using the momentum of his fall. 


Zekra cringed as the two Fellowship Pokemon fell forward, their eyes 
frozen open. Zeverous instantly caught the two seconds before they 
hit the ground in one arm and hastily scampered up the tree. He 
carefully draped the corpses over a nearby branch so that they 
would not fall and then reunited with his sister. She only continued to 
grimace. 


"You killed them..." she stated quietly. 


She glanced over at the bodies and saw the blood trickling out of 
their puncture wounds. 


"Why did you kill them when you could have just Knocked them out? 
They were innocent." 


"Because | didn't really want to risk them waking up and ruining 
everything,” Zeverous explained. "If they're dead, we don't have to 
worry about that. And also, well... | needed to kill something. | need 
to keep my inner Plagued One in check and | didn't get any time to 
go on my hunting trip this morning." 


"Oh, | see." 


Zekra continued to keep her gaze off her brother, though she 
couldn't resist glancing at him every few seconds. She thought she 
saw him shake his head. 


"Look, | don't exactly enjoy killing Pokémon," Zeverous said. "I 
mean, killing wild Pokémon is okay sometimes, but even | don't like 
killing them unless | have to since you know, they're still living 
Pokémon. And | especially don't like killing civil Pokemon. But | kind 
of have to because for one, I'm a mercenary and sometimes | get 
hired to take on the role of an assassin. And then two, because it's 
literally the only way to keep my inner Plagued One quiet. I've tried 
everything else and sadly it's the only thing that works. But, I'm 
alright now. I'm not going to kill anyone else unless | absolutely have 
to." 


"You sure?" Zekra asked as she looked back at her brother. 


"Positive," he grinned. "Especially when | get that pin. | won't have to 
go on those killing sprees anymore once | get it... but enough about 
that. Let's get going. You can take the Smeargle.” 


Zekra nodded and then once again glanced over at the corpses. A 
pink light covered her body and within seconds, she morphed into 

the Smeargle and twirled the tail around with her fingers. Zeverous 
smiled as he became the Wartortle. 


"Perfect," Zeverous beamed. "Now let's get going. You can follow my 
lead. And remember: use that Smeargle's voice. Do not use your 
real voice. Ever . Because someone wil! hear it and you will get 
caught. Don't ever do it, even if you think there's no one around." 


"Don't worry, | got it," Zekra grinned, her voice now the form's voice. 
"I've used other voices before." 


Zeverous, Satisfied with this, leapt from the tree branch with Zekra 
following suit. The two touched the ground with grace and then 
looked toward the Fellowship base. Zeverous's smirk grew for just a 
brief moment before he changed into that of a more alarmed one. He 
ran toward the various Pokémon roaming about the area. 


"Guys! Guys!" he cried with the Wartortle's voice. "Listen you guys!" 


Everyone within shouting range stopped and glanced over at the 
false Wartortle with puzzled expressions. 


"| just spotted those Pokémon we're supposed to be looking out for!" 
he said as he skidded to a halt. "You know, the Cubone, Zorua, 
Quilava, and that random Zoroark that was with them! They're just 
south of here! They're still asleep in these trees!" 


"Seriously?" a Braixen asked, baffled. 


"Yeah! | was just walking around with my friend when | saw them all 
napping in a tree!" Zeverous insisted. "You can even ask her!" 


He pointed back at Zekra with a finger. Everyone slowly turned to 
her, evoking a flinch out of the false Smeargle. Zeverous narrowed 
his eyes as they shined with a dark glimmer. 


"Go on, tell them what happened," Zeverous stated. 
"Oh umm, yeah, | saw them," Zekra answered, fidgeting in place. 


"They were just in a tree and somehow... they didn't wake up when 
we came by." 


Everyone kept their gaze on the Smeargle, no doubt wondering 
about her strange behavior. 


"There, she agrees with me," Zeverous interjected. "Now hurry! 
They're like twenty minutes away from here! Get them before they 
wake up!" 


This instantly got their attention. With hasty nods, the Pokémon in 
the vicinity bolted into the woods. The fake Smeargle watched each 
of the Pokémon run past her until all were completely gone from 
sight. She released a relieved sigh and glanced back at her 
brother... only to find that he was staring directly at her, wearing a 
sharp glare. 


He drew close to her and after giving his surroundings a quick 
glance, pulled her away into the forest. He dragged her behind a 
large tree and grit his teeth. 


"Zekra, you could have blown our cover just now. Those Pokémon 
were getting suspicious about why you were acting so strange.” 


"Sorry," Zekra said sheepishly. "I'm just... nervous is all. I've never 
done anything like this before." 


Zeverous looked upon his anxious sister for a moment longer and 
then shook his head. 


"Look, you can't just look and sound like the Pokémon you're trying 
to be," he began, softening his voice. "You have to act like them too. 
You have to think like them. Right now, you need to pretend that 
you're a confident member of the Fellowship, not Some Zorua who's 
pretending to do all this so she can steal something. You have to 
actually become the form you're taking on right now. Does that make 
sense?" 


"Yeah, | think it does," Zekra said slowly. "Don't think about it... just 
do it. Just be the Pokémon | am. Don't worry about it." 


"There you go. That's it. Heh, you're catching on pretty quickly. You'll 
be as good of a spy as me in no time." 


He pat Zekra on the head, evoking a small chuckle from her. But the 
happy moment was short-lived, for the Zeverous withdrew his paw 
from her and looked back toward the Fellowship. A determined scowl 
etched its way onto his muzzle. 


"We should get inside while we have the chance," he said. "Those 
Pokémon we just got rid of will probably only be gone for about an 
hour at most. We can't waste any time. And this time, when we go 
inside the Fellowship, we're not going to clear everyone out. They'll 
get suspicious as to why these two random members are sending 
out nearly the whole base when a couple dozen are already 
sufficient enough for the job." 


"So then we're just going to walk past everybody without doing 
anything?" Zekra asked. "Just go on by them and raid Yimtri's office 
when no one's looking?" 


"Well, depends on if there's anybody in the office or not. But for now, 
yeah, that's the plan. Just do as | said earlier and you'll be fine. Be 
the Pokémon you're pretending to be. You're not Zekra anymore. 
You're just Some random Smeargle who's working for the 
Fellowship." 


"Heh don't worry Zev; I've got it." 


The two made their way back to the Fellowship and upon entering its 
grounds, saw a small cluster of Pokémon exit the base. The group 
was quick to notice the sudden lack of Pokémon and immediately 
shot their glances to the only two Pokémon still in the area. 


"Hey, where'd everybody go?" a Charmeleon asked the two 
illusionists. 


"They heard that those fugitives we're looking for were in the area," 
Zekra answered, remaining collected. "So they all went to go do that. 


There's twenty of them so-" 


The team of Pokémon was quick to flee into the forest, presumably 
to aid in the quest to find Terron and the others. Zekra and Zeverous 
glanced back at where they last saw the group disappear, blinking a 
couple of times. 


"Well... | guess we won't have to worry about them," Zekra said. 
"Wow, they really do want to kill us, don't they?" 


"Unfortunately, yes," Zeverous grumbled. "Also, don't refer to 
yourself as 'you' or 'us' when you're being a spy right now. 
Somebody's going to notice that. You have to talk about yourself as if 
you're not actually Zekra. Like, for what you just said, say 'Wow, they 
really do want to kill those traitors.’ Alright?" 


Zekra nodded as she and Zeverous quietly entered the Fellowship. 
As somewhat expected, there were not many Pokemon roaming 
about the inside of the base. Yet, there were still quite a few less 
than what the two illusionists had anticipated. Shade must have truly 
wanted Team Vendetta to be found as quickly as possible. Zekra 
wasn't sure whether she found the lack of numbers comforting once 
she realized this. 


Nevertheless, she and Zeverous went forward and navigated 
through the mine's dark corridors. They remained silent the entire 
time, choosing only to look forward with blank gazes. No one within 
the Fellowship stopped to talk to them. Whether it was because they 
were too occupied with whatever errands they had to run or because 
the forms the siblings took on were unremarkable Pokémon, the two 
weren't sure. However, that hardly mattered. Their mission was 
running smoothly; that was all that the two were concerned about. 


Sometime later, the two came to the hallway that held Yimtri's office. 
There was no one loitering within the long hall, much to their relief. 
Zeverous grinned as he eagerly went forward to the office entrance. 
Zekra followed after him, but before she could get very far, Zeverous 
abruptly brought himself to a halt, prompting Zekra to do the same. 


"What's the matter?" she asked, lowering her voice. 


"There's Pokémon inside the office," Zeverous answered. "Ugh, we 
were so close to getting that pin. Of course there's something that'll 
get in our way. Looks like it's time for a change of plans. Turn into a 
ghost-type and follow me." 


There was a flash of light and then the false Wartortle became a 
Mismagius. He drifted into the ceiling, his wispy form disappearing 
into the rock in an instant. Zekra nodded as she became a 
Chandelure and also phased into the wall. When all of her form went 
completely through the rock, she found that everything had changed. 
Though she knew she was still within a solid object, everything 
around her seemed to ripple with a strange, opaque coloring that 
almost reminded her of an aurora. Yet, the streams of ethereal colors 
were quite transparent and allowed her to see the corridor below. 


"So this is what ghosts see when they're in walls and stuff..." Zekra 
remarked, astounded by the discovery. 


"Heh, never tried this before?" 


The false Chandelure turned to find Zeverous floating close by, 
shooting her an amused grin. She gave a chuckle of her own. 


"Nah, never really thought about doing it despite how awesome this 
is. Which | really should have, since | can think of so many things | 
can do with this..." 


"Startling others with it, maybe? That's something that was always 
enjoyable for me when | was your age." 


"Oh really?" 


"Oh yeah. | abused my illusions a lot as a kid. | think | was hardly 
ever a Zorua unless | was asleep or just eating, in fact. How did you 
think | got so talented with my powers? Did you just think | was born 
a prodigy?" 


"Hah, | guess that's true. You always were really good at turning into 
other Pokémon so quickly and stuff whenever you visited. You were 
always so awesome. But hey, I'm awesome too now!" 


Zeverous laughed at the remark, making Zekra beam at her brother. 
The false Mismagius let out a few more chuckles before he turning 
his gaze away. 


"Ah, | wish we could keep talking like this, but I'm afraid we've got a 
little mission to do," he said, growing serious. "This way." 


Zekra and Zeverous drifted through the stone until they found 
themselves hovering above the office. From their hidden position, 
they could see that there truly were a number of Pokémon standing 
together in the room. Three Pokémon to be precise; a Tyranitar, 
Dragonite, and Volcarona. Zekra's eyes widened at the sight. 


"Chrysalis?" she muttered. "What's she doing here with Shade? And 
who's that Dragonite?" 


"Shhh, quiet," Zeverous hissed. "They'll hear you. Just listen to what 
they're saying and maybe you'll get an answer." 


Zekra anxiously curled her ghostly appendages together, but did as 
instructed. She and Zeverous watched as Shade crossed her arms 
and let out a loud snort. Chrysalis shook her head in disapproval 
while the Dragonite continued to keep a strange, almost eerie grin 
upon his face as he adjusted a red band bound to his left arm. 


"So that is the current situation?" Chrysalis asked. 


"Afraid so," Shade verified. "Your newest members, the ones called 
Team Vendetta, are now traitors." 


"Of course my members decide to turn traitor," Chrysalis grumbled. 
"Of course. Why did | allow such fools to be my members? Tch, what 
a mess. | can only imagine the backlash this will cause my 
prestigious Fellowship." 


"| must admit that they put up a fair amount of resistance for 
seemingly cowardly and incompetent Pokémon," Shade admitted. 
"And that Zoroark that came to save them as a Greninja... he was 
rather talented in the arts of combat." 


"Yes, the Zoroark," Chrysalis then said. "He no doubt has more 
connections to them than simply being a mercenary when | ponder, 
but even still. You are right in regards to his capability." 


"They all had potential. | almost feel bad for having to kill them now. 
Truly they would have made fine members at some point in time. But 
| suppose that's the way things are. They defied orders and now they 
need to be eliminated. Especially when that Zoroark is plagued. We 
can't afford to have him around..." 


Shade scowled as she swung her tail back and forth irritably. The 
Dragonite in the group beamed at the Tyranitar and lightly punched 
her in the arm. Shade's scowl only seemed to grow. 


"You know we're going to be able to find those four though, right?" 
the Dragonite chuckled heartily. "Ain't nothing stopping us and our 
Fellowships! We'll find those kids and Yimtri and all of his diseased 
little followers too!" 


"I'm not worried that we won't find them," Shade stated. "We'll find 
them one way or another. Question is... can we find them before 
they do something?" 


"Oh Shady, you worry too much," the Dragonite said merrily, 
punching her yet again. "Those kids can't do anything!" 


*THWACK!* 


The Tyranitar's tail slammed into the Dragonite, flooring him in an 
instant. Shade shot him a murderous glance as he picked himself off 
the floor, laughing uncontrollably. He didn't seem to notice the giant 
red mark on his side. 


"How many times do | have to tell you never to call me Shady?" 
Shade growled. "You're such a child sometimes." 


"Aw, but you know you like the teasing, Shady-Wady." 
*THWACK!* 


The Dragonite toppled to the floor once more with a loud crash. 
Chrysalis shook her head as her icy blue eyes gleamed. 


"As much as | would like to make a comment about the loving care 
you and Zephyr obviously have for one another," Chrysalis said, her 
words dripping with sarcasm, "I do believe he brings up a fair point; 
those children cannot do anything of harm. You saw with your own 
eyes how incompetent they are compared to us. They cannot 
possibly be a detriment to anything. | see no reason behind your 
concern." 


"Perhaps not on their own, no," Shade said. "But, they do have that 
Zoroark with them. And they were rather knowledgeable about 
Erebus and its ways. More so than our typical members do..." 


"And what does that matter?" Chrysalis asked. "You must realize that 
such knowledge will not help anyone. And even if it did, | doubt that it 
will provide much aid. There are other obstacles that stand-" 


Zekra cringed as her vision suddenly became blurry. Zeverous 
immediately shot her a glance as her arms drooped. 


"| feel... tired," Zekra slurred. "What's... happening?" 


"It's a side effect of those who borrow ghost type's phasing powers; 
you get tired really fast," Zeverous grimaced as his own eyes 
drooped. "I'm starting to feel it too. Not to mention that you're 
wearing that Deception Amulet that's sapping away your health... 
Looks like we'll need to hide in a room until we get our strength back. 
Ugh, if only we could be like true ghosts where they can remain 
intangible all day without feeling the least bit exhausted..." 


The false Mismagius wrapped his ghostly tassel around Zekra and 
brought her out of the ceiling and into a nearby room that remained 
unoccupied. The moment they entered, the two changed back into 
their true forms. Zeverous went to the door and secured the lock. 


"Five minutes,” he breathed. "That ought to be good enough for 
resting. And then maybe those Fellowship leaders will finally go 
away." 


He pressed his back to the door and slid to the ground, releasing a 
tired sigh. Zekra crept over to the older Zoroark and lazily slumped 
herself against his side. Zeverous smiled softly at her, making Zekra 
do the same. 


"So tell me; how did you like being in the Fellowship?" Zeverous 
asked her. "I've been wondering that for a while." 


"Oh, it was fun," Zekra replied. "Tear and | got to do a lot of 
awesome missions together. | mean, it was kind of exhausting and 
stuff, but it was pretty fun and | made a few friends. We always had 
SO many jobs, but they were always really fun to do. It was kind of 
like being a mercenary." 


"Heh, well | guess being in the Fellowship is kind of like being a 
mercenary. Though, when you're a mercenary, you don't really have 
to give anyone your money when you're done. It's all for you. And 
also, you don't really get free meals or rooms or support from your 
Fellowship leaders. You're pretty much on your own as a mercenary. 
But that's not exactly a bad thing. Being on your own can be 
awesome in its own way." 


"But you can still have your friends with you even if you're on your 
own, right?" 


"Well yes, of course you can. | didn't mean 'on your own' as 
‘completely by yourself to support you’. | mean, | really was all alone, 
but you don't have to. You can have a small group of friends follow 
you around." 


"Alright, cool." 


Zekra nodded to herself, smiling pleasantly at the thought. She 
wasn't quite sure if she'd follow the path of a mercenary after her 
current role in life was fulfilled, but the thought was entertaining at 
the very least. She could already imagine herself a certain Cubone, 
Quilava, and Zoroark walking alongside her as they roamed the vast 
plains of Shiron. Their happy faces shined so clearly in her mind. 


"Hey, if you don't me if you don't mind me asking, who were your old 
Fellowship friends and what happened to them?" 


The daydream abruptly shattered in her mind as a more melancholy 

one took its place. Zekra grimaced at the memories, but was quick to 
shut it out of her mind. She could feel a stinging in her eyes, but she 

ignored it the best she could. 


"There were two of them," she answered quietly. "Their names were 
Impetus and Syn. Impetus was this feral we befriended and Syn was 
just this kid that we sort of adopted. They were our team members 
for a while before we met Novus... but then, the Plagued Ones 
attacked Aurora Town. Syn... Syn was taken by Plagued Ones and 
Impetus ran away to go find him. At least, that's what Tear told me. 
I... never got to see it because my Instinct Infestation kicked in and 
the plagued me took over and... yeah. | don't know if I'm glad | didn't 
see anything." 


"Oh, | see," Zeverous said awkwardly. "So that's what happened. 
That's how your inner Plagued One controls you. But your friends... 
I'm sorry to hear that happened. | really am." 


Zekra extended her claws and curled them into the flooring. 


"Why... why does Erebus have to exist?" she whispered. "Why did 
Erebus have to make Plagued Ones and tell them to take away all of 
my friends? Why did it have to plague everyone | love? Why? Why?! 
Why does such an awful thing have to exist and ruin my life?! Why?! 
What does it get out of making me suffer?!" 


Bitter tears flowed down the Zorua's eyes. She quickly buried her 
head into Zeverous's fur, muffling her cries. 


" Erebus... why do you do this?" Zekra asked. "Why do you have to 
ruin everything? Why do you do this to me?" 


"Erebus has ruined everyone's life. It's a disgusting creature that 
probably feds off the misery of others. But don't worry; it's not going 
to ruin yourlife anymore. Because | won't let it." 


Zekra lifted up her head to look at her brother only to find that he 
was giving her a gentle yet solemn gaze. 


"What?" she choked out. 


"Everything I'm doing right now is for you," Zeverous answered. 
"Getting this pin, putting up with that Sableye, staying with your 
friends... I'm doing all of it for your sake. To Keep you safe and 
protect you from Erebus and the Plagued Ones and anyone else 
who's out to get you. Including that Sableye and his suicidal plan. If 
something goes horribly wrong, | want you to know that | will get you 
out of it and keep you safe. | swear that as long as I'm around, 
nothing's ever going to happen to you again. | want you to know that, 
Zekra." 


Zeverous sighed as he tenderly brushed Zekra's head with his 
claws. 


"You've been through so much. First me getting plagued and running 
away from your life like a coward... and then everyone back home 
getting plagued or dying... and then getting dragged into Erebus 
Woods by that wretched Sableye and getting plagued by Erebus... 
and then having Aurora Town destroyed and getting kicked out of the 
Fellowship... you've gone through so much torment. I'm going to 
make sure things like that never happen again." 


Zekra found herself at a loss for words. She tried to say something, 
but something seemed to hold back her tongue. All she could do was 


stare up into her brother's eyes, her mouth slightly ajar. 


Zeverous removed his paw from his sister and glanced at the wall. 
He took the X-Ray Specs that hung around his neck and pulled them 
over his eyes. 


"We've rested long enough," he announced. "Those leaders are 
gone now. | don't see them anymore." 


"Hey wait a minute; how come we spied on those Fellowship leaders 
as ghosts when we could have just waited in here this whole time 
since you've got those goggles?" Zekra wondered. "Wouldn't that 
have been easier?" 


"It might of, but | didn't do that because I'm trying to teach you to be 
a good spy. I'm trying to improve your illusion powers so you can use 
them as well as | can and don't need that amulet to do so. And | can't 
do that if I'm doing all the work, now can |?" 


Zekra shrugged as the two rose to their feet. 
"Yeah, but enough about that," Zeverous then said. "Let's get going." 


The illusionists changed back into their ghostly forms once more and 
drifted through the wall. When they came out of the other side, they 
found that it truly was completely vacant. Zeverous gave a wide grin 
to his sister before immediately rushing toward the corner in the right 
side of the room. He came to a halt as he plunged both of his 
appendages into the wall, his grin seemingly growing with each 
second. 


“AH HAI!" 


He swiftly yanked his tassels from the corner and turned around to 
face his sister. Wrapped up tightly in his grasp was a silver pin; the 
exact pin that Yimtri showed the team the previous night. Zekra 
giddily spun around in circles and let out a triumphant laugh. 


"We got it!" she cried joyously. "Yaaaay!" 


"And now | don't have to worry about that awful inner Plagued One," 
Zeverous said. "Or that Sableye and his little pet. No, not anymore... 
Let's get out of here Zekra. We're done here." 


He drifted toward the exit, but before he could reach it, Shade 
appeared and stepped into the room. Zeverous stopped while Zekra 
immediately wiped the happy expression off her face. 


"Hello, Mistress Shade," Zekra spoke in a calm demeanor. 


"Hello, Lume," Shade said. "Why are you and Noc in my office? | 
thought you two were supposed to be looking for the fugitives called 
Team Vendetta." 


"We are going to do that, rest assured," Zekra replied. "We simply 
came here because Noc thought he forgot something in your office. 
But, it seems he has found it and now we will leave your office. 
We're sorry for intruding upon it. It won't happen again." 


Both she and Zeverous bowed their heads. Shade cast them a long 
stare, a stranger glimmer in her eyes. 


Zeverous suddenly rammed his body into Zekra, flinging the two of 
them across the room. Before Zekra could retort to the sudden 
hostility, a beam of ice shot out of Shade's maw and just barely 
missed where the two hovered a second ago. Floating just behind 
Shade now were the true Lume and Noc, both wearing grim 
expressions. 


"You were foolish to think you could trick me, Zoroark and Zorua," 
Shade growled at the still-disguised illusionists. 


"How do you know that the two Pokémon beside you aren't the 
fakes?" Zeverous demanded, still using the false voice. "Zoroark and 
Zorua are very sneaky like that you know." 


Shade paused, as if stumped by the question. Then, in an instant, 
she snapped her head back at the ghosts behind her and fired an Ice 
Beam. The two ghosts let out a loud scream as the ice impacted 
them and stuck them to the wall. 


"Does that answer your question?" Shade taunted. 


Zeverous snarled as he immediately wrapped an arm around 
Zekra's. He swiftly dragged her to the wall and was about to phase 
into it, but then, a powerful gale knocked the two of them back. They 
slammed into the pile of gems that still remained into the office, 
where their fake forms diminished instantly. As the two pulled 
themselves up, they found Zephyr standing next to Shade, his grin 
somehow more menacing. 


"Oh, think you're going to leave so soon, are you?" Zephyr asked. 
"Nope! We don't let traitors leave so soon!" 


"You're going to regret that," Zeverous hissed. 


"Hah! Looks who's so confident! Didn't | hear that you were knocked 
out by Shady just yesterday? With just a /ittle Stone Edge?" 


Zeverous grit his teeth as his claws glistened with a malicious, red 
power. He grabbed the Zorua beside him and shoved the anti- 
plaguing pin in her paws. Then, before she could object, he stuffed 
her into his mane and completely buried her in it. 


"Oh, still going to try and fight anyway? Well | bet that will-" 


A massive fireball flew into the Dragonite's back, cutting off the rest 
of his words as the flames ate away at his scaly hide. Zephyr let out 
a low whine as he turned to face his assailant... only to have a 
shadowy blob smash into his face. The force of the attack instantly 
dazed him, his eyes hazy as he attempted to right himself up. 


Before anything could be done, a barrage of leaves shining with 
ethereal light sliced into Shade's body. A piercing roar escaped her 


maw as she glanced back to find Lume and Noc hovering not far 
from where she stood, glaring daggers at her. The wall they had 
been frozen to was completely devoid of ice and now, only a large 
puddle on the ground near it. 


Lume spun around, tossing a dozen wisps of fire at the Tyranitar's 
eyes, blinding the leader. 


The Mismagius shot his glance to the Zoroark. 

"What are you waiting for? Get out of here!" the ghost cried. 
Zekra poked her head out of Zeverous's mane. 

"Wait! What about you two?" Zekra cried. 


"Heh, we'll be fine," the Mismagius chuckled. "We've had far worse 
happen than this. We'll make it out alive. Kind of sick of this place 


anyway." 


"But please, go!" Lume then said. "We can only hold them off for so 
long! Go to the liege and stop Erebus! End this nightmare! End it and 
stop the Plagued Ones!" 


"But-" 


Zeverous pushed Zekra back into his mane, silencing anything else 
she had to say. He looked back at the ghosts for just a moment 
before giving a quick nod. 


"Thank you." 


There was a flash of light and then Zeverous became a Mismagius, 
Zekra curled up in his tassels. He tightened his grip on her as he 
rushed into the wall of the room, hastily bursting through each and 
every room as fast as he could fly. The moment they made it outside, 
he tossed the Zorua onto his back and instantly changed into a 
Skarmory. She clung to his neck as he flapped his wings and flew 


into the forest with the speed of a bullet. The Fellowship disappeared 
far behind them. 


"We made it," Zekra sighed. 
"You've still got the pin, right?" Zeverous asked. 


"Yeah, | do," Zekra said as she clutched the pin still grasped in her 
paw. 


"Good, good. We've got the pin. We did it. Mission accomplished." 


Zekra released yet another sigh as she rested her head against 
Zeverous's neck. The relief flooded into her so quickly upon hearing 
this, but a certain thought was very quick to eradicate the peace. 


"Now we have to go face Erebus," Zekra whispered. "We have to go 
kill that thing now that we've got the pin..." 


Her heart raced at the thought. She could see the creature in her 
mind so clearly. She could see it gazing down upon her from deep 
within its ghastly home, its cold, malicious eyes piercing deep into 
her soul as it sucked out every bit of her livelihood. A deep dread 
flooded into her heart, stiffening all of her muscles. 


"We're... we're really going to kill Erebus now," she whimpered. 
"We're going to see it and we're... we're... oh by Yveltal..." 


She shivered as she clung to Zeverous tighter, digging the pin into 
his metallic form. 


We're going to see Erebus. We're going to see Erebus. It's going to 
try and plague us. 


| can't get plagued. | can't. | can't! | don't want to be a Plagued One! 
No! Anything... anything but that... 


Tear... Tear why... 


Why are you and Yimtri being so stupid right now? Why can't you 
see what's so wrong with this plan? 


"We're not going to go see Erebus, Zekra." 


Zekra stopped shaking. She looked up into her brother's Skarmory 
eyes, only to find that he was still looking ahead of him with a vacant 
stare. 


"What?" she asked. 


"We're not going with that Sableye to go kill Erebus," Zeverous said 
again. "There's no way we're actually going to do something that 
idiotic." 


Zekra's eyes froze open. It took her a few moments to collect her 
thoughts. 


"But Tear said that we're-" 


" Forget what your friend said," Zeverous stated with a low growl. 
"We are not going to see that abomination in that misery dungeon. 
We're all going to follow Novus's plan and I'm going to keep you safe 
the entire time with my own plan. There is no way you guys I'm 
letting you guys get plagued even more. Especially not you." 


He turned his head so that he could look at her with one narrowed 
eye. 


"The second we get back to your friends, we're going to grab them 
and get out of here. We'll get as far away from that Sableye as 
possible and he'll never be able to catch us. Even if he goes hunting 
down for us, he'll never be able to find us. No one will. And do you 
want to know why? Because I'm going to use my illusion powers to 
disguise all of us. When we're walking around, I'm going to cast an 
illusion on all of us so that nobody will be able to recognize us. That 
way, we can get away from everything and nothing will ever have to 
bother us ever again. We'll be free to do whatever we want. And 


thanks to that pin, I'll never feel like I'm plagued anymore and 
nothing can ever control me again. 


"Nobody's ever going to find us after this. Not the Fellowship, not 
Yimtri, not even Erebus and the Plagued Ones. Nothing is ever 
going to hurt you again." 


"R-really?" she whispered. "What about Tear, though?" 


"We'll drag him along whether he likes it or not. He'll understand how 
insane his plan sounds after we get him away from Yimtri . | swear, | 
think that Sableye is brainwashing him." 


Zekra wasn't sure if she wanted to cry or smile at the remark. So, 
she said all that she could say. 


"Thanks, Zev." 


The false Skarmory smiled softly. The two continued to soar through 
the air in silence, Zekra reveling in the thought that she would not 
have to face the horrific abomination known as Erebus while 
Zeverous seemed to have his thoughts elsewhere. After moments of 
this, the two finally spotted their group sitting among the trees. 
Terron was meticulously stuffing various bones scattered around him 
into his pockets while Novus was drawing something along the 
barren soil before him, seemingly a crude map of sorts. Both had 
grim expressions across their faces as they sat near one another 
with their bag between them. Yimtri and Chloe somehow seemed 
rather composed, the Sableye resting the back of his head against 
the Turtwig's shell, appearing to be napping. 


Tied around each of the four's necks as makeshift scarves were the 
Reunions Capes. From what could be seen, Terron and Novus had 

torn their capes into two and allowed the Dusk Mines Pokémon the 

other half of the fabric. Yimtri's black scarf blended well with his own 
cape while Chloe wore the more contrasting white one. 


The moment that Zeverous landed in front of the team, the glow in 
the Sableye's gemstones returned and he stood up. Everyone did 
the same. 


"Did you succeed?" Yimtri asked. 
"Yes, yes we did," Zeverous Stated. 


"Perfect," Yimtri grinned. "Well then, | do believe it's time to get going 
to Erebus then. We mustn't waste any more time. So, take your 
Reunion Cape from your bag and-" 


Zeverous shot forward, and without wasting a single moment, 
snatched up Terron and Novus. They dangled from his beak by the 
back of their capes as he pushed off the ground and prepared to 
launch into the sky for his swift escape. 


" You treacherous Zoroark." 


Terron and Novus were abruptly ripped from the false Skarmory's 
mouth and tossed onto the ground. A black tendril wrapped around 
each of their bodies, rendering them completely immobile. Zeverous 
hastily sprang into the air, but not without turning his head back to 
see what had happened. He and Zekra were quick to find that the 
tendrils binding their friends were actually a part of Yimtri's shadow, 
which loomed close to where they lay. Its owner glared up at the 
Zoroark. 


"Trying to escape, are you?" Yimtri hissed. "Too much of a coward to 
face Erebus?" 


"No one is going with you!" Zeverous spat. "No one here is going to 
die because of you and your insane decision! You can say what you 
want, but I will not go with you! | will not let anyone suffer because of 
you, Yimtri | Can't you see that your plan is so insanely suicidal?! 
You want to see Erebus right now without a proper plan? How is that 
not completely absurd?! " 


"It's not suicidal, Zeverous. What does it matter that | want to see 
Erebus at this very moment? | know precisely what | am doing. Stop 
being so stubborn and come with me." 


"You don't hear the words coming out of your mouth right now?! Tch, 
whatever. There's no point reasoning with you. Nobody is going with 
you and that's final!" 


"SO... you choose to be that way." 
Yimtri's eyes flashed. 


"Well then, maybe | can't make you come with me, but | can certainly 
make these two come with.” 


The tentacles’ grips tightened around the Cubone and Quilava, 
making them let out a pained choking sound. Zeverous snarled at 
the sight, but remained in the air. 


"It's your choice, Zeverous," Yimtri said. "You're free to go. You're 
free to leave me right now along with your sister." 


"My liege, | do not think that's a good idea," Chloe interjected, her 
voice lowering. "We need the Zoroark and Zorua to come with us." 


Yimtri held up a claw to the Turtwig and slowly shook his head. She 
frowned at the gesture, but understood its meaning and said no 
more. 


" However," the Sableye went on, "if you do leave, you'll also leave 
behind Terron and Novus. They are coming with me to Erebus 
Woods, one way or another. So, can you truly abandon them to save 
yourself and your sister? Can you honestly tell me that you can do 
that?" 


Zeverous scowled as he locked gazes with the Sableye. Both of their 
eyes burned with a solemn conviction, neither breaking to the 
other's. Terron and Novus struggled against the shadowy binds, but 


found that they held firm. They opened their mouths to scream 
something at the Zoroark, but their muzzles were immediately closed 
shut by more tendrils. 


Chloe remained where she was, keeping her eyes glued to the 
airborne Pokémon. A strange glimmer of what appeared to be 
desperation seemed to shine in her eyes. 


Zekra remained frozen on Zeverous's back, torn. The anti-plaguing 
pin fell out of her trembling paws and settled onto the ground. 


| don't want to go back to Erebus Woods. she thought. | don't want to 
see Erebus. But... | can't just have Tear and Novus go there by 
themselves. They're going to get plagued... or they'll die... and 
they'll end up like all of my friends... 


But if we do go, I'll get plagued and |... | just... 
Whatever happened to saving your friends? 


Zekra cringed at the voice. A deep panic settled into her heart as the 
words rang through her mind. 


Not you... not you! | thought you were gone! 


! told you before that you can't just get rid of me. | only kept 
quiet, which I told you before last time we talked. 


Get out of my head! GET OUT! | DON'T WANT TO DEAL WITH 
YOU! NOT AT A TIME LIKE THIS! 


Zekra, you already know what to do. You already know that you 
need to save your friends. Don't you care about your friends? 
Don't they mean the world to you? If you leave them right now, 
they'll be stuck with that Sableye and you might not ever see 
them again. If you go with them, you won't have to worry about 
that. 


But I'll get plagued! You'll completely take over me! Shut up! Stop 
talking to me! You're just saying all of this so that Erebus can plague 
me! You're trying to trick me! Stop it! 


So you'd rather have your friends suffer from such a fate by 
themselves? You would rather abandon them and let them 
suffer like your old friends did rather than stay with them and 
try and protect them? 


Zekra stopped. She thought she could see an obscured figure in her 
mind smile to itself. 


If you go with them, so will your brother. You two can protect 
your friends from getting further plagued, and your brother will 
protect you from that as well. You will keep each other safe. 


And besides... hasn't it always been your goal to destroy the 
Plagued Ones? Erebus Is the one who creates them. If you kill 
it, you will be closer to ending everything. You will get closure. 
Are you really going to pass up this opportunity to avenge your 
friends when your chances of succeeding are so great? Just 
because you are scared? 


Well, Zekra? Make your choice. 
And then, the presence in her mind faded and the voice left. 


Despite her thoughts being in a daze, Zekra's answer came to her 
quickly. 


"We'll go with you, Yimtri." 


Everyone around shot their glances to her, all surprised that she was 
the one to speak. But, despite their stunned gazes made her insides 
turn into liquid, she forced herself to keep talking. 

She looked over at her brother. 


"Zev, we're going to Erebus Woods," she said. 


"But... | can't let you go inside those woods, Zekra," Zeverous said, 
baffled. "I just can't let you get plagued even more." 


"But we can't just let Tear and Novus go on their own!" Zekra 
insisted. "They're my friends and we can't just abandon them! We 
need to protect them! They mean everything to me! We're not 
leaving them!" 


Zeverous seemed at a loss. He looked upon his sister for a moment, 
pained and trembling, before looking back at the ones who were now 
Yimtri's hostages. They were both looking up at him, trying their best 
to remain strong. Yet, it was easy to see the begging in their eyes. 


For just a moment, he did nothing. 


Then, with a long and exasperated sigh, the fake Skarmory lowered 
himself to the ground and reverted into his true form. He looked 
directly at the Sableye, whose gaze was completely blank. 


"Fine," he grumbled. "Zekra and | will go to Erebus Woods with you. 
Release those two." 


The Sableye gave a slow nod of his head. His shadows released 
their hold on Terron and Novus, allowing the two of them to gasp as 
they got back to their feet. Novus hurriedly rushed over to Zekra and 
Zeverous, taking their bag with him while Terron remained where he 
was, not sure what to make of the entire spectacle. 


Zekra rested her chin on Zeverous's head as Zeverous reached 
down and grabbed the fallen pin. He then absently reached into the 
bag Novus brought and pulled out the purple Reunion Cape. He 
carefully tore it in half before he tied one half around his own neck 
and gave the other to Zekra while making sure she touched his cape 
in the process. As she slid off his back and allowed Novus to knot it 
around her own neck, Zeverous fastened the pin to the inside of his 
scarf, making it invisible to all. 


"Don't you dare pull another trick like that again, Zeverous," the 
Sableye said with such venom in his voice. "In fact... give me your 
bag right now. | want to make sure that I'm the only one who has an 
Escape Orb so that you won't try to leave the second we get inside 
Erebus Woods." 


"You can't be serious," Zeverous growled. 


"What's the matter? Are you actually thinking about abandoning 
me?" 


Zeverous scowled at the remark. But before he could respond, he 
felt a sudden presence around him. And it wasn't just him who 
noticed the presence; everyone around him did. 


A deathly silence fell over the group as they all turned to a certain 
part of the forest. Though very faint, they could hear footsteps 
coming their way. Several pairs of footsteps and muffled voices. 


It was Chloe who was the first to bolt. 
"Wait!" Yimtri screamed. "Chloe!" 


The Turtwig ignored his yelling and continued to run. She ran 
unnaturally fast for a Turtwig, moving almost like a blur as she sped 
into the empty forest. It wasn't long before everyone ran after her. 


A jet of water fired at the group, whizzing just over Novus's head and 
crashing into a nearby tree. The five turned to see a Wooper and 
Braixen sitting on a Noivern that pursued them through the clusters 
of trees. Each of the three Pokémon cast a murderous glare at the 


group. 


"Oh look, it's that plagued Fellowship leader!" the Braixen shouted, a 
malicious grin spreading across its face. "This is perfect! Now we 
can get both the fugitives and him in one go! Won't Mistress Shade 
and Master Zephyr be so proud!" 


The Braixen took the wand in its hand and flicked it forward. A burst 
of flame flew from its end and sailed at the group, specifically Yimtri. 
He grimaced as he phased into the ground, becoming a shadow as 
he sped away from the group, leaving them far behind. 


"What a coward," the Noivern scoffed. "He can't even stick around to 
fight. No wonder why he was able to escape from the base so 
quickly when so many others died." 


The Noivern flung itself at the group, latching onto Zeverous with its 
sharp claws. He screamed as he abruptly changed into a Nidoking 
and dug the spikes covering his back into the creature's underbelly. 
The Noivern screeched as blood leaked from the wounds, its grip 
around him loosening. 


But before more could be done, there was a sudden blur, and the 
team found themselves standing just near the entrance of the horrific 
forest they sought. Yimtri stood close by, holding back an Absol's 
scythe-like horn with his claws as it struggled to bring it down upon 
him. Chloe herself was pressed into the dirt underneath the foot of a 
huge, hulking Abomasnow. No matter how much she struggled, she 
could not break free. 


"These Pokémon want to get to Erebus!" the Absol said. "They're 
being brainwashed by it! Don't let them into the forest! Not even one 
of them since they've got those Reunion Capes! Kill them before 
they turn into Plagued Ones!" 


"You don't have to tell me that twice!" the Braixen grinned. 


It leapt off its injured companion before smacking Zekra with its 
flaming wand, setting her fur ablaze. She skidded to a halt and 
tumbled along the ground, setting the grass around her on fire. The 
Braixen's smile only seemed to grow as it bolted after her, twirling 
the stick in its paws. 


Zeverous bucked off the Noivern and instantly bolted after the 
Braixen in his Zoroark form and the two instantly clashed. Terron and 


Novus did the same, but were immediately met with a geyser of 
water slamming into their backs. An icy cold spread through their 
veins, a loud wail escaping each of their throats as they too fell to the 
ground, drenched and shivering. 


Yimtri, no longer able to hold back the Absol, used his shadows to 
ensnare the Absol. But the Absol seemed to anticipate this and 
abruptly jumped back from the Sableye. Then, quick as a flash, it 
sprang forward, its horn glistening with a white energy. 


Chloe, the only one not being attacked, could take it no longer. 
She squeezed her eyes shut and raised her head. 


"Hear me, Erebus. Take us to you. | beg of you, take us into your 
cold grasp!" 


" As you wish." 


There was a flash of light, and then an endless number of black, 
wispy tendrils shot out of the forest entrance and snaked their way 
along the ground. An icy sensation came over each of the Pokémon, 
numbing their fervor completely. Their hearts stopped dead in their 
chests. 


" My dear puppets, | will shelter you from these ones who 
threaten to kill you." 


The tentacles wrapped around Terron, Novus, Zekra, Zeverous, 
Yimtri, and Chloe's bodies in an instant. A suffocating, horrific chill 
coursed through each one of them as Erebus tightened its grip 
around their shuddering forms. Any will to struggle was instantly 
eradicated by the all-consuming dread that wormed deep into their 
minds and souls. They could only remain motionless. 


The remaining tentacles swatted the assailants away, flinging them 
across the ground and leaving deep cuts along their bodies. 


"| will save you." 


Then, with a swift pull, the six ensnared Pokemon were dragged into 
Erebus Woods. 


Watching You 
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Watching You 


Erebus Woods SX 


Terron didn't Know how long he was asleep. Perhaps it was hours. 
Perhaps it was only a few seconds. He didn't know. 


What he did know, however, was that the moment he opened his 
eyes, he found himself in a forest tainted with trees that curled into 
many unsettling and unnatural shapes. A forest with tree roots that 
sprawled along the ground, bearing an uncanny resemblance to 
tentacles that wished to ensnare him at a moment's notice. A forest 
that reeked of a potent, foreboding aura that drained out more and 
more of his livelihood with each passing second. 


The inside of Erebus Woods. 


Scattered around him, sprawled along the ground, were his 
teammates. They too appeared to be awakening from their slumber, 
sluggishly rising to their feet. Erebus's tendrils no longer held any of 
the six Pokémon and were nowhere in sight. Terron wanted to think 
that Erebus had fled deeper into the forest, but he knew better. He 
Knew all too well that Erebus was hiding somewhere within the 
shadows of the corrupted trees, watching their every move. 


He reached into his coat pocket and pulled out a club. He tightened 
his grip on it, digging the tips of his claws into the bone. 


"It seems Erebus has brought us somewhere between the first and 
tenth sectors of its home," Yimtri announced as he secured his bag 


around his person. "Hmm, | figured that it would have dragged us 
much deeper than here. Still, at least the six of us managed to 
remain together. These Reunion Capes have accomplished their 
purpose well. It's a rather fortunate thing that you had bought them." 


The Sableye turned to look directly at Zeverous. His eyes seemed to 
darken as he held out a claw. 


"As | was mentioning before, let me see your bag, Zeverous. | want 
to make sure | have your full commitment in defeating Erebus and 
that you won't use an Escape Orb like a coward. Give it to me." 


"You don't believe that I'm committed to this mission after that little 
stunt you pulled with Terron and Novus?" Zeverous spat. "Still so 
paranoid that I'll leave?" 


"| have every right to be paranoid in this given situation. Hand over 
your bag. That will be the only thing | ask of you for the remainder of 
our journey here. Or do | need to rip it from your claws by force?" 


Zeverous snarled at the remark, but didn't bother to give a retort. 
With one motion, he tore off his backpack and flung it at the 
Sableye's feet. Yimtri scoffed in disgust as he brought his glance 
over to Novus, who wore Team Vendetta's messenger bag. 


"Yours too, Quilava." 


"You truly are desperate to keep us with you in this dungeon, aren't 
you?" Novus asked bitterly. 


"Desperate, paranoid, wanting unwavering support and 
steadfastness in this paramount task we must accomplish... call it 
what you want," Yimtri scowled. "It doesn't matter to me. Give me 
your bag. " 


Novus, though unsatisfied with such an answer, took off the bag and 
handed it over the Sableye. Yimtri swiftly snatched the bag out of his 
paws and dropped it beside Zeverous's bag. He proceeded to dig 


through the Zoroark's backpack while Chloe did the same with Team 
Vendetta's bag. All Terron and his friends could do was watch in 
silence. 


"This bag has two Escape Orbs," Chloe stated. "Seems that they 
were quite prepared in case they ever came here or any of Erebus's 
other homes." 


"Take them out and put them in my own bag," Yimtri replied 
indifferently. "I'm still searching through this one." 


Chloe nodded as she pulled out two spheres with her mouth and 
carefully placed them inside Yimtri's bag. Then, she grabbed the 
strap of the team's bag and dragged it over to Terron. She gently set 
the bag in front of him, and then looked up at him. 


"Are you prepared to face Erebus, Cubone?" she asked, her voice 
monotone. 


"Um, yeah, | am," Terron answered oddly as he put the bag's strap 
over his shoulder. "Why do you ask?" 


"So that | Know that you will not back out. Because you are needed 
to defeat Erebus." 


Terron made a confused scowl from behind his mask. 


"Well... I'm not," he said unsurely. "I'm not leaving or anything like 
that." 


For just a brief second, Terron thought he saw the Turtwig give hima 
flash of a smile. But before he could make much more of it, she 
turned away and went back to Yimtri, who had finished shuffling 
through all of Zeverous's belongings. The Sableye glanced over at 
the Zoroark, bouncing a single orb up and down in one claw. 


"Ah, so you had one Escape Orb on you after all," Yimtri said. "No 
wonder why you were so resistant. Well I'm afraid it will have to 


remain with me until we eliminate Erebus. But as | said, | will no 
longer pester you for anything else during the rest of our travel here. 
Simply follow me and that's all you have to do." 


Zeverous said nothing, choosing only to keep the dark frown upon 
his face as he secured the bag onto his back. Yimtri didn't seem the 
least bit fazed by such a reaction. The Sableye dropped the orb into 
his own bag and brought his gaze to the Pokémon around him. 


"It's time to see Erebus," Yimtri announced. "We've wasted enough 
time." 


"Where are we going, though?" Zekra asked. "| mean, you said you 
don't even know how to lure Erebus out here so..." 


"We'll start by leaving this particular part of the dungeon," Yimtri 
answered. "I highly doubt Erebus will appear in what | assume is the 
first sector." 


"What if we just stick around here and just wait for Erebus to show 
up?" Zekra suggested. "| mean, it'd get bored of us not doing 
anything, so it'll just come here and then... yeah." 


Yimtri seemed surprised by the remark. He paused, as if to actually 
consider the idea. 


"| am afraid it does not work like that." 


Everyone turned their surprised glances to Chloe, finding that she 
was staring off into the distance. She appeared detached from 
reality, yet at the same, pensive. 


"What are you talking about?" Zekra asked. 


"Erebus does not come to you so quickly," Chloe answered, still 
sounding as empty as before. "You must wander through its home 
for a time if you wish to see it. If you stay in one spot, Erebus will 
send legions after you. Or, it will dispel you from the dungeon. 


Typically it is the former rather than the latter, since Erebus does not 
typically like to rid its home of its plagued puppets. It would much 
prefer to add you to its collection. | believe the only time it will dispel 
you is if it finds no use for you, for whatever reason | cannot imagine. 
That is why it very rarely happens." 


Zekra's eyes grew at the remark. However, she was not alone; 
everyone was completely stunned by the vast amount of information. 


"Chloe... how do you know all of that?" Yimtri asked in a subdued, 
almost distressed voice. "| don't even know that and | have known 
Erebus the longest. And you've never ventured into Erebus Woods." 


The Turtwig cast the Sableye a long, blank stare. 


"Because every time your members escape from Erebus's home, | 
hear the stories of their terrible encounters as | wander through the 
corridors of our home," she answered. "I notice patterns in the way 
they describe certain events happening. Gossip tells me much when 
| listen carefully. So if you want to see Erebus, you have to tread 
deeper into its home. Its presence lingers more in the most horrific 
parts of its home. You already know that, my liege." 


Yimtri had nothing to say to the remark. Chloe, upon seeing this, 
turned away and walked toward a path free of the infected trees. 


"Let's go," she said. "We must not let the legions come after us." 


Everyone cast a glance to one another, and then followed after the 
Turtwig. Zeverous carefully picked up Zekra before she could walk 
and buried her in his mane. She awkwardly crawled through his thick 
fur and managed to poke her head out a moment later. 


"Stay in there, Zekra," Zeverous warned. "Erebus can't possibly get 
you from there. And if it tries to... well, it's going to have to deal with 
me first." 


Terron watched Zekra give a nod as she sank further back into the 
comfort of her brother's mane. A grim frown grew across his face as 
he looked over at each of his companions. All of them were donning 
stoic expressions as they kept their gazes on the path ahead of 
them. But, Terron knew that they were all wearing nothing but flimsy 
masks. 


Should we really have come here? he wondered. Or was all of this a 
giant mistake? Is Erebus invincible? | mean, it's technically a 
Plagued One if it makes them, and Plagued Ones don't die... so 
does that mean that all of this will be for nothing? Will we all just get 
plagued? 


Terron felt a cold spread into his heart at the thought, sending 
shivers down his spine. He pushed his persona deep into his head. 


No, | have to stay strong. There's a way to defeat Erebus. | know 
there is. And besides, it's too late to back out now. | made a 
commitment. And it's not like | can leave anymore anyway. 


The Cubone removed his paw from his skull and with the Pokemon 
beside him, continued to walk in silence. 


Erebus Woods SX 


Finding the next section of the putrid forest didn't take much time. In 
fact, it had been a rather easy task, as none of the vicious denizens 
of the dungeon bothered to attack the six. The forest remained eerily 
quiet for them as they wandered through the current sector. Nota 
creature was in sight. 


"Does anyone feel as though their plagued self is overcoming 
them?" Yimtri asked from the front of the group. 


Everyone shook their heads. 


"Good. Erebus isn't toying with us just yet. The second you feel 
something though, let either me or Zeverous know. Do not try to bear 
it and remain silent, because if you do, that will cost you greatly. No 
One is strong enough to resist the plagued self when Erebus comes 
to visit you." 


"I've wondered... but when you get manipulated, does Erebus 
control you or is it your plagued self?" Terron asked. "Because you 
only went insane after Erebus came here last time, but Zekra 
Snapped when we were so far away from Erebus Woods. | don't 
really get it." 


The Sableye looked back at the Cubone. Terron narrowed his eyes, 
anticipating the deliberate avoidance of his question. He could 
already feel a burning rise up inside him. 


"It's a combination of the two, actually," Yimtri answered. "When 
Erebus plagues you, it puts a seed inside of you, if you want to call it 
that. Then, that seed germinates and you get the plagued self. That 
corrupted self attaches to your soul and every time Erebus spreads 
its influence into you, it commands your plagued self to do 
something as well as make your plagued self more powerful. So 
really, Erebus gives your plagued self orders and then it is carried 
out." 


Terron fought the urge to flinch at the sudden answers; he truly 
thought it would take a large amount of hassling to get evena 
fraction of an answer. The tension in his heart ceased as gave he 
continued to stare at the Sableye, who seemed oblivious to Terron's 
stumped thoughts. 


"However, the plagued self can act on its own, without Erebus's 
command," Yimtri went on. "But, it's not as influential as Erebus. It 
typically only speaks in your mind and uses the power of suggestion 
to get you to do things. It cannot actually manipulate your body... 
unless you are severely plagued like Zeverous or have the unique 
circumstances Zekra has with her Instinct Infestation. It will take 
advantage of triggers in those cases to gain full control of you. So it 


can be both, but most of the time, it is Erebus who manipulates you, 
even if it's doing so by sending a command to your plagued self. 
From what | have gathered anyway. It's a rather complex concept 
that even | haven't fully understood despite being plagued for twenty 
years." 


"Well wait, if the plagued self can control you if you're badly plagued, 
why doesn't it do that with you?" Terron wondered. 


"Like | said, it needs triggers. Specifically, anything that has to do 
with violence or negative emotions, from how | see it. Grudges, 
bloodlust, if your instincts completely take over you and suppress 
your rationality the second you see something horrific... the list goes 
on. The plagued self will be able to take over you if you succumb to 
these things. Let's take Zeverous for example; his trigger is his 
grudge against me. The second he thinks about me, he will naturally 
become filled with a deep wrath that the plagued self will 
immediately cling to and use to take over him. It will take over his 
body through his wrath. Somewhat of the same thing applies for 
Zekra. Her instincts take over her, which are actually impulses fueled 
by emotions. And there are two instincts one feels when entering 
Instinct Infestation; flight... and fight . | know most Pokémon act on 
the flight instinct, but the plagued self can no doubt channel her into 
the fight instinct and take over her from there. 


"The plagued self, quite simply, uses your emotions to its advantage 
to control you. Any emotions that can somehow lead to violence. 
Whether this is because it craves violence or because violent 
tendencies are the only way it can control the body it infects, I'm not 
sure. But that's how it is. You ask why I'm not affected by this, 
though. And quite simply, it's because I've suppressed almost all of 
my emotions. Yes, my plagued self can do such horrific things to my 
voice and garble my thoughts as it encourages me to act in certain 
ways, but that is all it does. It cannot force me to kill or plague, so 
long as | ignore its voice. It's only Erebus that can make me do that. 
Because what can my plagued self cling to if there are no emotions 
that overwhelm me? Why did you think that when | was manipulated 


by Erebus, | simply seemed to have lost my sanity rather than 
mindlessly kill like Zeverous?" 


Terron wasn't sure what to make of the remark. There were many 
pieces of information the Sableye spoke of that completely baffled 
him. He wanted to voice each of his thoughts, but he could not 
decide what to start with first. But thankfully, someone spoke up for 
him. 


"You couldn't have actually killed all your emotions," Zeverous 
scoffed. "That's a lie. You were furious with me earlier, and if that's 
not a show of emotion, | don't Know what isn't." 


"| never said | killed them," Yimtri said simply. "It's impossible to 
completely discard all of your feelings; they are bound to your soul 
and can only depart from you when you die. But there are still ways 
to silence them for long periods of time, which is precisely what | do. 
Even if sometimes, they do manage to manifest and influence me to 
a small degree. Emotions... they're a hindrance. They make you do 
such senseless things, force you develop attachments that will be 
inevitably severed in due time and leave you devastated, and if 
you're plagued, have your plagued self take over you using such 
feelings. No one needs such a crippling weakness in the world we 
live in." 


Zeverous snorted at the remark, but said nothing more. Terron, on 
the hand, continued to stare at the Sableye, even as he turned away. 


Well that would explain why he's so bitter all the time. Terron 
realized. But, suppressing all of your emotions... can that really be 
another way to fight off the plagued self? If you extinguish all of your 
feelings and just become an empty shell, can you really be able to 
resist whatever the plagued self tells you to do? | mean, it sure 
seems to have worked for Yimtri. Even before he had that pin, his 
plagued self never seemed to influence him that much when Erebus 
wasn't around. | mean sure, he'd threaten us and get really creepy 
and look like he was going to explode, but he never actually killed or 
plagued anyone, unlike Zev whenever he snaps... 


The quick skittering of feet sounded in Terron's ears. He looked to 
his teammates to find that he wasn't the only one to hear the noise. 
Everyone in the group stopped and turned toward the source. 


"The legions have come," Chloe said. "| believe there are eight 
based on what | can gather." 


"Hmph, Erebus is already sending swarms after us rather than 
individuals," Yimtri muttered distastefully. "It probably knows why we 
are here. But, it doesn't matter; the denizens that infest this dungeon 
cannot overcome us. Everyone, | do not think | need to tell you this, 
but be on your guard. Erebus Woods denizens are far more tactical 
than the ones of the other dungeons." 


"Can they plague you?" Novus asked in a subdued voice. 


"Thankfully they can't," Yimtri answered. "It's only Erebus who can 
plague you through a variety of ways. But no, not through denizens 
strangely enough." 


"That's... good." 


Terron glanced over at the Quilava to find that all was not well with 
him. Novus, despite being crouched in a hostile stance witha 
determined frown, was trembling. His pupils were dilated to the 
extremes and the fire burning upon his head flickered constantly. 
Terron grimaced at the sight, Knowing full well why the Quilava was 
struggling to remain adamant. 


But the Cubone couldn't keep his attention on his friend for long, for 
a blur darted out of the trees. Terron couldn't tell what it was; it 
sprinted along the blades of grass with speeds unmatched to 
perhaps the legendaries themselves. He wasted no time in flinging 
his club forward at the creature. 


His attack connected, and the assailant helplessly stumbled to the 
ground, allowing Terron to see that the creature was a Jolteon. The 
second his bone came flying back into his paw, an Umbreon burst 


from the cluster of trees from behind the Jolteon. It didn't run nearly 
as fast as the Jolteon, but it still moved with a startling amount of 
swiftness. The Jolteon was quick to bolt to its feet and together, the 
two sprang at the group. 


The Jolteon instantly pounced into Zeverous's chest, knocking him 
back as Zekra flew out of his mane. The Zorua flailed around for just 
a moment before righting herself in the air and landed on all fours, 
positioned in a battle stance. The Jolteon immediately sprang off the 
Zoroark and charged at her, swift as lightning. 


Zeverous hastily changed into a Greninja and coiled his legs to bolt 
after the electric-type. But, he barely managed to finish the 
transformation, when the Umbreon tackled him down and sank its 
fangs deep into his head. Zeverous instantly reverted back into a 
Zoroark as he desperately clawed away at the creature. Deep cuts 
formed along its body as the Umbreon flew through the air, flailing 
and screaming. Zeverous snarled as he leapt into the air and 
immediately finished it off with a well-placed stab into its heart. The 
moment he landed, he bolted after Zekra, who just narrowly avoided 
a swarm of needles that erupted from the Jolteon's fur. 


"Tch, Erebus, of course you would pull a trick like this," Yimtri 
snarled. "| can never underestimate you, can |?" 


The Sableye looked back at the ones beside him. 


"Do not fall for this trick," he warned. "Erebus has done this to me 
before when | came here so many years ago with another group. 
Forget about your friends and fight for yourselves. They are on their 
own until all of the enemies have been defeated. Do not fall for the 
temptation of rescuing them. Erebus will take advantage of your 
weakness if you do." 


He sank into the ground and disappeared from sight. Terron and 
Novus's gazes wavered between their struggling friends and where 
the Sableye disappeared to. Chloe instantly stepped in front of them. 


"Listen to the liege. Do as he says." 


No sooner than she said this, did she tackle the two down just as a 
powerful jet of water whizzed over their heads. The three looked 
back to find a Vaporeon now standing at a distance, glaring at them 
with its beady black eyes. Chloe picked herself up and charged at 
the water-type. The last Terron and Novus saw of her was her biting 
down upon its neck and dragging it into the dense, wooded area. 


"Do as he says, huh?" Terron said bitterly as he twirled a club in his 
paw. "That's some fantastic advice." 


"Keep your guard up," Novus said tensely. "Though | don't want to 
admit it, the plagued Sableye may have a point. The other Eons are 
taking us down one by one. Perhaps it will only be one or perhaps it 
will be multiple, but it matters not. They are isolating all of us from 
each other." 


"Well we're not going to let it do that to us," Terron returned. "You 
and | are going to stick together, no matter what they do." 


The moment he said this, a Glaceon and Leafeon leapt from the 
trees and spun around in unison. A volley of leaves and sleet shot 
out of their bodies and merged together, creating a giant maelstrom 
of the elements that rapidly closed in on Terron and Novus. Terron 
cringed at the sight, but forced himself to remain calm. He couldn't 
afford to panic in this situation. No, not when he had to reach Erebus 
at all costs. 


"Novus, fire your attacks at that thing!" Terron ordered. 


The Quilava obeyed without hesitation. A powerful blast of flames 
erupted from his maw and slammed into the oncoming gale of ice 
and leaves. A very loud hissing sound filled the air as the fire ate 
away at the elements, effectively managing to reduce it in size with 
great ease. However, it wasn't enough to completely eradicate the 
attack; Novus had only weakened it. Terron held his arms over his 


face in a cross guard as the burnt flora and water came over him and 
Novus. 


His coat and helmet sheltered him from most of the attack, but the 
few leaves that sliced into his hands and legs left a sharp string that 
burned immensely. He hissed as he glanced over at Novus to find 
that he too was suffering from the attack, but even more so, for he 
did not have any protective gear. Even still, the Quilava endured it 
through grit teeth and kept his fiery quills burning bright. 


The moment the assault ceased, the two looked back to find the 
Glaceon and Leafeon rushing toward them. The two Eons leaped 
into the air and swooped down at the Cubone and Quilava, their 
maws filling with spheres of blue and green energy. Terron reared 
back his arm, ready to throw his club. 


"Wait! This will help!" 


Novus abruptly spewed out a fireball at the Cubone. Terron flinched 
as he moved out of the way, but then stopped when he saw the 
attack's line of fire. He watched as the flaming mass hit the tip of his 
club, setting it ablaze in an instant. Terron glanced at the flaming 
bone for just a second before a sly grin spread across his face. 


"Thanks, Novus." 


Without a second's delay, he tossed the bone at the incoming 
enemies. The Glaceon and Leafeon fired a beam of ice and a sphere 
of pure energy at the Cubone and Quilava, but it did not save them 
from Terron's own attack. The bone slammed into each of their 
bodies, lighting both of their bodies on fire the moment it touched 
them. Terron and Novus hurried away from the Ice Beam and Energy 
Ball, just barely avoiding the attacks as they impacted the spot 
where he stood seconds ago. He could only feel the tiny crystals that 
shed off the glacier that formed along the ground as they harmlessly 
bounced off his mask. 


The Eons wailed loudly as they collapsed to the ground, their forms 
slowly becoming covered in the growing fire. Novus shot them a dark 
scowl for just a brief moment before he released a mighty fireball 
upon both of them. They became completely consumed by the 
flames, their bodies turning a deep black as their anguished cries 
filled the air. Terron watched their bodies slowly reduce to ash until 
his bone flew back into his paw. He threw it the ground and stomped 
out the tiny flames flickering upon it. 


"Two are gone," Novus stated. "There were eight, from what the 
Turtwig estimated. Two are with Zekra and Zeverous. One is with the 
Turtwig. We have just eliminated two now. Three more left." 


Terron grabbed his club off the grass and glared into the dark woods 
the various Pokémon emerged from. He and Novus stood, tensed as 
they waited for their next opponent to appear. 


An unseen force suddenly threw the two of them back, sending them 
skidding across the ground. The two hastily forced themselves to a 
halt, but soon found themselves suspended high in the air, their 
muscles locked in paralysis. Standing in the distance, wearing a 
smug grin, was an Espeon. 


"Psychic affinity Pokémon," Novus growled. "Tch, they always were 
So difficult to face in combat." 


With a flick of its head, the two were driven into the ground, nearly 
knocking the wind out of each of them. The Espeon's smile only 
seemed to grow as a Flareon flew out of the trees and sped at the 
downed Pokémon. A thick blanket of fire completely covered its fur 
as it ran, setting the grass ablaze. The flames quickly crawled over 
the blades of grass and spread deep into the dungeon as the 
Flareon closed in on the two friends. 


"Of course I'm the one who must save you two." 


A blob of black energy crashed into the Flareon's flank, knocking it 
over in an instant as the flames surrounding its body immediately 


ceased to burn. Terron and Novus shifted their eyes to the side and 
were quick to find Yimtri standing at a distance, scowling irritably. He 
cast the two a quick glance before bringing his attention to the 
Espeon. It fixed its eyes upon him, and then the gem upon its 
forehead glimmered brightly. 


"Yes, try to use your psychic powers on me too," Yimtri said dully. 
"See how well that works for you." 


The Sableye sprang forward, dark energy quickly encasing his 
claws. The Espeon's eyes widened at the sight and quickly turned 
tail. But, before it could dart away, the Sableye leapt onto its back. It 
swiped at him with its paws and forked tail, but they sailed 
harmlessly through the ghost's body. Yimtri smiled devilishly before 
he plunged a claw deep into its throat and slit it open with one fluid 
motion. The Espeon's body fell limp as it toppled to the ground. 


"What are you two waiting for?" Yimtri asked nonchalantly as he 
withdrew his bloody claw from the Espeon's neck. "There's a Flareon 
that's still alive, isn't there? What's holding you back now?" 


Terron scowled at the remark, but made no retort. He ran to the 
Flareon, finding it was struggling back to its feet. It spat out a pillar of 
flames the second it saw him. Terron dove out of the way before 
sending his fist into the ground. A deep fissure opened beneath the 
fire-type, promptly followed by a burst of golden energy. The Flareon 
screeched as it flew up into the air. Terron threw his bone forward, 
but forced himself to stop when a barrage of leaves cut deep into the 
Flareon's abdomen. The creature immediately fell silent as it collided 
into the dirt, completely immobile. 


Yimtri instantly came to the enemy's fallen form and tore out its 
throat. 


"Now there's no chance that it will come back while we are dealing 
with the final enemy," Yimtri stated. 


Terron looked away from the gruesome sight and over in the 
distance to find Chloe now among them. She was completely 
drenched in water, but otherwise was unharmed. She brought her 
ever-present blank gaze to the Sableye. 


"| could not spot the last enemy in the forest when | was battling the 
Vaporeon," she reported. "| sense it's around, but I'm not sure 
where." 


"Well then, we will simply have to wait for it to appear now, won't 
we?" 


"What about Zeverous and Zekra?" Novus then asked. 


"Like | said before, let those two take care of themselves,” Yimtri 
said. "If my guess is correct, we really should not turn our backs on 
the Pokémon that will be coming after us now, even for a moment." 


"What do you think it is?" Terron wondered. 
"Isn't it obvious? It's a- Tch!" 


The Sableye flinched and abruptly dove into the ground. Not evena 
moment later, a mighty gale blew past the three. They were blown off 
their feet and slammed into the ground, their backs throbbing 
painfully. There was a flash, and then the next thing Terron knew, a 
brilliant sphere of light came careening down upon him. The moment 
it hit him, Novus, and Chloe, a deep burning seared his scaly flesh, 
actually ripping jagged lines into his coat. 


He bit down on his tongue as he glared at his assailant, finding it to 
be a Sylveon. Its ribbons streamed through the air as it beamed at 
him in an almost playful manner. Terron wasn't sure if he wanted to 
laugh or cower at its unsettling cheerfulness. 


"Fairy Eon," Chloe grumbled. "Thankfully it is the last of them." 


"Ugh, but can we even attack it when it's got that stupid wind?" 
Terron groaned as he got up, ignoring the stinging in his muscles. 


"We will have to. There is no choice." 


The Turtwig dashed forward and swung her head, releasing a dozen 
leaves from her body. The Sylveon gracefully bounded out of the 
way, all the while smiling to itself as its ribbons began to illuminate a 
bright pink. Chloe hastily flung more leaves at the Sylveon, but to no 
avail. The fairy-type twirled around each and every one of the 
attacks with nimble steps. 


Novus spewed a burst of fire at the Sylveon, but it only managed to 
succeed in burning off the tips of one of the ribbons. Yet, even as 
part of its appendage crumbled away into ashes, the Sylveon kept its 
cheery demeanor. It glanced over at the three before its ribbons 
drastically grew in length. Chloe brought herself to a halt as the 
seedling upon her head glowed with a white power. 


The Sylveon's smile only widened at the sight before the ribbons 
lashed out and ensnared the group. Terron kicked around as the 
ribbons lifted him and his friends off the ground, but he was bound 
tight. 


Novus ignited his quills, immediately incinerating the appendages 
that held him. He fell to the ground and was quick to fire yet another 
blast at the Sylveon. It giggled as it leapt out of the way, taking Chloe 
and Terron with it. 


The Quilava dove at the Sylveon, his entire body aflame. With a 
sudden burst of speed, he collided into its side. It released its grasp 
on Terron and Chloe as it fell to the ground, landing dangerously 
close to the growing flames all around them. Novus let out a snort as 
the Cubone and Turtwig landed on all fours beside him. 


"| will go after your friends," Chloe stated. "You two take care of this." 


"Whatever happened to only taking care of ourselves?" Terron 
asked. 


"This is the last enemy, so that is no longer valid," Chloe replied. 
"Besides, there is not much | can do against the Fairy Eon. My 
power is weak against it. The same cannot be said for you two." 


Then, she turned away and dashed off into the distance. Terron and 
Novus turned back to the Sylveon to find that it had its eyes fixed on 
them, a sphere of light forming in its open maw. 


"No, you are not doing that again!" Terron cried. 


He reached into his coat and ripped out a piece of Aron armor. 
Though it was smooth and held the appearance of a shield, he saw 
another detail about as well: a sharp point. It was not quite as sharp 
as he would have liked it, but it would do. 


He stuffed his club into his pocket as he gripped the plate in his paw, 
and then sped forward. The Sylveon giggled as it fired the bright light 
that had easily dwarfed his size. Terron, in his desperation, flung the 
weapon forward and then he leapt out of the way. Much to his 
dismay, he was unable to avoid the attack and took the full brunt of 
its impact. 


But, his scream was not the only one to ring through the air. A shrill 
one pierced his eardrums as well he tumbled along the ground, 
unable to see anything as the world spun rapidly. He wearily reached 
into his coat and once again withdrew his club before stabbing it into 
the ground. He nearly lost his grip on his bone from the abrupt halt, 
but was able to hang on. His head ached and his entire front 
throbbed as he tore out the bone. He rubbed his skull and held his 
breath, feeling the pain ease away already. He blinked a few times 
and then glanced over at the Sylveon. 


What he found was Novus spewing a steady stream of fire upon its 
body at a close distance with Yimtri standing nearby. Clenched tight 
in the Sableye's claws was the metallic plate, its point dripping with 


blood. He and Novus watched for a moment longer before the fire 
completely consumed the Sylveon. With the threat eliminated, the 
two immediately left the sight, the fires spreading to where they had 
just stood. A thick, black smoke was already beginning to obscure 
Terron's vision. 


"We're getting Zekra and Zeverous right now," Yimtri stated. "We 
mustn't waste any more time in this sector. We will suffocate if we 
stay for too long." 


Terron nodded as he slowly got to his feet. He dug into his bag and 
pulled out an Oran Berry before quickly chomping it down. Yimtri 
stuffed the armor back into Terron's coat and grabbed his sleeve as 
he passed him by, dragging him away as he picked up his speed. 
Terron didn't bother to retort and only ran with the Sableye and 
Quilava. 


Within a matter of seconds, the three found Zeverous, Zekra, and 
Chloe standing amongst the Umbreon and Jolteon corpses, both 
bloody and battered. Zeverous and Zekra also appeared rather worn 
with several bits of their fur singed, but were otherwise fine. 


" Thanks for leaving us," Zeverous spat with a snarl. "We really 
appreciated having to deal with these things on our own." 


"There was no choice in the matter," Yimtri frowned. "But, this isn't 
the time for petty arguments. We need to go to the next sector. As 
you can probably see, it's rather imperative that we find the way 
there as soon as possible." 


Zeverous briefly glanced at the roaring flames in the distance. His 
scowl only grew. 


"You sure caused a mess | see." 


"And what does it matter? The Flareon who created the mess is no 
more." 


"I'm pretty sure there was a way to go about killing it without setting 
the misery dungeon on fire. But whatever. Let's get out of here." 


With a flash, the Zoroark became an Arcanine and lowered himself 
to the ground. Everyone except Yimtri clambered onto his back and 
got a firm grip on his fur. The Sableye instead chose to become a 
shadow. With a huff, Zeverous bolted away from the aftermath of the 
long battle, the living shadow following close behind him. 


Erebus Woods SX 
"| don't understand. Why..." 


Everyone remained upon the false Arcanine's back as they looked 
about the newly-entered sector of the forest. The dungeon still 
remained as an infestation of corrupted trees, but now, there was 
something much different. Something that Terron had seen what felt 
like so long ago. 


It was now the corpse forest; the environment that held very last 
group of sectors of Erebus Woods. But this time, none of the bodies 
bound to the trees seemed to be decaying. All of them seemed to be 
more in a deep slumber, almost peaceful. Even still, that didn't ease 
the unnerving feeling that fell over the group. They kept still, their 
gazes fixed upon the sight. 


Yimtri seeped out of his shadow and took a few steps forward, 
looking upon each of the trees. 


"This isn't right," Yimtri went on, utterly baffled. "Why are we here?" 


"Well obviously Erebus is doing something,” Zeverous replied 
blandly. "This kind of thing wouldn't happen just because." 


"| realize that. Erebus is warping the dungeon is what's happening,” 
Yimtri stated. "It is the master of this twisted world and can do 
anything in wants thanks to its corrupt abilities. However, that still 


doesn't explain precisely what is happening. | cannot tell if we've 
been brought into the furthest points in the dungeon or if Erebus 
simply switched the order of the sectors here. | honestly don't know. | 
would assume the former, but that would bring us closer to Erebus or 
possibly the exit, something I'm sure it doesn't want. And if it's the 
latter..." 


"Well you can just keep rambling on if you want, but that's not going 
to get us anywhere or solve anything. So, I'm going to keep moving. 
Don't want to stay in this place another minute. You can keep doing 
whatever you want." 


Zeverous walked past the Sableye, who was now standing before 
one of the many trees, and went down the path. The ones sitting 
upon him looked back at the Sableye. It took a few moments, but 
eventually Yimtri turned away from the tree and followed after the 
group, if only at a distance. 


"He brings up a good point, though," Terron said to Zeverous. 
"Something isn't right if the dungeon is changing around. We should 
probably be concerned about that." 


"Well yeah, we could, but what good will that do us?" Zeverous 
asked. "It's not like we can just ask Erebus what's going on and why 
it's doing this. And we're not going to get answers any other way. So 
there's no point in wondering just what Erebus is up to when we 
clearly can't get an answer. Better to just get out of here while we 
can. Means we won't get attacked by anybody while we're 
wondering," 


"Speaking of that... do you guys feel that?" Zekra then asked. 


Everyone turned to look at the Zorua. Her eyes darted in every 
direction, almost urgently. 


"Feel what?" Zeverous asked. 


"Like there's something watching us," Zekra answered, lowering her 
voice to a whisper. "Like they're in the corner of your eye, but every 
time you turn to look, you see nothing's there. The prickling feeling 
on your neck and your fur standing up and the cold..." 


"| don't feel it," Terron said. "In fact, this dungeon feels kind of empty 
in all honesty, like there's no one here at all." 


"The same for me," Novus added. "Though, that doesn't mean that 
this dungeon feels pleasant either." 


"You're kidding, right?" Zekra asked, clinging to her brother tighter. 
"It's everywhere! How can you not feel it?" 


"Erebus is forcing you feel such things," Chloe stated nonchalantly. 
"It's doing such so that you will panic and make a foolish choice. You 
need to calm yourself down before you become hysteric. That is the 
last thing we need here." 


"Well why is it only me then? Why not you guys?" 


"Perhaps Erebus thinks that you should be the first to falter because 
you are the most terrified to be in this forest. Your dread is the 
easiest to amplify and manipulate.” 


"I'm not scared of Erebus! Shut up!” 


"But you are. | can feel it rising from your soul. Don't lie to me, Zorua. 
You are terrified and do not wish to be here, yet you came because 
you wanted to protect your friends. You had to be coerced by my 
liege. | know these things." 


" SHUT UP!" 


Zekra lashed out at the Turtwig, clawing her face with a set of claws 
and knocking her straight off Zeverous's back. Chloe tumbled onto 
the ground and away from the group, but was quick to get back on 
her feet. Three bloody lines trailed over her temple, but she didn't 


seem the least bit affected. She only shook her head before walking 
behind the group at a close distance. Zekra cast her a dark glare as 
her eyes flickered with a blue light. 


Terron and Novus didn't dare voice their thoughts. 


Erebus Woods SX 


The group had now wandered through several sectors of the 
dungeon, finding that their environment was still the same. If it 
weren't for the fact that they saw different bodies upon each of the 
trees with each trail they took, the group surely would have thought 
they were going around in circles. 


Yimtri and Chloe were at the front of the group, walking in complete 
silence. Never once did they glance back at the ones they were 
leading. 


"You know, we haven't run into any dungeon Pokémon,” Terron 
stated from Zeverous's back. "It's been like six sectors, hasn't it?" 


"Approximately," Yimtri replied. "It is rather strange, | must admit. In 
fact, Erebus has been rather kind to us, for lack of a better word. 
Other than the swarm we had earlier and this sudden change of 
location, not much has happened. It's rather alarming." 


"You think Erebus might be planning something?" Terron wondered. 


"| can see no other reason as to why it would allow us such peace in 
its home when it is normally crawling with a variety of threats. 
However, such a fact does not mean that we are leaving. We are 
reaching Erebus one way or another, no matter what it tries to do to 
us." 


The Sableye clutched the bag around his side, poking his claws into 
the fabric. Terron felt his stomach tie into a Knot and gripped the 


false Arcanine's fur. Zeverous cast the Sableye a glare before he 
glanced at the various trees surrounding them. 


"So are these bodies the ones that get trapped down here and never 
leave?" he asked. 


The Sableye didn't say anything. He continued to look forward. 


"Are these the ones that faint in this misery dungeon and then end 
up becoming Plagued Ones if no one saves them?" Zeverous 
growled. 


"They are, Zoroark," Chloe said instead, turning to face him. "The 
ones attached to the trees are in the process. Though, they do not 
come from only this particular home of Erebus; many Pokemon here 
come from all of the dungeons in the world. If a Pokémon is not 
brought out of any dungeon after they have fainted, they will be 
brought here. If the fainted Pokémon hasn't been brought out of the 
dungeon by someone else within a day, Erebus will drag them from 
the dungeon and bring them here to its true home. Then, they are 
brought here, where they will become Plagued Ones in due time.” 


"You know, there was one thing | never got about the misery 
dungeons when you told me about how they've all got Erebus in 
them," Zeverous started to say as he narrowed his eyes. "And 
hearing you say that only makes me question it more." 


"And what would that be?" Chloe asked in return, her monotone 
never breaking. 


"You're saying right now that Erebus drags you from one dungeon to 
here, right? So is there more than one Erebus in the world? And why 
is everyone coming here to be plagued? Why is everyone getting 
corrupted the most here and not the other misery dungeons?" 


"There is one Erebus in the world, but that one Erebus can create 
copies of itself. It can send those copies to make other dungeons not 
nearly as potent as the one the true Erebus resides in. Thus, that's 


why you cannot be initially plagued in the other dungeons, but you 
can here. And it is also why the other dungeons are more forgiving if 
you faint within them and are in the company of others; because 
Erebus's powers are not as powerful in such dungeons. It cannot 
keep more than one Pokémon within its dungeon at a time because 
it is rather weak. If you faint here however, whether you are with 
somebody or not, you will never leave unless someone finds your 
body in this resting place and whisks you out." 


Terron, Zekra, and Novus grimaced at the information. While it 
certainly explained many things about their various encounters with 
dungeons, that didn't stop the three from feeling a cold dread wash 
over them at the information. The thought that Erebus could 
duplicate itself and have such a copy be so powerful, no matter how 
"weak" Chloe called it, was enough to make them shiver. 


If Erebus can make clones... it's probably going to do that during the 
battle. Terron realized. It's going to make a bunch of clones so that 
we can't hurt the real it. Oh god... 


Terron forced himself to eject the thought from his mind. He couldn't 
afford to let his will waver. Not within the woods with Erebus 
watching him. 


"So it's basically like my own Double Team," Zeverous said, his voice 
quiet yet pensive. 


"It's exactly the same as your Double Team, Zoroark," Chloe 
answered. "In every single way." 


"What are you-" 


Zeverous felt a sudden cold overcome him, forcing him to stop. He 
was quick to find that he had walked right into Yimtri, his foot in the 
middle of the intangible form. Zeverous took a few steps back to find 
that Yimtri was not moving. He was completely idle and was glancing 
off to the side with a vacant stare. The group stopped and brought 
their gazes to what Yimtri was looking at. 


The Sableye had his eyes fixed upon a cluster of trees very close to 
where they stood. As usual, there were Pokémon bound to the trunk 
by thick webs. But, there seemed to be two particular Pokémon that 
the Sableye had his attention set upon: a Gabite and a Zangoose. 


Team Vendetta and Zeverous gave the Sableye an odd glance. 
"Um, why'd you stop?" Terron asked. 


Yimtri cast the Cubone a glance for just a brief moment, allowing him 
to see the faint flickering of his gemstones. 


" That is because these Pokémon were his companions from 
long ago." 


Everyone flinched at the voice they were all too familiar with. They 
Snapped their gazes to its source; the tree holding the Gabite. There, 
along the surface of the bark, was a dark shadow that watched them 
with its unseen eyes. 


Everyone except Yimtri took a step back, cringing at the sight of the 
monstrous being, even if it only appeared as a mere shadow. They 
were not ready to battle it just yet. Not so soon after they had 
entered the dungeon. They had thought that they had more time 
before they had to face the creature. They weren't ready... 


" What do you want?" Yimtri hissed, clenching his claws into fists. 


" You do not sound so happy to see me, despite the fact that 
you have been searching for me." 


"Don't try to change the subject. Why did you bring Draven and Zar 
here?" 


" Because I know you miss them and wish to see them. You can 
deny it as much as you would like, but | know it's true. So | 
brought them here for you." 


"| do not miss them. They're gone, simple as that. Do not pretend 
that you are doing this out of compassion. | know how you work, 
Erebus. | know why you are truly doing this and it will not work on 
me." 


The shadow crawled down the tree and settled onto the ground. 
Yimtri remained motionless, drawing his claws as everyone behind 
him reluctantly did the same. 


" My poor child, look at what has happened to you over these 
past twenty years. You do not even care that you are able to see 
two of your closest and oldest friends again. Seeing how much 
you've changed for the worse is a saddening sight to see. First 
you lose your very partners who founded Dusk Mines to me, 
then you have to struggle to keep my existence a secret. Along 
with so many various other hardships, you have grown so 
callous through all of it. My pitiful child, when will you be the 
Sableye | first infected with the blight so many years ago 
again?" 


Erebus swerved to the side just in time to miss a Shadow Ball. The 
attack hit the spot where the shadow once was, spraying up dirt and 
dust into the air. Yimtri, with a claw streaming with black wisps, 
glared at the creature with a powerful malice. 


" The moment you die." 


" Yes, you still want to kill me. Of course. It's sad to think that | 
could not talk to you without that intent burning so strongly in 
your soul. | truly wish | could have talked to you more. Perhaps 
another time." 


The Sableye pounced at the shadow, but just as he was to bury his 
claws into its form, it soed away into the distance. Yimtri growled as 
he ripped his claws from the soil and righted himself up. He looked in 
the direction where Erebus went off to, his gemstones burning bright. 


The five Pokémon with him remained where they stood, unsure of 
what they wanted to do. Team Vendetta kept a tight grip on 
Zeverous's fur while the false Arcanine seemed ready to bolt at any 
moment. Chloe had a more somber expression and tried to take a 
step forward, but stopped herself. 


"My liege, we should continue on," she said carefully. "Staying here 
will not benefit us.” 


"| never had any intentions of remaining idle," Yimtri seethed. 


With a disgusted scoff, he unceremoniously wandered away from the 
group and down the dungeon's path. Chloe hurried after him, caring 
not for the Pokémon she was leaving behind. Zeverous released a 
low sigh as he sat down and had his passengers slide off him. 


"Well looks like we won't have to deal with Erebus just yet," he 
breathed. "Thank the gods..." 


No one replied to remark. They could only stare at the spot where 
they last saw Erebus, remembering so clearly how close it was to 
them. How close they were to battling the horrific creature. 


"Guys, | need to rest from using this form for a little while," he said, 
breaking their focus away from the sight. "It's kind of exhausting 
having to carry you guys, walk, and be this Arcanine." 


"It's alright, Zev," Zekra replied. "Thanks for carrying us this whole 
time, though." 


Zeverous smiled as a light came over him and turned him back into a 
Zoroark. He gently picked up the Zorua in one of his claws and 
buried her into his mane. 


"I'd do the same with you two, but well, Zekra's all | can hold right 
now," Zeverous said to the remainder of Team Vendetta. "Plus, I'm 
worried that you're going to light me on fire, Novus." 


"It's not a problem. We'll just walk, | suppose," Novus said. "Though, 
please do let us know when you can carry us again." 


"Will do. But, we'd better go after those guys so we aren't left behind. 
Let's get out of here before that thing decides it wants to come 
back." 


Zeverous and Novus followed after Yimtri and Chloe with much 
haste. Terron was about to walk with them, but then stopped when 
he looked back at the trees that held the Gabite and Zangoose. The 
Pokémon were no longer present. He blinked, and then he saw the 
familiar shadow along the tree once again. 


Terron ripped out a club from his coat despite feeling the panic 
overcome him. He thought he heard a sigh come from the shadow. A 
quiet, almost disappointed sigh. 


" You too want nothing more than to kill me. | truly thought that 
perhaps you would be less hostile, but you are just like my 
Sableye child. You two are so alike." 


Then, quick as lightning, Erebus disappeared from the spot. Terron 
lowered his weapon as he glanced around, but found that Erebus 
was no longer in sight. It was gone. 


"What are you doing, Erebus? What are you planning?" he 
wondered. 


As expected, no one answered him. Terron cast the tree one last 
glance before he went after his friends. 


"In time you shall see, my child." 


Terron shot a glance back, but found that no one was there. He 
picked up his speed and hastily reunited with his friends. Yet, even 
after he was in their company, he felt a pair of eyes at his back, 
watching him at every turn. 


Always Here 
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Terron didn't Know how long the six of them had traveled through the 
dungeon. He had thought that they had traveled for at least a dozen 
sectors, and yet, the landscape had not changed. They were still in 
the corpse forest with its seemingly endless amount of bodies. And 
in all of those sectors, not a single Pokémon had attacked them. 
Their travel had been, and was continuing to be, strangely quiet. Not 
even Erebus had visited them. 


However, none of this brought anyone comfort. No matter how 
"peaceful" the dungeon appeared to be, nothing could change the 
fact that they Knew what awaited them in due time. Nothing could 
change the fact that they would find Erebus and be forced to slay it. 


Terron, Zekra, Novus, and Zeverous did their best not to think about 
that and pressed on in complete silence. 


Sometime later, Terron felt his stomach rumble. It took him a moment 
to remember the toll dungeons took on him, but when he did, he was 
quick to reach into his bag and pull out an apple. He tore out a chunk 
of it with his teeth. 


"Hey Terron, hand me something to eat from your bag," Zeverous 
said. "I'm getting hungry." 


"And me too. My belly's starting to hurt," Zekra said. 


"Same for me," Novus chimed in. 


The Cubone once again dug into the bag and pulled out three more 
large apples. He handed one to each of his companions and 
watched as Zekra and Novus hastily devoured the fruit. Zeverous, on 
the other hand, turned it several times in his claws. 


"Apples. It's been so long since I've had one of these," Zeverous 
chuckled. "Think it was like... five years ago when | had to explore 
this cave and there was nothing living inside of it. All | had were 
these apples to eat that | had bought earlier. They're not very sweet, 
but they're filling | suppose. Better than nothing." 


"Well I've got some jerky if you want that instead," Terron shrugged. 


"No, you can save that for later," Zeverous replied as he took a bite 
out of the apple. "This is fine. Though | am curious; what did you buy 
with the money | supplied you with?" 


"Well, | bought this bag for one thing. And... a bunch of food, these 
seeds called Heal Seeds, lots of Oran Berries, these Reunion 
Capes, and a bunch of orbs I've never heard of before but sounded 
pretty useful. Like an Evasion Orb, a Rebound Orb, a Luminous Orb, 
a Mobile Orb, Transfer Orb, a Decoy Orb and a couple of other ones 
| can't quite remember the name of." 


"Ah, you bought a lot of useful orbs | see," Zeverous nodded. 
"Though, that Mobile Orb will be incredibly useful for you | can say. 
And probably that Decoy one as well. And oh, you bought the Heal 
Seeds. Heh, you were quite lucky in getting those. Hardly anyone 
sells them these days; they're so difficult to harvest because they 
only grow under specific conditions like a special kind of soil that's 
made from a bunch of different berries." 


"Yeah, they were kinda pricy. Sort of." 


"Well | can imagine. It's such a pain to grow them. | wouldn't want to 
sell them for such a cheap price either." 


Terron nodded. He watched as Zekra glanced over at the Sableye at 
the head of the group. 


"Hey, Yimtri. What stuff did you pack?" she asked. 


"A few items," he answered, not bothering to look back at her. 
"Mostly the same supplies as you carry." 


"You don't have any cool stuff that only Fellowship leaders would 
have access to? Like even more magical seeds than Heal Seeds?" 


"No, | do not." 
"Aw what? Why not?" 


"Because | did not have the time to grab everything with me when | 
left my Fellowship." 


"But I'm pretty sure you managed to grab something cool before you 
left." 


"Well I'm afraid | didn't. Stop asking me questions and focus on 
finding Erebus." 


Zekra grimaced at the remark. Yimtri paid her no mind and picked up 
his pace, increasing the distance between him and the team. But 
even as he grew further away, the five could still feel a dark, potent 
aura flow out of him and slink through the air around them. Chloe 
followed close behind him while Zeverous scoffed and looked at his 
teammates. 


"Well isn't he being just lovely right now," he muttered dryly. "I don't 
get how so many Pokemon in his Fellowship can look up to him if 
he's always so bitter and bent on one thing." 


"Maybe it's because he was their leader for so long and they're so 
used to him that they don't really know who else to follow," Zekra 
said. 


"Still a stupid reason to listen to someone," Zeverous snorted. "But 
whatever. At least after this is all over, we can go our Separate ways 
from him. Because who knows what he plans on doing after Erebus 
is dead." 


"Well he kept mentioning something about this other entity who could 
also control Plagued Ones," Terron said. "So he'll probably go find it 
and kill it too." 


"There's another thing that can control Plagued Ones? Gah, great," 
Zeverous grumbled. "Well at least after we kill Erebus, we don't have 
to deal with that. He can just have his followers help him with that, 
because there's no way we're taking down two abominations. One is 
already too much. He's so idiotic for wanting to take down that thing 
with barely any planning. There's something really, really wrong with 
him | tell you." 


"Yeah... Erebus," Zekra whispered anxiously. "We're taking down 
that shadow... yeah. That thing that can turn everyone into Plagued 
Ones and can make us worse and controls this dungeon... yeah..." 


Zeverous reached up and brushed the Zorua's shuddering head with 
his claws. 


"Nothing's going to happen to you, Zekra," he said solemnly. "Don't 
think that for a second. Nothing's going to happen to any of you 


guys." 


A red blur flew out of the canopy of trees and launched itself at the 
group. Terron and Novus abruptly bolted out of the way as it 
careened into the spot they once stood, allowing them to see that it 
was a lone Scizor. It snapped its pincers as it Seemed to give them a 
menacing grin. Novus set his quills on fire as Terron withdrew a bone 
club. 


"Oh, of course there's Pokémon attacking us now," Terron scoffed. 
"Of course. Knew Erebus wasn't just going to be nice to us for the 
rest of the dungeon." 


The Scizor shot forward at the two, claws glowing with a strange 
light. Terron had just enough time to hold up a club to block the 
Scizor's pincers. The two clashed, and Terron was nearly tossed 
back by the force of the strike. He dug his heels into the ground as 
he pushed back with all his might. 


The bug-type grinned as it leapt back, causing Terron to stagger 
forward from the sudden lack of force. The Scizor rushed at the 
Cubone, closing the distance then in a flash. Its pincer was opened 
wide, allowing Terron to see the sharp points that could easily sever 
a limb. 


"Terron!" Novus cried. 


Just as Novus was to release a blast from his maw, a massive 
fireball from behind him crashed into the Scizor. Within seconds of 
making contact, the flames completely consumed the Scizor. Terron 
and Novus flinched back and watched as the creature shrieked with 
an almost demonic wail. It writhed as its metal plating melted away 
and sloshed to the ground. Within a matter of seconds, the mighty 
Scizor was nothing but a charred, mutilated mess. Terron and Novus 
resisted the urge to gag. 


"Told you guys that I'd let nothing happen. | told you guys this after 
the Sylveon and Glaceon hired me. And no matter what happens, | 
will Keep you safe, one way or another." 


The two looked back to find that Zeverous stood near in a Braixen's 
form. In one hand he held Zekra tight, and with the other, he held a 
flaming stick. He grinned at the two for just a moment before he 
reverted back into a Zoroark. Terron felt a smile of his own grow from 
underneath his mask. 


"And you're still not letting us do any of the fighting," Terron 
chuckled. 


Zeverous dismissively waved away the Cubone as he placed Zekra 
back into his hair. 


"Alright, let's get going," he said. "Don't really want to get randomly 
teleported back to the Sableye. Feels weird no matter how many 
times it seems to happen." 


Team Vendetta laughed as they went after the rest of their group. 
Yimtri said nothing after they were reunited and only continued to 
walk forward, his eyes blank and glancing around frequently. 
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"Where are you Erebus? Where are you?" 


Yimtri glanced around, his gemstones flickering eerily. He reached 
into his bag and ripped out what appeared to be a sapphire. He 
forcefully crammed the jewel into his maw, the loud crunching of the 
stone filling the air. 


"Why do you retreat to your hiding place so quickly?" he wondered. 


"You know we're not in any rush to face Erebus, right?" Terron 
asked. "| mean, isn't it better that we don't see Erebus right away? 
Means we get more practice with the ferals around here. Isn't it 
better that way?" 


"| think not," Yimtri replied dryly. "Because the longer it takes to find 
Erebus, the more time it will have to plague. It is given more time to 
infect the world with its disgusting presence and turn everyone into 
the abominations | was tasked to destroy. That will happen no 
longer. Twenty years have passed and | have done nothing to stop it. 
Twenty years of time wasted. No more. No more waiting." 


Yimtri turned around and looked directly at the Cubone with a 
resentful, almost malicious, glare. 


"Do you understand why we must continue on? Do you understand 
why we can waste no more time? Do you understand why we must 
face Erebus now? Do you understand my words, Terron? Do you? 


Do you? Tell me your answer. Say it right now. Say it. Say it now. | 
don't want you to stall your answer. Tell me right now." 


Terron hastily nodded. Yimtri kept his glare on the Cubone for a 
moment longer before turning away. 


God, there really is something wrong with him. Terron thought with a 
shudder. There's wanting to get something done, and then there's 
this . But what? Erebus can't be controlling him right now. He's got 
that pin on him. And there's no way he can be this bent on getting to 
Erebus. It's like he's not even scared at all. There's no way he can 
be feeling that way. Even if he's suppressed all of his emotions, he'd 
at least fee! something at the thought of going to stop a monster... 


Chloe came to an abrupt halt, prompting everyone to do the same. 
She shot a glance into the wooded area to her right. 


"Denizens. | can feel them come near," she reported. "It seems that 
there are three of them." 


"Tch, eliminate the demons as quickly as possible," Yimtri ordered. 
"We will waste as little time as we can in this." 


A powerful gale blew through the area, instantly flooring everyone. 
Two blurs shot from the trees and descended upon the fallen 
Pokémon. Zeverous instantly bolted to his feet as one of the 
assailants sped directly at him. He couldn't see what was before him, 
but it didn't matter. He leapt to the side and watched as the blur 
tumbled to the ground. He recognized the creature to be a Shiftry. 


Zeverous reached into his mane and pulled out Zekra before gently 
setting her down behind him. 


"I'll be right back," he told her. "I just can't really transform with you 
with me. But, this will only take a second." 


A bright light came over the Zoroark, turning him into an Arcanine as 
he spat out a burst of fire. The Shiftry was quick to see this however 


and sprang away just as the fireball was to hit it. Zeverous growled 
as he continuously released a volley of flames at the grass-type, but 
the Shiftry managed to avoid each and every one of the attacks. It 
was simply moving too quickly. 


But then, just as it avoided another one of Zeverous's fireballs, a 
stream of blue flames fired from a different direction and struck the 
Shiftry. The feral toppled to the ground as the fire quickly ate away at 
its body. Zeverous could only stare at the melting body of his former 
enemy as it repeatedly struggled to stand, only to collapse back to 
the ground. 


"Well that Shiftry was a lot weaker than | thought! Just one hit and 
it's down!" 


Zeverous turned to find a Chandelure floating nearby, wearing a 
smug smile that he immediately recognized. 


"You didn't have to help me," Zeverous said. "| could have gotten it 
on my own. Besides, | didn't want you to get hurt." 


"| figured | might as well," the Chandelure shrugged as she turned 
back into a Zorua. "| didn't want you to get hurt either. And, it wasn't 
expecting me to come in, so | think it worked out pretty well." 


"You feel alright, though? You don't feel scared that something'll 
happen?" 


"Well, a little," Zekra said, shifting in place uncomfortably. "But well, | 
wanted to help, so-" 


"| hate to ruin your conversation, but do remember that we are in the 
middle of a battle. A battle | do hope to end as quickly as possible ." 


Zekra and Zeverous turned to find Yimtri casting them a glare from 
afar. Terron, Novus, and Chloe were even farther back, engaging a 
Raichu in combat that was proving to be a daunting challenge. They 


hadn't been able to land a single hit on the electric-type as far as the 
two could tell. 


"You're going to help, are you not?" Yimtri asked. "Or will you sit idly 
by?" 


"Look who's talking!" Zeverous spat. "You're not doing anything at 
all!" 


Yimtri's eyes flickered. 
" Don't ever accuse me of doing nothing. Don't you ever." 


The Sableye suddenly tensed. He dove into the ground, but he had 
not moved quickly enough, for a Sceptile fell from above and brought 
a bladed arm down upon the spot where the Sableye stood. Yimtri 
deftly maneuvered out of the way, only resulting in his cape and 
makeshift scarf getting cut clean off his body. The two pieces of 
fabric drifted to the ground, but the Sableye paid them no mind and 
only sank deep into the grass and out of harm's way. 


The Sceptile hissed as it struck the ground where Yimtri once was, 
but to no effect. The ghost was gone. When it realized this, it shot a 
murderous glance to the Zoroark and Zorua that stood near. 


The false Arcanine spat out a pillar of fire at the Sceptile, but the 
creature hurried out of the way. The blades along its arms became 
bright as they seemed to lengthen before it charged at the two. 
Zeverous hastily changed into a Scizor and grabbed its blades 
between his pincers just as it swung them. He snarled as he 
tightened his grip around the appendages. The creature thrashed 
around, but Zeverous refused to relent his hold. 


"Zekra, said you wanted to help me?" he grunted. "Well, now's a 
good time." 


"But you might get hurt!" 


"I'll be fine. Just hurry!" 


Zekra nodded as she became a Chandelure once more and flew 
near the Sceptile's side. Then, with a flick of her arm, she sent a 
swarm of embers at the grass-type. The Sceptile squirmed and 
attempted to leap behind Zeverous, but the false Scizor held firm. 


The fire crawled up the Sceptile's body the moment they made 
contact with his grassy flesh. Zeverous released the Sceptile just as 
it thrashed harder and leapt back. Just as he was to change, 
however, something very strange happened. 


Dozens of black tendrils shot up from the ground and twisted around 
the Sceptile. They dragged the creature to the ground as it writhed 
violently, but to no avail. The tentacles held firm. They cut deep into 
the Sceptile's flesh, spilling blood and what appeared to be sap all 
over its body. The fire eating away at its flesh was quick to seep into 
those wounds. 


Zeverous and Zekra watched in silence as the creature's anguished 
screams faded away as its body reduced to ash. The tendrils 
released their grip on the Sceptile and sank back into the ground. 


"What a nuisance." 


Yimtri burst out of the ground not far from where the mangled corpse 
lay. His shadow separated itself from him and drifted toward his torn 
fabrics that still lay out of harm's way. It poked its claw out of the 
ground and firmly grasped the two capes before it made its way back 
to Yimtri. It handed him the capes and then reconnected to his form. 


"Yes, they're still intact," Yimtri muttered to himself as he ran his 
claws through the fabric. "They're still wearable and the pin is 
unharmed. | was hoping that they hadn't sustained too much 
damage. Then again, my precious cape has gone through much 
worse than a Sceptile cutting it off my body." 


The Sableye tied the cape around his neck and flourished it with a 
quick motion of his claw. He smiled to himself as it billowed behind 
him for a brief moment before he folded up the Reunion Cape into a 
scarf and fastened it to his neck as well. Zekra and Zeverous 
reverted back to their true forms as the rest of the group joined them, 
presumably having defeated the Raichu. 


"You just used your weird shadow powers without your cape," Terron 
stated. 


Yimtri's smile disappeared as he cast the Cubone a glance. 
"You saw that?" he asked indifferently. 


"Yeah, | saw it right after we killed the Raichu. You made those weird 
shadow tendrils come out of the ground and separated your shadow 
from yourself. Didn't you say you needed that cape to do all of that 
since it enhances your ghost powers or something?" 


Yimtri's stare became eerily blank. He paused for a moment as his 
eyes flashed lightly. 


"That was a lie | told you," he replied. "A lie to cover up the fact that | 
am plagued and thus have abilities no one should have. You see, 
when you become plagued, sometimes your abilities become 
enhanced. It doesn't happen to everyone, but when it does, certain 
abilities of yours are amplified. For example, take my own shadow 
abilities. They're normally known as Shadow Sneak to most 
Pokémon. It's supposed to be nothing but an ability that allows me to 
stretch my shadow toward my opponent and strike them from 
behind. Nothing more than that." 


Several clawed hands crawled out of the Sableye's shadow and 
snaked through the air, waving around softly. Everyone took a step 
back. Yimtri only continued to keep his stare fixed upon Terron. 


"But then, after becoming plagued and receiving Erebus's gift, the 
ability becomes this : a living shadow. A shadow that can do all that | 


command it to do, limited only by my imagination. Do you see now, 
Terron? Do you see what terrors Erebus can give you when it 
makes you one of its own? Do you see why | lied to you?" 


"Yeah..." Terron said with an uncomfortable grimace. "Can you stop 
talking like that, though?" 


"Talking like what?" 


"Just the way you're asking me all of those questions to make sure | 
get you. You don't have to ask like ten times. Just once will do. It's 
really starting to creep me out. It's like you're getting corrupted by 
Erebus all over again. But you can't be, right? | mean, you've got that 
pin on you." 


Yimtri's gemstones darkened. His shadow melted back into the 
ground. 


"Well | can assure you that | am not succumbing to the creature's 
influence," he grumbled. "No, never again. Never for as long as | 
exist and neither will anyone else. No longer will that happen.” 


Without another word, the Sableye wandered away from the group. 
No one said anything as they watched him disappear into the 
distance, his shadow being his only companion. 


"Let's go," Chloe announced as she went forward. "This is the last 
sector of the corpse forest. The next sector will be somewhere 
different. It should be a somewhat nice change." 


"Somehow | doubt that," Zeverous scoffed. 


Chloe shrugged carelessly as she went after the Sableye. The 
remaining four Pokémon looked at one another in reluctance. 


"lam highly questioning whether we should keep following the 
plagued Sableye,” Novus stated. "Clearly something is very wrong 
with him." 


"Yeah," Zekra said. "Tear, was he like this when he was going insane 
last time?" 


"Sort of," Terron said, thinking over his last visit to the woods. "But he 
talked differently and would say really cryptic things. And he was 
always wearing... that smile . God, that smile." 


"He's giving rather cryptic messages now, | must say," Novus pointed 
out. 


"Yeah, but the ones from before were a different kind of cryptic," 
Terron stated. "Before, it was like he wanted me to know something, 
but couldn't quite say it. Like, he was speaking in riddles. Here, he's 
not trying to hide anything and he's just being really weird." 


"Especially that bit where he said about how he said he can control 
his shadow like that," Zeverous then said. "I don't know. Just 
something about the way he was describing that was very wrong. 
Erebus can't make you more powertul, can it? | mean, why would it 
do that? There'd be a better chance of you defeating it if it did that." 


"Maybe it's an unintentional side effect?" Terron suggested. 


"| don't think so," Zeverous said quietly. "I don't think Erebus would 
allow that to happen. Giving you the power to do that to your 
shadow... why would it do that?" 


There was a soft breeze, and then the four found themselves right 
behind Yimtri and Chloe. The Sableye stopped and stared back at 
them, unamused. 


"Seems that your Reunion Capes did not want you to wander too far 
from me," he said dully. "Best if you stayed with me if you don't want 
them to activate again. Erebus might catch you if you don't." 


He then turned away and resumed his walk. The four said nothing as 
they followed after the Sableye and his companion in silence. 


Erebus Woods SX 


There was a brief flash of light, and then the six found themselves in 
a new area of the dungeon, almost to their relief. Erebus Woods was 
no longer the corpse forest they had grown accustomed to. It was 
not even a place completely consumed with an ominous aura, 
twisted corruptions of nature, or filled to the brim with darkness. 


It was now a large, sprawling field covered in a thick blanket of snow 
that went up to Terron's ankles. Not a tree or plant was in sight. The 
only thing to break the endless white was the few blades of grass 
that poked out from below. In the far distance stood a mountain, its 
hazy form blending well into the grey clouds that rolled above. Fog 
shrouded the plain in certain sections, dividing the area in several 
segments behind their thick walls. 


Terron shuddered as the ice crept around him. He quickly ripped off 
his scarf, tore it in two, and wrapped both pieces around his feet. He 
could still feel the cold, but it was lessened greatly. He released a 
quiet sigh as he looked around at the barren plain. 


"What is this place?" Terron wondered. 


"Some kind of snowy area obviously," Zeverous noted. "Hmm, 
doesn't quite match the rest of the forest. In fact, this place is kinda 
peaceful. Weird..." 


The Zoroark noticed Terron's makeshift shoes. 


"You know that the snow won't really hurt you, right?" Zeverous 
asked. 


"What are you talking about? Of course it will!" Terron cried. 
"Whenever that stuff touches me, it stings so bad. The same thing 
for water..." 


"Umm, no it doesn't. It only hurts when it's used as an attack. You 
wanna know why? Because when someone fires an Ice Beam or 


Blizzard at you, the ice is sharper than it's supposed to be. They're 
like little thorns. It actually gets into your body and hurts you that 
way. You can only get hurt by ice if it pierces your scales. Snow can't 
do that since it's not all that sharp. Water's a little different though in 
that you've gotta build up a tolerance to that stuff, since it always 
seems to put Pokémon like you into shock the second they touch it. 
Or something. | don't Know; never really paid attention to how that 
kind of stuff works." 


"Well that is mostly correct," Novus interjected. "Pokémon with 
affinities like Terron and | are-" 


"Why did you bring us here, Erebus?" 


Everyone turned to the Sableye, only to find that he had wandered 
quite a ways from the group. He stood amidst the empty field, his 
back turned to the five and cape flowing in the breeze. 


"Why did you have to bring us here?" he asked yet again ina 
subdued voice. 


"You know this place?" Terron asked. 


The Sableye glanced at the Cubone for just a moment before looking 
back into the far distance. 


"Yes, | do. It's a part of Erebus Woods that most do not see. The 
very last sector." 


"Really?" Terron wondered. "But it's so peaceful for it to be the last 
sector. It doesn't even feel like we're in Erebus Woods anymore..." 


"It is," Yimtri snapped, shooting the Cubone a glare. "Don't fall for 
that trick. Keep moving. Don't you dare stay still. If you think you see 
something moving in the distance, don't look at it. Keep your eyes 
forward and nothing will happen to you. If you think you hear 
something, ignore it and cover your ears. Understand?" 


"Why?" Terron asked weakly. 


"Do not have me answer that question. You don't want to know. 
Just keep moving. Erebus should be around here somewhere." 


The Sableye swiftly turned back around and walked away. For justa 
moment, the five remained where they stood, as if the ice had frozen 
them in place. 


"What are you waiting for? Come along," Yimtri called. "You received 
your answer, so you no longer have a reason to be wary, so long as 
you follow my advice." 


Chloe went after the Sableye, but Terron and his friends did not. 
They each glanced at one another, a grim expression overcoming 
each of them. Through some sort of miracle, the group had made it 
to the very end of Erebus Woods. The fiftieth sector had been 
reached and no harm had come to them. Yet, even as this 
information came to them, they couldn't feel any relief fill their hearts; 
there was only a deep dread. 


"There's no way this can actually be the last sector," Terron stated. 
"There's no way we've gone through all of this place without anything 
happen to us... Erebus wouldn't be this nice. Something isn't right 


guys." 


"| bet that Sableye's hiding something. Again," Zeverous snorted. 
"It's So obvious." 


"Yeah, but why?" Terron pondered. "What's there to hide? What's so 
bad about this snow field? What, are there some kind of ice 
monsters that pop out of the ground that turn us into Plagued Ones 
instantly?" 


"Maybe," Zeverous replied. "But, an ice field. How is there an ice 
field in this dungeon? Misery dungeons only corrupt the 
environment's they're around, don't they? So where's the ice field 


that this dungeon is corrupting? It's not even snowing around this 
part of Shiron that | know of..." 


As Terron's teammates mulled over the troubling subject, the 
Cubone looked over their shoulders to find that Yimtri was quickly 
becoming nothing but a purple dot in the distance. Just as he took a 
step forward, something wrapped around his leg. Something that 
instantly made his heart stop. 


Then, before he could scream, he was dragged down into the snow 
and everything went black. 


When Terron awoke again, he found that he had not moved. He was 
still lying in the middle of the snow, the sprawling field still 
surrounding him for miles and miles. However, he found that his 
teammates were nowhere in sight. They were simply gone, without a 
trace. Not even their footprints remained in the sheet of white. It was 
only him. 


"Guys?" Terron called out. "Where are you guys?" 


Only the low sound of a soft breeze answered him. Panic settled into 
Terron's heart as he quickly got to his feet and checked to see if he 
still had the torn Reunion Cape. Both parts of it were still bound 
tightly to his feet, slightly damp from the snow. 


Why isn't the cape working? It should! It worked before! 
" Because | want to speak to you." 


Terron spun around as he yanked out a club from his coat. Standing 
just a few feet away from him was a shadowy figure he knew to be 
Erebus. Unlike the other times he had seen it, it was not simply a 
shadow resting along the ground; it was now hovering a few inches 
above the snow. Yet, he could still not tell what it was. All he knew 
was that it was vaguely humanoid. 


He pressed his persona deep into his head, drowning out the fear 
that was consuming him. He couldn't let it take over him; not now. 


"What are you talking about?" Terron asked, pointing his weapon at 
the creature. 


" Why your cape does not take you back to the others or why | 
want to speak to you?" 


"Both." 


" Your cape does not function like it should because | disabled 
it for just a moment, the reason for that being because | want to 
speak with you. As for why I want to speak, it's because | have 
not seen you in so long. You and | have been separated for 
quite some time." 


"Well I'm sorry that's how things are. | just don't really like hanging 
around abominations that like to turn me into abominations. Very 
inconvenient for me." 


Erebus remained stationary. Terron felt a confident grin grow from 
underneath his mask. The idea of battling the creature before him 
suddenly wasn't such a terrifying thought. Not when such creature 
seemed to take his clever remarks rather poorly. 


" You are just like the other child who has no fear for me. Just 
as it is with him, much about you has changed as well. There is 
much about you that saddens me to see. Truly | should have 
found a way to keep you safe. Perhaps that would have 
prevented this from happening. Perhaps if | had done that, you 
wouldn't be stricken with amnesia and have to suffer through all 
that you've seen since your awakening." 


The bravado in Terron's heart immediately shattered. Erebus only 
watched him stagger back, unmoving. It didn't seem to relish in 
watching the Cubone's fragility. 


"How do you know about that?" Terron said weakly. "How do you 
know that | can't remember anything?" 


" Because I know you. I've known about you for a very long 
time. Since the very moment you became a Cubone, I've been 
watching over you from afar just as | have been with my other 
child. I've been watching over you both." 


"You don't know me! You've never even seen me until | came here 
and you plagued me!" 


"Am I lying to you, my child? Tell me, if | wasn't speaking the 
truth, why would you deny it so passionately?" 


Terron felt his resolution grow weaker and weaker with each word 
the creature spoke. He tried to keep a stoic expression, but his 
liquefying insides were making it difficult to do so. 


"You don't know me..." he said feebly. "Stop calling me your child..." 


" But you are. You truly are. | never forget my precious children. 
Especially not you." 


There was a flash of darkness, and the next thing Terron knew, 
Erebus was right in front of him. Its claws dug deep into his skull, 
almost cracking it as its unseen eyes bored deep into his own. He 
found he couldn't move a muscle and could only stare into the 
darkness that was the creature. He couldn't even shiver. 


" {| cannot speak to you much longer; the blight will spread to 
you if | do and corrupt you completely. | can't have that happen. 
It seems that if you want to speak to me further, you will need to 
find me. But remember something my dear child." 


Terron felt its hidden eyes stare deeper into his own. 


"When you find me again, | will hold nothing back. You will be 
consumed by the blight the next time we meet unless you can 


somehow manage to stop me. Remember that." 


The creature tackled Terron and the blackness of the shadow 
corrupted his vision before he hit the snow. 


Terron's eyes Snapped open. He panted rapidly as Erebus's 
darkness and cold left his body. To his great relief, he was untainted. 
His mind was clear of any abnormalities and not a single bit of his 
flesh streamed with the wisps seen among the Plagued Ones' forms. 
He was safe. 


He found he was once again laying in the snow, but this time, Zekra, 
Novus, and Zeverous were with him. All of them encircled him with 
troubled gazes. There were limp bodies just behind them, 
presumably dungeon ferals that had attacked them while he was 
with Erebus. 


"What happened to me?" Terron asked as he sat up. 


"You just passed out for no reason," Zekra answered with her head 
peeking out of Zeverous's mane. "We tried to wake you up, but you 
just stayed asleep and wouldn't talk or anything. And then all these 
Pokémon attacked us and we had to fight them off. Did something 
else happen? Did you go see that Groudon?" 


"Groudon?" Zeverous wondered. 


"Yeah, Tear used to pass out and he'd see this Groudon or 
something that would always talk to him," Zekra replied. "But, it 
hasn't happened for a while..." 


"Well, | can tell you that | didn't see Groudon," Terron answered with 
a shake of his head. "Erebus was talking to me. It separated me 
from you guys and brought me to somewhere that looks exactly like 
here." 


"You were talking to Erebus and it took you away from us?" Zekra 
asked, baffled. "But, the cape... you were wearing it, weren't you?" 


"Yeah, | was. But Erebus was saying that it disabled it somehow. | 
don't know how, but it did.” 


"So if it can disable our capes, does that mean it can separate all of 
us if it wanted to? Can it do that with the rest of our items?" 


"Don't fret over that right now," Novus interjected. "Terron, what did 
Erebus say to you?" 


"Something about how it knows me," Terron explained. "It didn't 
exactly say how it knew me, but it knew some things that it shouldn't 
know. And it was telling me that the next time | see it... it's going to 
plague me." 


"It didn't try to turn you into a Blight Demon just now?" Novus asked. 


Terron slowly shook his head. He clutched his club in both hands as 
Erebus's last words continued to ring in his mind. Even still, he kept 
a stoic persona, realizing that panicking would not make the situation 
better. 


"Strange. Why would Erebus not do so if you were right in its 
presence?" the Quilava wondered. "Then again, it did not bother to 
do the same when we all saw it not so long ago. Hmmm." 


"You were saying that it knew stuff about you, though?" Zekra then 
asked. 


"Yeah, it did," Terron nodded. "It was almost like it was goading me 
to find it again really. Like it was saying if | found it again, it'd tell me 
what it Knows about me..." 


"Terron, you've been bribed once already by that Sabl/eye with stuff 
you wanna know," Zeverous snarled. "You are not doing it a second 


time. You hear me? Because if you do, | swear I'm going to tie you to 
me so you can't go anywhere at all." 


"I'm not going to do something that stupid," Terron shot back. "I'm not 
an idiot. But why was it acting like it wanted to communicate with me 
just now? It was like it was trying to tell me something, but then it 
said that this blight would spread to me if it kept talking. Like it didn't 
actually want to hurt me..." 


Terron noticed a familiar purple figure walking in the distance. It 
looked back at him once, and then continued to wander away. 


"Ugh, Yimtri's leaving us behind," Terron whined. "We'd better go 
after him. I'm surprised he didn't stay behind after | passed out." 


"No, he wouldn't even stop after we got attacked," Zeverous stated 
distastefully. "He just kept going and completely ignored us. But 
yeah, guess we'd better get going." 


The four treaded through the snow with some urgency, feeling the 
crunch of the ice beneath their feet. It seemed that the further they 
went, the deeper the snow became. But, they ignored this and 
continued on. It was not long before the group caught up with the 
Sableye. But, he was not with his constant companion. 


"Hey, where's Chloe?" Terron asked him. 


The Sableye didn't respond. He only cast the Cubone a glance 
before looking ahead of him with a vacant stare. 


"Yimtri?" 


The Sableye wandered into one of the shrouds obscuring the plain, 
completely disappearing from view. 


"Hey!" Terron shouted. "Where are you going?" 


There was no response. Terron released an agitated sigh, but saw 
there was nothing else that he could do. With a deep breath, he and 


his friends quickly followed suit and bounded into the thick fog. 


When the four emerged from the haze, they found that they were no 
longer in a sprawling field of white. They were now just outside the 
entrance of Erebus Woods, just as how they had last seen it. 
Everything about it was exactly the same as the noon sun shined 
down upon it. 


Yet, Yimtri was no longer leading them. He was nowhere in sight. 
The four stopped. 


"Uhhhh, did we leave Erebus Woods?" Zekra asked. 


"No, that's impossible," Novus said with a shake of his head. "We 
couldn't have left the dungeon already. I'm fairly certain Erebus 
would not have allowed that." 


"Well Erebus knows we want to kill it, so maybe it's letting us get out 
so it doesn't have to worry about that," Zekra replied. 


"| doubt it," Terron chimed in. "Erebus is obviously pulling a trick on 
us. Now seriously, where did Yimtri go?" 


"There he is!" 


Zekra pointed into the distance. Everyone turned to find the Sableye 
making his way out of the surround wilderness and toward the 
corrupted forest. Terron was about to shout at him, but then, he saw 
a Zangoose and Gabite follow close behind Yimtri. The second 
Terron saw them, he paused. 


"Yimtri, aren't those the Pokémon we saw back in the woods 
earlier?" he asked. "Why are they...?" 


The Sableye stopped a far distance away from the forest with a grim 
scowl. His companions did the same. 


"That's the place," Yimtri said quietly. "That's the forest that took 
everyone who was here with me yesterday." 


"The one that wrapped you guys up in branches and stuff?" the 
Zangoose asked timidly. 


"Yes, the very one," Yimtri said. 
"Yimtri! Stop ignoring us!" Terron shouted. "What's going on?" 


But the Sableye didn't pay the Cubone any heed. He only continued 
to look at the forest with his new companions. 


"Well I'm just standing next to this place and | can already tell the 
place is a real nightmare," the Gabite grimaced. "Geez, how did we 
not notice that this place was right next to our Fellowship? | mean, 
when you came back from that place, | could feel this place's aura all 
over you. It's like it got attached to you or something... and it's even 
worse when you're standing next to this forest." 


"| still reek of it, Draven?" Yimtri asked as he glanced at his claws. "I 
thought it would have faded away by now..." 


"Yeah, it's still pretty strong," the Zangoose answered. "In fact, | 
really think you should stay away from this forest because of how 
bad it feels. You didn't need to show us how bad this place was. We 
would have taken your word for it." 


"But | did," Yimtri replied. "I just had to show you just how terrible it 
is. No words can describe this horrible place." 


"Alright, well what do you wanna do then?" the Zangoose asked. 
"We moving Dusk Mines?" 


"No, we can't do that," Yimtri said quickly. "We just got here not even 
a week ago. Besides, | don't think our members want to make 
another tiring journey to search for another place to make a new 
Fellowship. And plus... this dungeon has things we need; evolving 
stones. Those are invaluable to the other Fellowships. It's best to 
stay close to it so we can collect them." 


"Still..." the Zangoose replied reluctantly. 


"If we stay away from the dungeon, everything should be fine," Yimtri 
then said. "It's apparently a very powerful dungeon, but it can't infest 
our Fellowship at least. So let's stay a little while longer, but just not 
go anywhere near this place. But if something happens... we'll be 
sure to leave. Alright?" 


The Gabite and Zangoose nodded. 


"Now let's get out of here," the Zangoose said hastily. "This place 
gives me the creeps. Gah, feels like something's going to grab me 
any second or something." 


The three scampered from the forest without another word. It was as 
they walked did Terron see that the Sableye's cape was not tattered 
as it always was. It was completely whole, not a single shred in it... 


Terron and his companions were left lost and baffled. 
"What just happened?" Terron asked. 


"| don't know," Zeverous replied. "| really don't. | mean, first we're 
transported out of Erebus Woods, then we see that Sableye talking 
to some random Pokémon who were on trees earlier... | don't know 
what's going on. Something's not right. | can feel it. Something in the 
alr..." 


" Hurry after him. Hurry." 


The four shot their gazes to Erebus Woods, only to find many black 
tendrils slowly crawling out of the black abyss that was the forest 
entrance and creeping toward them. They didn't waste a second in 
bolting after the Sableye and his companions. They managed to spot 
the three just before they disappeared inside a thick cloud of fog that 
spread throughout the forest. This did little in stopping them from 
doing the same. 


When they emerged from the haze, they found they were back in the 
snowy field, Yimtri and Chloe not far ahead of them. The two turned 
around as the group came to an abrupt stop, panting as their hearts 
beat wildly in their chests. 


"Why are you acting as though you have run across the entire 
landscape of Shiron?" Yimtri asked. 


"Because Erebus just tried to get us!" Terron cried. "It took us to the 
entrance and... wait. Where's that Zangoose and Gabite you were 
with earlier? Where'd they go?" 


Yimtri seemed to become stiff. 


"What are you talking about?" he asked in an uncertain, almost 
reluctant voice. 


"You were with a Zangoose and Gabite when we last saw you back 
where we just were," Terron explained. "You were talking to them 
and telling them about Erebus Woods. You weren't talking to us at 
all... and hey, your cape is all torn up again. It wasn't like that before 
when you were with those other Pokemon." 


The Sableye flinched, but it was only for a moment, for a murderous 
glare was quick to come over him. His gemstones burned bright as 
his shadow seemed to dance along the ground. 


" Don't you ever wander away from me again," he hissed. "/ thought ! 
told you why. Why are you being so empty-minded right now?" 


Terron scowled. However, it was Zeverous who ended up speaking 
his thoughts. 


"What's going on, Yimtri ?" Zeverous snarled. "What aren't you 
telling us?" 


"1 told you, it is nothing to be concerned about," Yimtri 
countered. 


"What's that supposed to imply?" 
" | said it doesn't concern you. Do not ask me again." 


Zeverous grit his teeth as his eyes became bright. Yimtri didn't waver 
from his position, only Keeping his own glower fixed upon his face. 


A Dark Pulse shot in the space between the conflicting Pokémon, 
making them cringe. They quickly looked toward the source of the 
attack to find Zekra standing near, her maw filled with the black 
energy. 


"Zekra, what was that for?" Zeverous snarled. 
"Look behind you guys!" 


Yimtri and Zeverous turned, only to find a Froslass collapsed in the 
snow beside them, squirming as dark wisps rose from its body. 
Zeverous wasted no time and stabbed a set of glowing into the 
creature's body. It let out a loud, banshee-like wail as its body 
disintegrated instantly. 


"Froslass. Such troublesome ghosts,” Yimtri stated. "They are rather 
tiring to deal with. Especially so since they sometimes cast a type of 
spell that makes you faint when they do. It's rather fortunate that you 
defeated it before it could use such a power." 


"What power is that?" Zekra asked curiously. 


"A power called Destiny Bond," Yimtri answered. "Only a few 
Pokémon wield such a power and it may seem trivial at first glance, 
but let me assure you that when someone casts it on you, there is no 
chance that you will remain conscious. You will fall with the caster, 
one way or another." 


Zekra stared at the spot where the Froslass once was, imagining the 
power that Yimtri spoke of. She prayed that she would never have to 


encounter it. It was a good way to have any mission end in failure. It 
was a good way to end up dead. 


" But that is not a problem if you immediately eliminate the 
creature with your Dark Pulse, is it not?" 


Zekra tensed. Her eyes frantically darted in every direction she 
could, trying to spot where the voice was coming from, but Erebus 
was nowhere in sight. 


" You will never have that problem if you have Dark Pulse upon 
you. You will never have that problem if it is so incredibly 
powerful, can you?" 


"What are you talking about?" Zekra cried to the sky. "What are you 
saying, Erebus?!" 


In the corner of her eye, Zekra saw her shadow shift on its own. She 
screamed and bolted from the spot, rapidly changing into a 
Skarmory in the process. But just as she was to take off into the air, 
a black tendril shot out of the ground and wrapped itself around her 
leg. 


" You want to be safe, don't you?" 


The tentacle yanked her back and tossed her into the snow, forcing 
her back into her Zorua form. Five more of the tentacles sprouted 
around her and wrapped around her body. Zekra flailed and cried 
loudly in desperation, but the tentacles held firm. 


" The blight will help you, little Zekra. It will protect you." 


All at once, each of the tendril's sharp points pierced her fur and 
sank into her flesh. Zekra stopped struggling. 


" Zekra!" 


Zeverous sprang at his sister and with glowing claws, he slashed at 
her bindings. He grabbed her frail form and pried her free of 


Erebus's hold, ripping off small bits of her fur in the process. No 
blood spilled down her limbs as Zeverous ran away from the tendrils 
and held the little Zorua in his claws. Tears formed in his eyes as he 
looked down at her. Her eyes were frozen open and her entire body 
was limp and unmoving. 


"Zekra..." he muttered, his voice broken. 


Terron and Novus carefully came to Zeverous's side and looked at 
their friend in somber silence. 


"She's not gone," Chloe said from afar. "She is simply deep within 
her mind with her plagued self. She will wake up soon. But, if you 
wish to speed up the process, give her an Oran berry. She will 
awaken the moment she eats it." 


Zeverous wasted no time in ripping out an Oran berry from his 
backpack and stuffing it into her maw. The light in Zekra's eyes 
returned instantly. She coughed and spit out the berry. 


"Zekra?" he asked tenderly. 


The Zorua looked up at her brother. She grimaced as she 
immediately turned away and glanced down at her paws. 


"| got plagued, didn't 1?" she whispered. "Erebus did something to 
me, didn't it? Because | went to this nightmare world just now. | was 
in this forest and there was someone with me. Something else was 
standing in that weird forest with me and it... was talking to me." 
"What was it telling you?" Zeverous asked. 


Zekra shuddered and squeezed her eyes shut. She curled up into a 
small ball, whimpering. 


"Zekra, what did it tell you?" Zeverous demanded. 


"She doesn't want to answer your question, so leave it at that," Yimtri 
interjected. "Now, let's get moving.” 


The Zoroark growled as he shot the Sableye a malicious glare. Yimtri 
remained unfazed and only scowled. 


"Zekra is safe, therefore we should continue our search once again," 
Yimtri stated. "We cannot waste any more time dwelling on a subject 
that is obviously not important right now. Erebus is near and we must 
find it." 


"She just got plagued!" Zeverous cried furiously. "She's hurt and has 
got a little demon growing even stronger inside her now! We need to 
figure out how much damage Erebus has done to her so that we can 
see if there's anything we can do to help! Erebus can wait!" 


" Erebus cannot wait. We have to find it now . Your sister is still in 
good condition. We have no reason to dwell over this." 


Zeverous's eyes ignited. He shoved Zekra into Terron's paws, and 
then he lunged at the Sableye. Yimtri melted into the ground just as 
Zeverous's claws sank into the snow where his footsteps still lay. 


"Do you not care about anyone?!" Zeverous shrieked. "Are we just 
meaningless slaves that you dragged into your suicidal plot?! Are we 
just tools to you?!" 


"No, you are not my puppets," Yimtri's voice said from somewhere in 
the distance. "However, you are being puppets to your emotions . 
They are distracting you and making you commit such rash actions. 
This is what Erebus wants you to do. You are falling right into its trap. 
Stifle the emotions, Zeverous. Control them, or they will contro! you 


A wave of fog rolled into the area, separating the five from Yimtri. 
Zeverous's eyes flared as he ripped his claws from the cold ground. 


"Yimtril YIMTRI!" he screamed. "Get back here!" 


There was no response. Zeverous dashed into the fog without a 
second thought, screaming madly as he disappeared. It was not long 


before Terron, Novus, Zekra, and Chloe found themselves by the 
Zoroark's side again thanks to the power of their capes. 


They were at what appeared to be the exit of the twisted Mystery 
Dungeon known as Erebus Woods from what they could assume. 
The trees surrounding the gaping hole were somehow different than 
the ones that sprouted at the entrance, despite having the same 
overall twisted, deformed shape. Only the otherworldly light of the 
moon gave the five any visibility in the dead of the night they found 
themselves in. However, they were not sure if they wanted the 
normally comforting light anymore. 


On his hands and knees, near the presumed exit, was Yimtri. His 
entire body had blood smeared all over it, and his eyes dimmed and 
brightened drastically with each raspy breath he took. Dark wisps 
streamed off him as he curled his claws into the soil. 


"They're gone..." he panted. 
"My liege?" Chloe asked reluctantly. "What happened to you?" 


The Turtwig made her way toward the Sableye. Yimtri didn't pay her 
any mind. He brought his trembling claws close to his face, seeing 
the white fur and dark scales within the blood on his palms. 


"My liege?" 
"| killed them. | killed them. Heh. Heh. Heheh." 


Chloe stopped. The number of wisps escaping Yimtri's body seemed 
to increase as he continued laughing quietly under his breath. 
Everyone cast him an unnerved stare, but he didn't seem to notice. 
He lowered his head, obscuring his glowing gemstones from the 
group's view. 


"Oh Draven and Zar... you two just wouldn't listen to me. Heh. | 
almost want to say that you deserved your fate for not listening to 
me. Heh. Heheh. Well it really does look like you two can't leave 


Dusk Mines anymore. You're here forever. Your bodies are never 
going to leave." 


The Sableye laughed some more as he sluggishly rose to his feet. 
Upon his face was the awful, horrific smile that Terron had hoped he 
would never see again. His teeth glimmered in the light of the moon 
as he turned around to face the forest. 


"What do | call you?" Yimtri wondered aloud. "What do | call you, 
twisted dungeon? You deserve a name for all that you've done. 
Perhaps | should call you Yomi. World of Darkness... it would be so 
fitting. No, maybe not. Hmmm. What about Tartarus? No, that 
doesn't sound right despite it describing you so well." 


The Sableye's smile widened. 


"Ah, | Know a name. | know a perfect name to give you. You will be 
Erebus Woods. Erebus... the primordial deity of darkness. Yes. 
Perfect . A fitting name for you and your master." 


Yimtri chuckled to himself and shook his head. A thick fog soon 
covered the area, obscuring Yimtri and Erebus Woods from view and 
leaving the five unhinged and isolated in the lonely dark wilderness. 


Chloe walked toward the fog. No one else followed her. A numbing, 
icy feeling was spreading through their veins and preventing them 
from moving even an inch. 


"We need to leave," she stated. "We are not supposed to separate 
from the liege, even though the capes should have brought us to him 
already or him to us." 


Zeverous snapped out of his stupor and shot the Turtwig a glare. 
She stopped moving and turned back to him, remaining composed. 


"Why are you staring at me like that?" she asked. 


"You want to go back to the Sableye after what you just saw?" 
Zeverous asked incredulously. "After whatever that was?" 


"Yes. | see no reason not to reunite with him." 


"You're joking, right? You just saw him covered in blood and having 
something really wrong with him. Why would you want to go find him 
like that ?" 


"What makes you think that all around you is as it seems?" 


Zeverous flinched at the remark. Chloe's eyes glimmered with a 
strange light, yet her stoic expression remained firm. 


"What's... that supposed to mean?" Terron then asked reluctantly. 


" /t means you should have listened to me when | said don't ever 
wander away from me." 


Everyone snapped their glances toward the fog. A certain Sableye 

emerged from its murky depths and stopped beside Chloe, wearing 
a ferocious scowl. Every single one of his jagged teeth was visible 

and seemed to shine in the light of his gemstones that burned with 

an ethereal brightness. 


"| told you never to wander away from me," Yimtri hissed, a cold 
aura rolling off him in waves. "Why are you continuously ignoring my 
words?" 


Terron opened his mouth, but his words were cut by Zeverous's 
abrupt snarling. 


"We didn't wander off, Yimtri," the Zoroark stated. "If anything, you 
wandered off and we were chasing after you." 


"Only because that was entirely your fault," Yimtri stated bitterly. 
"You were trying to attack me, so | had no choice but to remain 
hidden so you would not kill me. And then you bounded into the fog, 
somewhere you should never go.” 


"And why's that?" 


" That's not important right now," Yimtri replied maliciously, his 
eyes bright. 


Zeverous drew his claws, filling them with a deep, crimson energy. 


"Why were you covered in blood just now? Why were you laughing 
like that and talking to the misery dungeon? Why are we even in 
front of the dungeon right now?! What's going on?!" 


" Something you aren't meant to see. Something you really 
should not see. I'm not going to explain it any further than that, 
because you honestly don't want to know. Don't make me 
explain it. You'll thank me for it later. |s that explanation 
satisfactory for you? Is it?" 


Zeverous didn't move. No one did. Yimtri sighed and shook his head 
as he tugged as the scarf around his neck. 


"Fine. | suppose I'll have to force you out of here, since you're 
obviously not going to listen. What a saddening sight to see. | 
continuously explain this concept, however painful it is, and you still 
refuse to listen. You constantly ignore my words. Why must you be 
like this?" 


" Wait.” 
Yimtri stopped. 
" Of course . | get it now. It all makes sense now." 


Everyone turned to find Zeverous shooting Yimtri the most malicious 
glare they had ever seen. But it was not just malevolence that filled 
his eyes; it was recognition as well. 


"| know what's going on. | should have seen it earlier," Zeverous 
growled. "It'd explain why you're making so /ittle sense right now." 


Yimtri's scowl deepened. 


"What are you talking about, Zeverous?" he asked in a subdued 
voice. 


Zeverous abruptly grabbed Terron, Novus, and Zekra from off the 
ground and pushed them deep into his mane. Then, with one more 
swift motion, he reached into his bag and pulled out a blue sphere 
that glinted in the light of his eyes. 


Chloe backpedaled at the sight of the item. 
"He has an Escape Orb, my liege," she warned. "When did he...?" 


"He's a Zoroark, Chloe," Yimtri said darkly. "He created an illusion 
that | took the orb when in reality, it never left his bag. What a clever 
trick. | truly should have seen through that." 


The Sableye returned his gaze to the Zoroark. 
"Zeverous, why are you acting like this? Explain yourself." 


The Zoroark clenched his grasp around the orb as his eyes became 
ever the brighter. 


"You wanna know what's going on?" Zeverous asked fervidly. "Fine, 
I'll tell you. I'll tell you just so that everyone knows what's going on." 


Team Vendetta poked their heads out of Zeverous's mane and 
glanced at him with anxious stares. Chloe had her gaze averted, 
wearing an agonized grimace. Yimtri kept his grave expression fixed 
upon Zeverous, merely awaiting the words that were to come. 


"| know what you're trying to hide, Yimtri," Zeverous began. "It was 
so obvious, but | was too blind to see it. But now, now | can finally 
see it after looking at everything. 


"First of all, whenever you get taken over by your inner Plagued 
One, you don't lose your rationality like everyone else. You're 


calculated and make strategies. You claim that it's because you 
suppressed all of your emotions, but even | know that's ridiculous. 
Your inner Plagued One would find a way to make you turn into a 
bloodthirsty monster somehow. But no, you stay rational, like you 
don't even have an inner Plagued One... 


"Next, that shadow you have. That shadow that | know is supposed 
to be Shadow Sneak. It sure acts a lot like Erebus, doesn't it? The 
way it looks and moves sure does remind me of Erebus. You used to 
claim it was because of that stupid cape, but right after we saw you 
use those weird powers after it got ripped off, you changed it. You 
said it was because you're plagued and that when you're plagued, 
you get stronger powers or something like that. Thing is... I've never 
heard of that happening to me before. | don't have any weird powers 
like that and neither did any of your members. 


"And then, the fact that you won't tell anyone about Erebus or 
anything it does. You give yourself the excuse that no one could kill it 
because it's so powerful, but you Know what? Somebody probably 
could. | bet at least one group of Pokémon would be strong enough 
to kill it. But you wouldn't let anyone because of this supposed 
excuse that it's futile because Erebus is so powerful. And then you 
were so bent on having the four of us come with you to this suicidal 
misery dungeon when | know you absolutely loathe each of us and 
flat out said you had no strategy to combat the creature once we got 
to it. | bet you wouldn't be that way with just anyone. No, you were 
so absurdly persistent with us coming, like it had to be us and no one 
else... 


"And now finally, the fact that you refuse to explain anything . The 
fact that you won't tell us anything going on here, no matter how 
important it is, and how much you demand we go find Erebus. Like 
you want to keep us ignorant of what's to come while you lure us 
somewhere... 


"| know what's going on, Yimtri . | finally get it now. You brought us 
down here so you could finish us off where no one could attempt to 
save US. 


" BECAUSE YOU'RE ONE OF THE COPIES OF EREBUS." 


Never Leaving You 


X 
Chapter 48 


Never Leaving You 


" BECAUSE YOU'RE ONE OF THE COPIES OF EREBUS.” 


Terron, Zekra, and Novus staggered at the accusation. The pieces of 
the puzzle slowly clicked together as Zeverous's last words rang 
through their minds repeatedly. If Yimtri truly was one of the copies 
that Erebus could supposedly make, so many things suddenly made 
sense. The way Yimtri talked so much like Erebus from the few times 
they heard him speak. The way his voice would sound so much like 
Erebus's voice whenever he was seemingly having his plagued self 
overcome him. The fact that every single strategy Yimtri used in 
battles was disturbingly like the ones Erebus used in the dungeons, 
such as using emotions to blind others into doing careless things... 


The more and more they thought, the more and more Team Vendetta 
found themselves at a complete loss. Soon, each of them was numb 
and became limp in Zeverous's mane. 


Yimtri, on the other hand, was absolutely livid. His scowl grew fierce 
and his eyes illuminated ever the brighter. The Turtwig beside him 
looked away with an uncomfortable grimace. 


"Zeverous... that's a very bold accusation to make," he stated ina 
low, icy tone. 


"But it's true, isn't it?" Zeverous shot back. "You're one of Erebus's 
copies in the form of a Sableye." 


Yimtri's body shook. He seemed to strain in keeping himself 
motionless. 


"You dare accuse me of being one of Erebus's clones?" the Sableye 
asked, his words brimming with malice. "You dare to call me one of 
Erebus's willing servants when | have spent twenty years fighting 
against it? After all that | have just described to you through our 
journey in this wretched dungeon? Zeverous... there are no words to 
describe the thoughts | have about your completely delusional belief 
about me. There are no words to describe just how injudicious and 
atrocious your accusation is." 


" You're Erebus's clone. You can't trick me anymore. You dragged us 
down here so that you can kill us because we knew too much about 
you... well not anymore. I'm leaving with Zekra, Terron, and Novus 
and we're going to tell the world the truth." 


" You are horribly deluded, Zeverous. Your words reek of complete 
absurdity. | am not Erebus's clone. | know what | am, and | tell you 
right now that | am not willingly serving that abomination. Take back 
your words right now and see the truth. Stay here with me and help 
me kill Erebus. Don't become deceived by your nonsensical 
accusation. " 


Zeverous snarled as the orb began to glow with a soft light. 
"Escape Orb, ac-" 


A black blur smacked the sphere out of Zeverous's claws, sending it 
careening into the far distance. Zeverous snapped his attention to 
the Sableye to find a single tendril ooze back into Yimtri's shadow. 


"I'm not a clone of Erebus," Yimtri hissed. "Stop thinking that. This is 
what the true Erebus does; it confuses you. It wants to twist 
everything around. It wants you to think that | am the enemy when 
I'm not. It wants to use your grudge against you." 


Zeverous abruptly ripped out the Pokémon embedded in his mane 
and flung them to the ground. He sprang at the Sableye, but as to be 
expected, Yimtri phased into the ground. The Zoroark snarled as a 
light washed over him and soon, he became a Mismagius, eyes 
illuminating brightly as he dove after the Sableye. 


There was a loud scream, and then Yimtri was tossed up out of the 
ground. Zeverous came flying out not far behind him and changed 
back into a Zoroark as he grabbed the bag strapped to the Sableye's 
body. 


"Don't you dare take my Escape Orbs!" Yimtri cried. "You're not 
leaving this dungeon! You're going to help me!" 


The Sableye shot a blob of black energy at the Zoroark from his 
palm. Zeverous flinched as it crashed into his face, but he refused to 
release his hold on the bag. He took his other claw and swiped at the 
bag's front. The bag flew out of Yimtri's grasp, spilling all of its 
contents. Everything plummeted below, most of the supplies being 
various berries, seeds, gemstones, and most importantly, orbs. 
Though no one could tell which orbs were which, Zeverous smiled at 
the sight of the free-falling items. 


All of the supplies slammed into the ground a few seconds later, 
lightly bouncing along the grass before becoming motionless. Nota 
single scratch was upon anything. 


The moment the two Pokémon hit the ground, Yimtri separated his 
shadow from himself, sending it after the fallen items. Then, without 
a second's delay, he leapt at the Zoroark and latched onto his mane 
with his claws. Zeverous screamed as a light fell over him, but Yimtri 
was quick to puncture the Zoroark's back with his sharp claws, 
instantly stopping the illusion. 


Terron, Zekra, Novus, and Chloe could only watch in reluctant 
silence as the two continuously struggled. No one attempted to 
move. 


"Erebus..." Chloe muttered. 


She immediately shot her glance back to the ones behind her, a 
steely resolve shining in her eyes. 


"You don't believe the Zoroark's words, do you?" she snapped, her 
monotone voice now filled with venom. "Do you actually believe that 
the liege is a copy of Erebus?" 


"Well... it would explain why he can do a lot of weird things that other 
Sableye aren't Supposed to be able to do..." Zekra answered quietly. 


"You're letting Erebus delude you too," Chloe spat. "You do not see 
the many problems with the Zoroark's accusation? You do not see 
the many holes in his theory? If he was truly a copy of Erebus, why 
would he actively be fighting against it?" 


"| don't know, as some kind of cover-up!" Zekra cried. "| mean, if he 
wasn't Erebus's copy, why else would he want us to go here so badly 
without a plan? How do you explain that? Nobody is that stupid!" 


Chloe pressed her mouth into a hard line. 


"Because he wants to end this endless reign of terror that Erebus 
has brought upon Shiron," Chloe stated. "He wants to end the 
suffering. You accuse him of not having a plan, but let me tell you 
right now that Erebus will fall when we reach it. There is a plan. Why 
do you think Erebus is toying with us so much right now? Simply 
because it wants to? No, it knows what we are doing and what we 
are capable of." 


She glared directly at the Zorua. 


"When you last came here to Erebus Woods, was it doing all of this 
to you?" she asked. "What did it do to you when you came here 
before? Was it disrupting the dungeon's layout so that you 
completely skipped the second, third, and fourth environments 
entirely? Was it extending the final environment's sector length so 


that it could unnerve you and suck out all your hope? Was it showing 
you memories of your companion so that you would distrust him and 
turn against him?" 


"Well no but... wait, memories?" Zekra realized. "Those things we 
saw in the fog... were memories?" 


"They were. I'm surprised you didn't figure that out sooner, especially 
due to the fact that the liege actually told you what we were seeing 
were his memories." 


"Yimtri didn't say that," Terron countered. "In fact, he refused to 
explain anything to us whenever we asked.” 


"| think you are mistaken," Chloe replied calmly. 

Terron shook his head as he glanced over at the ones beside him. 
"But he did, right you guys?" Terron asked his companions. 

"Yeah, he just said not to worry about whatever's going on," Zekra 
said. "He wouldn't say anything because he was saying it was better 
if we didn't know or something like that." 

"Yes, the very same thoughts are my own," Novus added. 


"See!" Terron cried to the Turtwig. 


Chloe cast them a long stare, her expression becoming blank. A 
grim frown formed on her face seconds later. She subtly pawed at 
the ground, her grimace deepening, as though she were wrestling 
with an unseen pain. 


"That can't be right," she said, seemingly to herself. "That's not what 
he said..." 


There was a loud cry, and everyone looked back to find Zeverous 
holding his arm. There were three long streaks stretching across his 


flesh, bleeding profusely. Yimtri was at a distance, picking himself up 
off the ground with a fatigued scowl. 


"Zev!" Zekra screamed. 


She bolted after the hurt Zoroark. She only managed to bound about 
a foot in distance before Chloe tackled her down. The Turtwig 
stamped her foot right into the side of the Zorua's ribcage, making 
Zekra let out a sharp whine. 


"You're going to fight my liege, aren't you?" Chloe asked. 
"He's attacking Zev!" Zekra cried. 


"Only because your brother is attacking him," Chloe shot back. "I will 
not allow more meaningless conflict ensue. I'm not letting you get 
back up unless you help me calm them down." 


She brought her glance to Terron and Novus. 


"In fact, | need all of you to help me. This is especially because the 
Zoroark is the one who is mostly rampaging. Perhaps the Zorua and 
| could do it ourselves, but | think that having all of you assist me is 
better. The more Pokémon who can convince him to quell his wrath, 
the better our chances will be of him calming down." 


"| don't know... I'm still kind of confused about what to think," Terron 
admitted. "| mean, you bring up good points about why Yimtri can't 
really be Erebus's copy, but that still doesn't explain why he refused 
to explain anything to us..." 


"But he did, Cubone," Chloe stated. "He did warn you of why you 
shouldn't wander into the fog. He told you everything. | don't know 
why you say otherwise, but we can't dwell in that right now. We have 
to stop those two before they do something too reckless." 


"| really don't know what you're talking about when you say he 
explained everything," Terron stated. "Yimtri didn't do that." 


"Yes he did. | heard him explain it very clearly," Chloe snapped. "But 
like | just said, we'll discuss this later. Right now, we have more 
pressing issues to deal with." 


"How are we going to calm them down, though?" Zekra asked. "Are 
we going to have to attack Zev?" 


"If it comes to that, yes." 


Zekra's confused frown quickly twisted into a fierce scowl. Her irises 
filled with an aqua light. 


"Then no way!" 


"| don't think we have a choice in the matter, Zorua. | don't want to 
attack my liege either, but if | have to in order to end this 
meaningless conflict, | will. Though, | do not think we will have to do 
that. | think your words alone should stifle your brother's actions long 
enough for his reason to come back to him." 


“But you still-" 


A dense fog suddenly rolled in and obscured the four's view of the 
conflicting Pokemon. Everyone stopped what they were doing and 
looked at the haze about them. Chloe's gaze darkened as she 
removed her foot from Zekra's side and took a few steps toward the 
fog. Zekra sluggishly got to her feet and rubbed her tender, throbbing 
spot. 


"Of course this has happened,” Chloe hissed. 


"What's with all this fog?" Zekra asked irritably. "It keeps getting in 
our way! What, is it alive or something?" 


"Not quite, Zorua," Chloe answered. "This fog is simply a tool of 
Erebus, just as the denizens are. As you've seen before, it's normally 
used to bring you to see memories of those wandering in this 
particular area. It somehow separates you from the normal part of 


the dungeon and places you in a more surreal area where memories 
can take form and play out before you. Erebus uses the fog as a 
means of distortion and confusion. And sometimes, if the memories 
are painful enough, it becomes a reliable way to break you down so 
you will become easy prey." 


"So what, if we go through the fog again, we'll see more memories?" 
Zekra asked. 


"Possibly," Chloe stated. "Though, | should warn you that there are 
no guarantees that the memories you'll see will only be the liege's. It 
might just be your memories you see if you wander into the fog.” 


The Zorua shirked at the remark. She folded her ears back and 
frowned uncomfortably. 


"Even still, we'll have to go through this fog if we want to reunite with 
the Zoroark and the liege," Chloe then said. "We don't have much of 
a choice. We cannot simply remain here in this false haven." 


Everyone except Chloe exchanged an uneasy glance. Though the 
idea of ending the conflict seemed rather nice, they weren't quite 
sure what to think at the moment. There were far too many confusing 
things floating in their minds for them to have any sort of steady 
conviction. Zeverous's accusation about Yimtri being Erebus's clone 
made sense, and yet, so did Chloe's absolute denial of the 
statement. There simply was no reason Erebus would be tormenting 
them so greatly in his home if Yimtri was truly working for him. And 
yet, if Yimtri was Erebus's copy, then it would explain how so many 
things about his behavior... 


The three couldn't decide what they wanted to believe and found 
themselves at an impasse. 


Chloe suddenly seemed to perk up. She let out a low hiss as she 
crouched low to the ground. Terron and his friends cast her an odd 
glance. 


"What's wrong?" Novus asked her. 
"The denizens are here," she warned. 


The Turtwig snorted as her eyes darted in every direction with an 
almost unnatural speed. 


"Erebus, you really do want to end us, don't you?" she asked, 
ignoring the Cubone's question. "You really don't want us to put an 
end to you." 


As if in reply to her remark, ten blurs shot out of the thick haze and 
sprang at the group. One of them collided into Chloe, instantly 
knocking her back into the fog and far out of the visibility of the 
group. Terron ran after her, but was quickly met by a set of sharp 
claws raking his torso. He let out a hiss as he reflexively tore outa 
club from his coat and swung it at whatever had attacked him. There 
was a shrill scream as the bone slammed into something and sent it 
flying into the fog as well. Terron didn't even get to see what it was. 


He looked to his side to find Zekra and Novus still among him, both 
standing close to one another. The assailants that had surrounded 
them were no longer in sight. Even still, this brought little comfort to 
Terron. He drew close to his friends and together, they formed a tight 
circle. 


"Why isn't Chloe teleporting back to us?" he wondered. "She was still 
wearing the Reunion Cape. She should have been here by now." 


"That same question could be applied to Zeverous and the plagued 
Sableye,”" Novus replied. "They too wore the capes, yet they are not 
among us. Perhaps Erebus has tampered with our items, like you 
had suggested to us earlier." 


"Which means that Erebus is trying to separate all of us," Zekra 
realized. "And that means our capes are useless now. So does that 
mean all of our items don't work anymore? Can we even escape 
from this place? Are we trapped here forever?" 


"Let's not think like that right now," Terron urged. "| mean, our capes 
were working before. It's just that when we got to this place they 
weren't working." 


"That doesn't make things any better, Tear. Because if we really are 
going to battle Erebus here... we need those capes to work." 


"Just don't panic, okay? We can't do that right now. We have to 
focus. We've got to keep an eye out for those things that were 
attacking us. Then after they're gone, we'll go look for Chloe and 
figure out what's wrong with these capes. We can't afford to go look 
for her right now when we've got a bunch of vicious Pokemon 
stalking us. Did you guys see what they were, though?" 


"No, they were moving too fast for me," Zekra said with a shake of 
her head. 


"I'm afraid the same applies for me," Novus stated. "One simply 
managed to strike me with its claws, then it disappeared into the fog 
before | could even catch a glimpse of it. All that | saw was that it 
was a black blur of sorts. Though, it was not Erebus, let me assure 
you that." 


"Tch, of course no one saw what they really were," Terron muttered 
distastefully. 


Terron heard the snow crunch near him. He and his friends tensed 
and brought their gazes to the source of the sound. Not evena 
second later, five blurry figures shot out of the fog and fell upon the 
group. Novus shot a stream of flames at the incoming creatures. Two 
of the figures deftly moved out of the way, but the other three were 
not so fortunate. They immediately caught fire and collapsed onto 
the ground, the flames eating away at their dark flesh. Terron 
recognized the Pokémon to all be Weavile. 


The remaining two Weavile knocked Terron and Zekra onto their 
backs and sent a sharp claw down upon each of them. Terron rolled 
out of the way just in the nick of time before kicking the Weavile's 


ankle and tripping it. The moment it hit the ground, he rammed the 
dull end of his bone into its head. It screeched and flailed for a brief 
second before shooting the Cubone a malicious glare. It let out a 
menacing hiss as it sprayed a small gust of ice shards at the 
Cubone. Terron leapt out of the way, but a few pieces of the ice still 
cut into his jacket's sleeve and flesh. He let out a sharp cry of his 
own as the stinging sensation filled his arm. 


Yet, Terron didn't let his pain falter him too much and sent another 
blow to the Weavile's head. This time, the creature fell silent and 
slumped back into the snow without a sound. Terron couldn't help 
but grin to himself. 


He looked over to find Zekra was still faring against her own 
Weavile. She had transformed into a Mienfoo and was currently 
dodging a flurry of slashes. Despite the creature moving so quickly, 
each strike being nothing but a blur of movement, she somehow 
avoided each and every attack with grace. 


Then, when an opening came, she filled her paw with white energy 
and firmly pressed it into the Weavile's chest. There was a brilliant 
explosion, and then the Weavile flew back into the distance, flying 

away into the haze all around them. Zekra smirked at the sight. 


"Hah! That'll teach you to mess with me!" Zekra proclaimed. 


"Don't get too cocky yet," Terron reminded her. "We've only gotten rid 
of five of those Weavile. There's still five more left, | think." 


"Yeah yeah, | know," Zekra waved dismissively. "I know better. You 
don't have to remind me." 


Terron looked away from her as she crouched onto all fours, ready to 
strike. 


A flurry of icicles suddenly shot out of the fog from all angles and 
sliced into the three Pokémon. Terron hissed as he tolerated the 
burning cold that cut deep into his body. He only had to wait; the 


Weavile would surely leap out of the fog and attack him soon. He 
would be able to end all of this fighting soon. 


But much to his surprise, the storm never ceased. An entire minute 
went by and none of the Weavile had shown their faces. He glanced 
over at Zekra and Novus with grit teeth, finding they too were 
enduring the attack the best they could. Novus's fire burned bright, 
but unfortunately, that did little in stopping the shards from slicing 
into his flesh. His flames couldn't seem to melt the ice. Meanwhile 
Zekra couldn't even change into another form without it being 
interrupted by the endless barrage of attacks. 


"| don't think they're going to come!" Zekra cried. "I think they know 
they we can't beat them if they don't show themselves!" 


"Ugh, why do they have to be able to learn?" Terron grumbled. 
"Let's just get out of here!" Zekra insisted. 


"But they'll attack us if we turn our backs on them! You know how 
smart these things are!" 


"Well it's better than getting cut up or dying of all this cold! And we 
don't even know if it's the Weavile attacking us anymore! It could just 
be the stupid dungeon now!" 


"It's the Weavile! All of this ice is just like the stuff they were firing 
earlier!" 


Zekra shot Terron a glare as her eyes flared. Terron took a step 
back. 


"We're leaving right now, whether you like it or not!" she stated firmly. 
"We are not going to put up with this anymore!" 


She pounced at the Cubone before he could react, knocking him 
down. She then grabbed him by the sleeve of his coat with her teeth 
and swiftly dragged him through the snow. 


"We're going Novus! Come on!" she shouted. 


Terron saw Novus give them an odd glance for just a moment, but 
hurried after them nonetheless. The amount of icicles firing all 
around them increased the closer she got to the fog, but Zekra 
seemed to ignore this as she tightened her grip on the Cubone and 
leapt through the dense haze. 


When the three emerged from the fog, they found themselves at the 
very entrance to Erebus Woods once again, standing among its 
tentacle-like roots and peering into its entrance. Despite the night 
sky being void of its moon, the four were still able to see thanks to 
the fire still burning upon Novus's head. 


Zekra released Terron and glanced over herself. He did the same 
and pulled up his sleeves. Now that he was no longer being 
distracted with attacks, he could see that his arms were covered in 
lacerations, all of them still bleeding. He grimaced as he reached into 
his bag, which had miraculously managed to stay in one piece, even 
if it was shredded to a certain degree. He pulled out a wad of 
bandages and carefully wrapped them around his arms. 


When he had finished tightening the bands, he looked over at his 
friends to find that they too were coated in deep cuts. 


"We're such a mess," Terron cringed. "You guys think we should 
have some Oran berries?" 


"| don't feel that bad," Zekra replied. "Just a little woozy. Maybe we 
should just split one or something. You know, since we're trying to 
save them." 


"What about you, Novus?" Terron then asked his other friend. 


"| am mostly fine, so you do not need to give me any of your berries,” 
he replied. "You and Zekra can simply share that berry amongst the 
two of you. However, | would like to ask if you can give me some of 
your bandages; | would like to cover these bleeding spots." 


Terron nodded as he handed the Quilava the bandage roll. As Novus 
tightened the fabric around him, Terron dug through his supplies until 
he pulled out a single Oran berry. Then, carefully tore it in half and 
handed Zekra one of the pieces. Zekra hastily stuffed the entire fruit 
in her mouth. 


She looked back at the woods that stood before them. The light in 
her eyes started to dull at the very sight of the dungeon. 


"SO, we're back at the entrance of Erebus Woods again," Zekra 
stated quietly after she swallowed the berry down. 


"Well, a memory of it, but yeah," Terron replied. "Don't know of what 
though since there's no one here." 


Zekra stared into the forest for a moment longer before she 
grimaced and turned away. 


"Tear, what do you think we should do?" she asked. 
"What do you mean?" 


"You know, once we get back to Zev. What do we do? Because 
really, | don't know who to believe right now..." 


Terron sighed. He glanced at the fruit in his paw and then took a bite 
out of it. He could already feel his fatigue fading away. 


"I'm not too sure either," he confessed. "| mean, | really do want to 
think that Yimtri isn't working for Erebus. | trusted the guy, after all, 
and | don't want to think that all of that went to waste. And Chloe 
makes a good point about why he isn't Erebus's clone. When | was 
here last time, when we were still in the Aurora Town Fellowship, 
Erebus didn't toy with us that much. Sure, it had these... flesh- 
stealing tentacles in the place Yimtri called Yomi and then our 
emotions started drowning out our reason in another place... but 
those things only happened in a very systematic way. It wasn't 
random like here. It wasn't like Erebus was purposely toying with us. 


More like it wanted to make things worse the further we got, very 
slowly. It didn't throw anything too bad at us right away. Even the 
flesh-stealing tentacles were pretty easy to avoid after a while. 


"But now, it's like Erebus is just throwing its best tricks at us. Like it 
really does want to get rid of us. It's sending swarms after us that are 
constantly trying to separate us, it actually visits us, and then it 
messes up the dungeon so that we get to the very end right away.” 


"Yeah, true," Zekra said with a nod. 


" But that still doesn't explain why Yimtri wanted to get here so badly 
without thinking out a proper plan," Terron then said. "Chloe said he 
had a plan... but what plan? She never exactly said what that plan 
was. | mean, if she really wanted to convince us, she would have 
told us what that plan was. I'm pretty sure she knows what it is. And 
yet, she didn't say anything. Not to mention that | don't get what she 
means when she says that Yimtri explained everything. He didn't say 
anything about any memories. He just said not to worry about it. And 
that's what really makes it hard for me to figure out what to believe." 


Terron and Zekra contemplated in silence, neither having anything 
else to Say. 


"Perhaps we should confront the Turtwig about this," Novus then 
said, making his way over to the two. "! do think it's best to try to gain 
as much information as we can about this. We can make better 
judgments based on that." 


"| thought you didn't trust Yimtri in general," Terron stated as he 
turned to the Quilava. 


"To a degree, yes," Novus admitted. "You don't know how happy | 
would be to escape from this wretched Blight Forest and simply go 
about with my own plan. However, since | see that some part of you 
two do want to stay here and follow that Sableye for whatever 
unimaginable reason, | will try to help you with that. So, if you want 
to find out what you want to do, confront the Turtwig. Ask her to 


explain this plan and perhaps continue to bring up this 
miscommunication that is occurring between all of us and the 
Sableye. See how she reacts. That should provide you with enough 
information to make a decision." 


"Yeah... that seems like a good idea," Terron nodded. "Alright, let's 
go do that. Let's get out of this memory and go find her." 


The three headed toward the fog, but then, before he could enter, 
something caught his attention. He saw something slowly emerge 
from the woods before him. Its stature was small from what he could 
tell, yet he didn't dare underestimate the creature. 


When the darkness of the woods left its body, Terron was surprised 
to find that the creature was not one of Erebus's denizens. It was not 
even Erebus itself; it was a Turtwig Terron Knew too well. Tied 
around her neck by a cord was a glowing, violet gemstone. Terron 
glanced over at Zekra to find the very same necklace still strung 
around her own neck. 


"That's Chloe," Terron realized. "And she's got the Deception Amulet. 
But... why?" 


"Well that's a memory of her, remember?" Zekra stated. "She said 
that the stuff we see might not always be Yimtri's memories. Sooo | 
guess this is one of her memories." 


"Yeah, but why would she have the amulet?" Terron wondered. "I 
mean, she has no use for one; she's not a Zorua or Zoroark or 
anything. And why is she even coming out Erebus Woods? | thought 
she never went inside a dungeon before." 


The false Chloe stopped and looked down at the jewel strung around 
her neck. She lightly touched it with a paw and watched it flare up for 
just a brief second before returning to its dim glow. She continued to 
stare at it with a blank gaze, its light flickering in her eyes. 


" Hey, are you alright?" 


Everyone turned to find a Shuppet drifting out of the empty woods 
nearby the dungeon before it came to the fake Turtwig's side. She 
stared at it fora moment, her gaze remaining dull and lifeless. 


" You are one of the Dusk Mines Fellowship members," she stated in 
a monotone. "You saw me while you were patrolling near here, didn't 
you?" 


The Shuppet staggered back at the remark, but the false Chloe 
remained unfazed. She brought her attention back to the illuminating 
gemstone. Its light seemed to dim just a small bit. 


" How do you know that?" the Shuppet asked, astonished. 


" Your liege is still gone, correct?" she asked, completely ignoring the 
question altogether. 


" Well yes, but how do-" 
" That is all | need to know. Thank you." 


She immediately wandered in the opposite direction of the baffled 
ghost, paying no mind to its questions. The Shuppet swooped in 
front of her in an attempt to block her path. Chloe frowned, but came 
to a stop. 


" Wait, hold on for a second," the Shuppet started to say. "Who are 
you? | mean, from the looks of it, you just escaped from Erebus 
Woods even though it looks like you don't have a single thing on you 
except for that weird necklace. And I've never seen you around here 
before. | don't think you're a Fellowship member." 


"am not a Fellowship member," Chloe answered simply. "However, 
| cannot answer any more of your questions. | have to take care of 
something and you are only hindering my progress. It's something | 
want to take care of as soon as | can." 


" Well sorry, but | can't do that since you're pretty suspicious with 
how-" 


A barrage of leaves sailed out of Chloe's body and instantly sliced 
through the Shuppet. Its ghastly body exploded into a bundle of 
wisps that faded away seconds later. The Turtwig shook her head. 


"| can't have you in my way," she remarked. 


And with that, the Turtwig disappeared into the wilderness, leaving 
Terron and his companions at a loss. 


"Uhhhh | don't get what | just saw," Zekra said. 


"| do not believe any of us do," Novus replied. "It was a rather 
strange memory, if that is what it truly was." 


"Yes, it is, isn't it?" 


The three flinched at the voice. They snapped their heads off to the 
side to find Chloe standing among them once more. However, unlike 
Yimtri when he found them peering upon his memories, she 
remained composed. Almost detached, Terron noted. Like she didn't 
care that they had probably witnessed a part of her life she didn't 
wish to share with others. 


"So... that was one of your memories," Terron said. 


"Yes," she replied simply. "| told you that the memories you would 
see would not all belong to one Pokémon.” 


"But what were you even doing in that memory? | mean, you came 
out of Erebus Woods and you were wearing that amulet and it just 
didn't make any sense at all." 


"| would attempt to explain that memory, but that would be rather 
time consuming. Besides, | do believe there are more important 
things to take care of, now that | have found you three again. So 


come along; we have a conflict to stop. When we end that conflict, I'll 
explain the memory to you." 


The Turtwig turned away from the three and waited by the edge of 
the fog, waiting for them to join her. Terron was stumped by her 
avoidance of the question, but chose not to prod into it further, for he 
remembered he had a more important subject to discuss with her. 


"Chloe, before we go with you, | have a question for you,” Terron 
started to say. 


"| think it can wait," she stated blandly. "There's a more pressing 
matter to deal with at the moment. Questions can wait until that is 
resolved." 


"But it's about that. Chloe, what's Yimtri's plan you're talking about? 
How is he going to beat Erebus?" Terron asked. 


The Turtwig blinked. 
"What does that matter?" she asked. 


"Well it'd make it easier to believe he isn't working for Erebus for 
one," Terron replied. "And you know, it would convince us to actually 
help you. And also, | still don't get what you mean when you say that 
Yimtri told us we were seeing memories. The three of us really didn't 
hear him say that. | don't know how you did and we didn't, but it's 
true." 


The Turtwig cast the Cubone a long stare. Her expression became 
eerily blank as her eyes lowered to the ground. 


"How could they not hear the words?" she asked seemingly no one. 
"It doesn't make any sense. | know what | heard. Unless..." 


Her eyes suddenly widened. 


"Tell me again the exact words you heard from my liege when he 
wasn't explaining that you were seeing his memories," she stated in 


a subdued voice. 

"What?" Terron asked. 

She brought her gaze back to him. 

"Tell me what you heard. | want to know." 

"I'm not going to tell you that until you answer my-" 


" Tell me what you heard Yimtri say," Chloe hissed, her voice 
suddenly unnaturally cold and hostile. 


The Turtwig remained stationary as she shot the Cubone a glare. 
The blades of grass around her seemed to shift on their own, if only 
for a brief moment. 


"... he said a few things, but they were all mostly along the lines of 
‘you don't want to know' and ‘that's not important right now'," Terron 
explained bitterly, resisting a retort. "Kind of like what you're doing 
right now, actually." 


Chloe didn't seem offended by the remark. Her dark gaze faded 
away as she gave a slow nod. 


"So that's how it is," she stated. "You heard those particular words 
come from him..." 


She glanced at the ground and seemed to ponder in something. 


"Soooo you going to tell us about that plan?" Zekra then asked. 
"Because you know, it'd be pretty cool to Know what's going on." 


The Turtwig didn't respond. She only kept her gaze fixed upon the 
grass, eyes glazed over. Zekra stepped closer to the Turtwig. 


"Hello? Did you hear me?" she asked again. 


"Of course." 


The Turtwig raised her head, her eyes glimmering with a strange 
light. 


"Of course what?" Zekra asked. "You going to finally tell us about 
this plan now? And the weird thing about Yimtri saying one thing 
when you claim it's something else?" 


"Forget about the plan. I'll explain it later. Right now, | finally 
understand the true reason behind this pointless conflict and why 
you seem to not hear the liege's words correctly; Erebus is toying 
with you. You are being deceived. All of you are. It is creating 
delusions." 


"Wait what?" Zekra asked, taken aback. 


The Turtwig turned to the fog. She released a sigh and closed her 
eyes, shaking her head. 


"We need to get back to the liege and the Zoroark," she stated. "| 
know what's going on. All of you need to be together so that this 
nonsense can stop and so that you can defeat Erebus. Come with 
me. We've already wasted enough time. The liege and the Zoroark 
have been conflicting long enough; the two might have killed each 
other by now. | can't afford to have either of them dead." 


She turned to the team. 


"Help me stop them," she said. "Stop the meaningless violence and | 
promise in return that | will tell you what you want to know. Make 
your choice right now. Otherwise, | will attempt to stop those two by 
myself.” 


Terron, Zekra, and Novus glanced at each other. They only had to 
look at one another for a brief moment before they nodded in 
unspoken agreement. 


"Fine," Terron replied. "It can't hurt to help you." 


"I'm glad you understand." 


Chloe went into the fog, leaving behind the team without another 
word. They were only separated for a brief second before they were 
teleported outside of the memory and back to the snowy field thanks 
to the Reunion Capes. Yimtri and Zeverous were still clashing, 
having too wandered into the normal part of the dungeon, drops of 
crimson scattered along the white ground. All of the items that had 
previously lined the ground were nowhere in sight. 


" Now!" Chloe screamed. "End this!" 


The Turtwig dashed forward, the snow somehow not slowing her 
down as she closed in on the two. She leapt at the Zoroark, but 
rather than attacking him, she grabbed the back of Yimtri's cape in 
her mouth and tore him off Zeverous. The Sableye fell to the ground 
with a dull thud, spraying up snow everywhere. Zeverous prepared 
to bolt in the presumed direction where Yimtri's shadow had gone, 
but just as he was to dash away, Terron, Zekra, and Novus sprang at 
him from behind and tackled him into the snow. 


Chloe released her hold on the Sableye and jumped onto the 
Zoroark's back before he could get up and clamped her jaw around 
his throat. The trio crawled off the Zoroark, each wearing a grim 
frown upon realizing what they had done. But, they wasted no more 
time in dwelling and looked over at the Sableye, who was sluggishly 
rising to his feet. 


Zekra changed into a Drifblim and wrapped her streamer-like arms 
around the Sableye and shoved him back to the ground. Yimtri 
fought against the binds, but to no effect. 


"Let go of me," he snarled. "Otherwise | will have my shadow come 
back and it will make you do so." 


"Sorry, these are Chloe's orders, not ours," Terron said calmly as he 
pulled out a club from his coat. "And | will Knock you out if | even see 
your shadow coming over. Don't even think about it." 


Yimtri stopped struggling. 

"Wait... Chloe told you to do this?" he wondered. 

"Yes, | did," Chloe stated as she released her hold on the Zoroark. 
"Why...?" he asked. 

Chloe let out a small sigh and shook her head. 


"You're free to release him; there won't be any more hostility among 
us," Chloe then said to Terron and his friends. "I will make sure of it." 


Zekra, though puzzled by the change in directions, didn't hesitate in 
removing her arms from the Sableye as she became a Zorua. Yimtri 
scoffed as he got to his feet and dusted himself off. He made no 
effort to move from his spot as the Turtwig jumped off Zeverous, 
allowing him to also stand up. He let out a low growl and took a step 
forward, but after Chloe shot him an icy glare, he too remained 
where he was. 


"No more violence," she stated. "No more meaningless conflict. | 
finally understand now. | finally understand what is causing this 
unnecessary conflict among the six of us." 


"What are you talking about, Chloe?" Yimtri asked. 


Terron watched the Turtwig take in a deep breath. She glanced at 
the five Pokémon surrounding her, seeing each of their gazes fixed 
upon her. Though varying slightly with each Pokémon, all wanted to 
know what she had to say. She shifted her solemn glance to the 
Sableye. 


"My liege, can you say exactly why we are to not wander into the fog 
that fills this sector?" she asked. 


"Why so?" Yimtri asked unsurely. "I've already said it at least three 
times." 


"To prove something. Now, if you will." 


"Alright," Yimtri said with a reluctant nod. "Very well. We shouldn't go 
to the fog-bound areas because there are many things in that fog 
that you should never see. Many things you don't want to 
know." 


Chloe nodded to herself before looking over at Zeverous. 


"Zoroark, what was the reason that we cannot enter the fog? | want 
you to repeat the liege's exact words.” 


Terron grew a confused scowl at the remark. He wasn't quite 
following Chloe's thought process, but he decided it was best to 
keep quiet and see what would occur. 


"He said 'we shouldn't go to the fog-bound areas because there are 
many things in that fog that you should never see’," Zeverous 
answered. "That's exactly what | heard.” 


"That's not what | said, Zeverous," Yimtri cut in. "I didn't say any of 
that." 


"Yes it was," Zeverous shot back. "Those were the exact words you 
said a second ago." 


"But... they weren't. | didn't say any of those words nor did | even 
think them..." 


Zeverous stopped when he saw that Yimtri's ever-present frown was 
no longer filled with bitterness and hostility. It was confused now. 
Anxious. Zeverous's own malicious stare became a puzzled one. 


"Wait... you're not making that up. You're not lying right now..." 


"And there is the true, underlying cause of the conflict," Chloe then 
said, stepping between the two Pokémon. "The liege did not say 
what you thought he said, Zoroark. What he actually said was 
‘pecause the fog is filled with memories that will distract you and 


quite possibly keep you trapped in them.' That is what he said, and 
yet you heard something completely different. 


"You see, I've figured it out. Erebus has been obfuscating your 
words, my liege. It has been making it so that no one hears the 
words that you truly mean whenever you attempt to explain anything. 
It has been doing this to turn all of us against each other." 


Everyone became stunned by the remark. Chloe kept her 
composure as she closed her eyes and shook her head. 


"| should have seen it," she stated distastefully. "| should have seen 
all was not right and question it. But no, | did not and it almost led to 
you two killing each other. | truly should have realized what Erebus 
was doing this; we are in its home after all. But, | never thought it 
would try to tear everyone apart with paranoia. | thought it would use 
more surreal means, like it always does..." 


No one said anything as they contemplated in silence. And then, 
after what seemed to be an eternity, someone finally spoke. 


"So this whole time... you weren't trying to keep us in the dark," 
Zeverous said to Yimtri. "You weren't trying to lure us down here so 
we could all get plagued. Your words were just being changed." 


The Sableye stood still for a moment, his gemstones illuminating 
dimly. His claws remained at his side, dripping fresh blood into the 
snow by his feet. 


Then, he released a long sigh. A tired one. 


"No, | never was," Yimtri replied. "I always have, and always will, be 
fighting against Erebus with every fiber of my being. Every waking 
moment of every day. | never want to see the day where | succumb 
to Erebus permanently. | would much rather die than watch myself 
become so corrupt. That's why I've worked so hard all of these 
years, never ceasing or wavering. That's why I've been so bent on 
defeating Erebus now that I've been given this chance to finally 


defeat it after so long. It was why | acted so rashly and foolishly 
rushed each of you here when we should have taken the time to 
prepare, among other things.” 


The Sableye brought his claws close to his face. 


"And yet, you still accuse me of being a clone of that twisted 
creature... such an ironic thing it is. But | suppose that is my own 
fault. Such is the life of Erebus's resilient puppet. Everyone sees you 
as the evil doer, but in reality, you are doing all you can to stop what 
no one else can..." 


He laughed bitterly as he curled his claws inward. Yimtri's shadow 
then emerged from the horizon and came to the team, holding 
several items in its grasp. It set each of the items upon the ground 
before reconnecting to the Sableye. He sighed as he lowered his 
claws and went to his bag that sat near the items. 


"| was wrong. You're not Erebus's copy." 


Yimtri stopped. He turned to find Zeverous staring at him. The 
malicious glint that always seemed present in his eyes when faced 
with the Sableye was no longer there; there was only solemnness. 


"You're not Erebus's copy... because despite all of the messed up 
things you've done," Zeverous sighed, "you had a good reason. You 
did it for the better of everybody, even if nobody saw it that way. 
Even if / never saw it that way because | never let go of what your 
actions ended up doing to me..." 


"Are you forgiving me?" Yimtri asked. 


"Well | don't think | can ever get over what you've done... but | finally 
get that you're not totally evil. You're questionable and you're such a 
pain just about all the time with your bitter and callous attitude, but 
you have good intentions. You're trying to do the right thing. And 
that's why you can't be Erebus's copy; because you're clearly 


working against Erebus's goals. | get it now. | get it, now that Erebus 
isn't playing with us anymore. I'll stop fighting against you." 


For the longest time, Yimtri said nothing. He only kept his blank stare 
on Zeverous as he remained motionless. Everyone surrounding the 
two of them kept the silence as well. 


Then, he turned away. 

"Thank you." 

The Sableye picked up his bag and carefully stuffed all of the items 
into it. Zeverous sighed as he got to his feet and brushed himself off. 
Terron, Novus, and Zekra rejoined the group, feeling that the tension 
in the air had completely faded away. 


| feel... actual synergy between everybody now. Terron thought. Like 
we're not just a bunch of random Pokémon working together 
anymore. It's more... unified now. 


Maybe now... we can actually defeat Erebus, now that no one is 
working against each other. Maybe we really can win this. 


Terron smiled to himself. 


Now to ask Chloe about what's going on with that plan and that 
weird memory | saw. 


He turned to her and began to phrase the question in his mind. 


" And so you have finally seen through my traps and have 
decided to work together." 


Terron's blood ran cold. 
No... Oh god no... 


A swarm of massive, black tentacles sprang out of the snow all 
around the six, waving wildly in the air. They coiled around the 


group's bodies and pinned them to the ground, burying them in the 
thick snow. 


" You understand now. You understand what my intentions 
were. You are now unified because you understand my ways." 


The six looked toward the barren center of their circle to find Erebus 
among them, a vaguely formless mass of darkness hovering a few 
inches above the ground. Wisps streamed from its head and 
shoulders. A single, blue eye emerged from the blackness of its 
body. It looked upon each of the struggling Pokémon, the eye 
glimmering eerily. 


Terron's heart shattered in despair. He fought against the binds that 
held him, but it was to no avail. The tendrils held him fast, not even 
letting him move an inch. The same could be said for the ones 
surrounding him. 


Novus ignited his body in a frenzy, consuming the tendrils holding 
him in its wake. Yet, they did not deteriorate as Novus had hoped. In 
fact, it seemed as though the tendrils weren't even being burned 
away. The flames continued to flicker and seemed to grow along 
their dark masses, but they were not reduced to ash. Somehow, the 
tendrils were able to stay aflame without being harmed. 


" How fortunate that there is no longer quarrel among you. I 
wondered if you were able to do such. But I'm afraid that's not 
enough. You still don't understand everything." 


Yimtri snarled as his form began sinking into the ground. However, 
he had only managed to submerge himself about halfway through, 
when the tendrils ripped him out of the grass and tightened their grip 
on him. He grimaced as he struggled to raise an arm and fired a 
Shadow Ball at the creature, but Erebus avoided it with a swift move 
to the side. 


"fam sorry, but you cannot fight me. Not like this." 


The tendrils holding the Sableye coiled around his arms, completely 
rendering it still. Everyone else's bindings were quick to do the 
same. 


Zeverous's body rippled with a white light, and then the next thing 
everyone knew, there were twenty of him surrounding Erebus. The 
many copies hissed in unison as five sprang at the bound Pokémon 
while the remaining ones flew toward Erebus. They sliced apart the 
tendrils holding the five with their claws, freeing them and allowing 
them to scamper to their feet. The remaining Zeverous clones dug 
their claws into the corrupt creature. 


Erebus did not scream. It didn't even flinch. 
" That sadly will not work on me." 


The shadowy creature vanished in an instant, the false copies of the 
Zoroark doing the same. The six Pokemon tensed as a swarm of 
about fifty Erebus suddenly surrounded them, all an exact copy of 
the other. The frightened ones backed up against one another, 
trembling at the sight. 


Then, all at once, each of the copies leapt at the group. Darkness 
covered the six as the many Erebus completely obscured their 
vision. 

"Come with me to my true home. There you will understand." 


The last thing they saw were the many soulless eyes of Erebus 
before they went under. 


Please Stop 


X 
Chapter 49 


Please Stop 


It was cold. It was so cold and dark. 


Terron wanted to open his eyes and see what was happening. He 
wanted to know where he was. But he couldn't. His eyes felt so 
heavy, and his body similarly so. Like he was made out of lead. 


Wake up. 


The cold vanished. The weight bearing down upon his body melted 
away. The darkness gave way to light. 


It was the dead of night again, the moon shining brightly high above 
him in the star-covered sky. He looked to his side and was quick to 
find that he rested upon a grassy hillside. A soft breeze blew past 
him, causing the many blades of grass to wave back and forth along 
the slope. He slowly sat up and looked around, finding that there was 
nothing around him for miles but more endless hills. 


The field of snow, Erebus, and all of his friends were nowhere to be 
found. The world felt empty. And yet, despite this, Terron didn't feel 
alone. He actually felt at peace. 


Where am |? What is this place? And where did everybody go? 


Terron stood up and climbed the hill until he reached the very top. 
Even more hills greeted him, but this time, he also spotted a lake in 
the near distance. It appeared rather small from where he stood, but 
he knew it was probably much larger. 


| wonder if everybody's there... hmm. Maybe | should try calling out 
to them first. | mean, | am pretty high up. 


Terron took in a deep breath, but was quick to find a small problem: 
no oxygen was entering his lungs. He stopped and looked at his 
mouth... only to find that he had no longer had one. Terron quickly 
looked over himself, fearing the worst. 


He found that no longer had a body. He was now, seemingly, nothing 
but a disembodied spirit with absolutely no form. He was simply a 
wayward soul wandering along these hills. 


It didn't take Terron long to piece together what was happening. 


Am I... dead? Is this the spirit world? Did Erebus kill me and 
everyone else? 


Terron felt an unnatural chill come over him at the thought. It took 
him a moment to realize what the sensation was. 


No, I'm not dead. | can still fee! emotions. | can still feel scared. If 
you die... you don't feel emotions anymore. Yeah. 


Yet, even as he thought this, the dread filling his formless being 
continued to course through him. Terron found himself reaching for a 
persona he could no longer touch or even had. 


Can't calm myself down anymore. Great. 


Terron glanced at the lake once again, seeing the moonlight sparkle 
off its crystal surface. Terron felt the cold spread through him further. 


| guess I'd better get to the lake. Not like | can do anything else. 
Maybe I'll get lucky and I'll find something there. Maybe... 


The former Cubone made his way down the hill. He didn't know how 
he was moving. It certainly felt as though he were walking as he 
normally would with his physical body, but he wasn't sure how that 
was possible when he no longer had legs. 


Maybe | really do have a body, but it's just invisible or something. | 
mean, if | really didn't have a body, I'd be floating through the air or 
something like that. 


With this thought, he made the motion to move one of his seemingly 
nonexistent hands and reached to touch his head. 


He felt nothing. If Terron still had teeth, he would have grit them 
together. 


I'm not dead. I'm not dead. This has a perfectly good explanation. | 
can walk obviously... even if | can't feel the grass under my feet. And 
| can still feel emotions... which I'm pretty sure you can only feel 
when you're alive. | think. | mean, why would you still have feelings 
when you're dead? They come from the heart... which probably still 
goes with you when you die despite what Yimtri says and... Uggggh. 
No. No! I'm not dead! Erebus wouldn't kill me! 


Terron pushed the thought out of his mind as he picked up his pace. 
Within a few minutes, he made it to the lake he had seen from the 
hilltop. It was a reasonably large lake, surrounded by the endless 
grass all around it with a few trees sprouting out of the ground here 
and there. The surface rippled gently as the wind blew through the 
area. 


And yet, no one was in sight. Terron wanted to release a sigh. 
Alright, | can't really talk. But, maybe everyone is around here and 
they're invisible just like me. And maybe they can hear me if I try 
"screaming" at them. Yeah. 


Terron fixed his gaze upon a tree that stood on the other side of the 
lake. 


Hello? Are any of you guys here? If you guys can hear me, say 
something! Please! 


There was no response. Only a low howl in the wind was present. 
Terron did the motion of shaking his head and looked up into the full 
moon above. 


What did Erebus do to me? Did it send me to some weird part of 
Erebus Woods that nobody knows about? This "true home" it was 
mentioning right before | passed out? What does that even mean? 


It is where | am forced to dwell when | cannot be with you. 


The monotone, almost lifeless voice completely eradicated all of 
Terron's thoughts. 


Terron would have flinched if he could. He frantically looked around 
him, trying to spot where the voice had come from. Eventually, he 
found something hovering near the edge of the lake not far from 
where he stood. It appeared to be an indistinguishable, colorless 
apparition of sorts, floating a few feet off the ground. Somehow 
Terron knew it was staring at him despite the fact that the creature 
had no eyes. 


Terron instinctively reached for a bone club, but was quick to 
remember that he was stripped of his weapons and that he had 
nothing to grasp a bone with. He let out a frustrated growl at the 
realization, yet made no other attempts to move. He knew he 
couldn't outrun the creature; he could only wait in anticipation for the 
inevitable. 


Much to his surprise, the creature remained stationary. 


And now you are here in this place. You have been dragged 
down here and now you are separated from everyone... 


Terron thought he saw the phantom turn its head away from him and 
gaze into the pool of water. He heard it sigh, as if out of sadness. 
Though this greatly perplexed him, he didn't bother to question it. He 
had far more important questions to ask. 


What exactly is here? Have you seen some other Pokémon around 
here? 


This is the world | am forced to call home now. It is a 
deceptively peaceful prison that has now become your own 
prison. 


Prison? What do you mean this Is a prison for you? 


It is exactly as you think it means. You and your friends have 
been brought down here to my prison. | truly wish you were 
never brought here, but it seems that was not allowed to 
happen. 


The phantom looked back at Terron and then held out what Terron 
assumed was a hand toward him. 


If you want to escape from this prison, you will need to find the 
ones who were trapped down here with you. | know where they 
are and | will surely lead you to them. Find them and this 
nightmare of yours will end. | promise you that it will. So come. 
Come here and | will give you all of the aid | can provide in my 
current state. 


Terron found himself unable to move. He kept his gaze fixed upon 
the strange being as several thoughts ran through his mind at once. 
He wasn't sure if the creature was able to hear each of those 
thoughts, given that the creature seemed to be able to hear his 
thoughts earlier, even if he had never intended them to be private 
thoughts. 


He only directed one thought at the apparition. 
Who are you? Are you Erebus? 


The creature paused. Terron thought he saw it tremble for just a brief 
second. 


! am not the creature you call Erebus. | used to be someone in 
days of long ago, but now, |! am no one. 1! am nothing. You will 
be the same if you do not break free from this prison. The one 
called Erebus will ensure that the blight will completely merge 
with your soul. Then, you will be whisked away to the 
Primogenitor and you will become a puppet just like myself. | 
beg of you to come with me if you wish to avoid that fate. Come 
with me before Erebus finds you Iurking in this prison. 


Terron stared at the phantom in complete silence. It stared back and 
though it seemed to remain calm, Terron could feel a strange tension 
rising off its form. There were absolutely no clues that it was feeling 
that way, but somehow, Terron knew that it wanted him to hasten in 
his decision. 


The moment he realized that, he suddenly felt the urge to follow this 
creature. It was an irresistible, powerful urge that immediately took 
control of his being. He couldn't stop himself as it propelled him 
forward to the apparition and made him stop right before it. 


| knew you would understand. 


The creature reached down and grabbed what Terron believed was 
his hand. He flinched at the strange being's ability to actual touch 
him, but before he could bother to say anything, the creature leapt 
straight into the lake, taking him with it. The water's surface didn't 
even break as they disappeared deep into the dark depths. 


When Terron came to his senses again, he found himself hovering 
high above Dusk Mines far into the night, as if viewing everything like 
he were in a dream. He tried to look away from the sight of the base, 
but found that he couldn't even move. He was completely paralyzed 
and could only remain motionless. 


He decided to call out to the only one he could. 


What's going on? How'd | get here? 


But the creature who had been with him did not answer. Instead, a 
familiar Sableye emerged from the base's entrance. Terron was 
about to call out to him, but then, he saw the cape. He saw how it 
was not as tattered as it always was since the day the Cubone met 
the Sableye. 


That's not Yimtri; this is just another memory. But why? Why am | 
seeing these? I'm not in that part of Erebus Woods anymore... 


The false Yimtri took a deep breath as he started to walk toward the 
forest surrounding the area. But just as he was about to disappear 
once more, a Leafeon emerged from the entrance. Yimtri stopped 
and faced the grass-type as it came toward him. 


" My liege, where are you going?" it asked him. 


He gave it a long stare, his eyes dimly flickering. Then, he looked 
away. 


" Leaving,” he answered hollowly. 


" Leaving? What do you mean?" the Leafeon asked. "You mean like 
going on a walk, right?" 


"| wish I could say that, but no. I'm leaving Dusk Mines." 
The Leafeon's jaw dropped open, but Yimtri's gaze didn't falter. 


" What do you mean you're leaving us?!" it demanded. "You're our 
leader! You can't!" 


" Correction. | was your leader. But, not anymore. With Draven and 
Zar with Erebus now... | have no reason to stay anymore. I've tried 
for these past few days now to lead by myself, and it's become very 
clear that | am not fit for the role of a leader when I'm... the way |!am 
now. Perhaps if Erebus hadn't infected me, I'd stay. But with my mind 
so full of these terrible things that never stop... | just can't." 


" So you're just going to leave us all alone without you then?!" the 
Leafeon cried. 


" No, | wouldn't do something that heartless. | left someone else in 
charge. In the morning they'll tell everyone of the change in 
leadership and then everything will go as if nothing has changed and 
! will be no more..." 


" But my liege!" 


" They will lead you well. I've known them since | joined the Pledge 
Mountain Fellowship. They are competent enough and aren't 
infected, much unlike myself. | left all of you in good hands. You 
have no reason to worry." 


" But it's you who's supposed to lead us! The Pledge Mountain 
Fellowship called you to be our leader for a reason! They knew you 
were one of the best Pokémon out of all the four thousand Pokémon 
they had and chose you to lead us! You're just going to forget about 
that?!" 


Yimtri gave a deep sigh and shook his head. 


" They didn't call me," he spoke wearily. "They called me, Draven, 
and Zar. They called the three of us because they knew we worked 
so well together and that together, we could lead an entire 
Fellowship without any problems. But they're both gone and now, 
that synergy is gone. It's just me now. My superiors asked for a team 
to lead Dusk Mines, not a single Pokémon. By myself, | am no 
leader. 


" Besides, | am infected. Any hope that | might have made a good 
leader is gone now that Erebus has begun turning me into a Plagued 
One. | am becoming the very creature we're supposed to be fighting. 
Tell me: do you want a Plagued One as your leader?" 


The Leafeon became stiff at the remark. It opened its mouth to say 
something, but nothing came. It was fixed in its state of stupor, its 


eyes locked onto the Sableye in disbelief. 


" Goodbye. May you find a way to stop the Plagued Ones without 
me." 


The Sableye said no more. He melted into the ground and became a 
shadow before speeding away into the empty forest before him. The 
Leafeon could do nothing but watch him leave, its eyes trembling. 
Then, it turned back into the Fellowship, crying silently as it left 
Terron alone. 


Terron suddenly found himself standing in a forest filled with barren 
trees that were covered in strings. Each of these strings had dozens 
of papers tied to them, each with a strange inscription written upon 
them. 


He did not need to think long to realize where he was. 
This is the Yomi part of Erebus Woods. Why am | back here? 


That is because this prison is composed of several different 
areas, some of which are manifested into Erebus Woods. 


Terron turned to find the strange creature from earlier was hovering 
right beside him, staring at him. 


What are you talking about? 


This prison has many locations scattered about it. They seem to 
be endless from what I have gathered during my long stay here. 
Just when it seems that you have discovered every area of this 
world, anew one manages to appear. Erebus created Erebus 
Woods by using some of the locations of this prison and made 
them the different environments. Venture far enough through 
this prison, and you will find all six different locations of the 
woods here. 


Wait, so Erebus Woods... is just a place that's got fractions of this 
weird place we're in? 


Yes. Erebus Woods and this prison are very similar to one 
another in that they are both worlds Erebus created and will 
trap Pokémon in them. In some ways, Erebus Woods and my 
prison are the very same thing... 


Tear? Is that you? 


Terron's eyes widened the moment he heard the new voice. It was 
quiet, as if the one calling out to him was a far distance away, but he 
was quick to recognize who was speaking to him. The phantom 
silenced itself as Terron felt an overwhelming eagerness come over 
him. 


Yeah, it's me, Zekra! Where are you? 


Tear! Umm uhh, | don't really know actually... well | mean, | do, but 
I'm not next to anything that different from everything else. And plus, 
you can't exactly see me for some reason sooo... 


Wait, you're invisible too? 


Yeah, | think so. But don't worry, we're not dead. I'm pretty sure that 
we're alive and we just had weird stuff happen to us. Weird stuff that 
Erebus did to us... 


Well | know we're not dead. | mean, | bet the spirit world wouldn't 
look like Erebus Woods. We're in some kind of weird prison from 
what | was told. | mean, | don't really get it either, but that's what's 
going on. 


Who told you that? 


This... thing | ran into somewhere. It brought me here and... wait. 
Ah, | know how you can find me! Do you see this weird figure floating 
around here? 


Ummm... yeah! | do! It's what looks like a colorless wisp, right? 
Yeah, that's it. I'm right next to it. 
Alright, give me a second. 


Silence soon followed. Terron could only assume that Zekra was 
making her way toward him. As he waited, he glanced over at the 
spectator, who seemed to be staring off vacantly into the distance. 


Do you have something | can call you by? Because it just feels really 
weird and demeaning to keep calling you "it". 


! do not want to be called by anything. You may keep referring 
to me as "it". | will not mind. 


Are you sure? 


Yes. | have no name. | never did since the day | left my egg. I 
saw no reason to have one, so | remained nameless. Now, | find 
that | do not need a name even more so. | am no one now. | do 
not exist anymore. | am nothing but a shadow. A shadow does 
not need a name. 


If you Say SO... 


The creature nodded in silence. Terron only continued to stare at it, 
becoming increasingly perplexed by its words. It glanced at him for a 
brief moment before looking away once more. Terron thought he saw 
a strange glimmer of unease across its blank face. But, it was quick 
to vanish as it looked down at the ground right before it. 


I'm right in front of that weird figure, Tear... wherever you are. What 
is this thing anyway? 


I'm by its right side. And this is... well | don't know what it is actually. 
But it's been helping me out. 


Wait, you mean this thing talks and stuff? | thought it was just a 
piece of scenery for this weird place we're in. 


No, |! am not. | am a living creature, just like you. 
Terron heard Zekra let out a gasp and figured that she backpedaled. 


Oh... um, sorry then. | guess | just didn't think there was anything 
living around here. But, do you know what this place is, umm... 
whatever your name is? 


| have no name. You do not need to call me anything. But as for 
your question, this is my prison | was thrown into by the 
Primogenitor. It is within a part of Erebus Woods most cannot 
reach unless Erebus whisks them there. 


Well, why would Erebus wanna do that to us? 
Because... 


The figure suddenly tensed. For just a brief second, Terron saw its 
face flash before him before it faded back into a vague blankness. In 
that one moment, he saw one of the creature's eyes. It had been 
frozen wide, the black, slit-like irises dilated to the extremes. 


Are you okay? 

It is here. 

What's here? 

" There you are." 


Terron felt a chill completely consume him as the familiar voice 
echoed all around him. He slowly turned around, knowing he would 
regret his decision. He found that he had been right. Hovering a few 
feet away from the three was the shadow that he came to know as 
Erebus. He backed away from the sight and hoped that Zekra had 
done the same. 


" And so I've managed to find you two. | wondered how long it 
would take me to find at least one of you after you were brought 
here. | thought it would take much less time than this, 
especially since | did not consider that you would split up." 


Its gaze fell directly upon the phantom among the children. The one 
eye upon its face seemed to darken. The creature beside the 
children did nothing in return, choosing only to return the glare with 
what Terron could assume was a blank stare. 


"| should have suspected that I'd find you among these 
Pokémon. You're still trying to save them, aren't you?" 


Yes. 


"| see. You realize why this is pointless though, don't you? | 
think you forget where we are. | think you forget what has 
happened to the Pokémon since they were brought here to our 
world. You must know why they can't leave so easily. Your plan 
is futile. All of your plans have been and always will be." 


The phantom said nothing in return. It simply hovered in place, 
remaining motionless. Terron looked over at the monstrous creature 
before him as questions rose in his mind. Though an uncomfortable 
feeling seemed to build in what he knew to be his stomach, he 
forced the words out of his head. 


Erebus... what is this place? What did you do to us? 


Erebus's gaze fell upon him. Terron could have sworn that he saw it 
its eyes glimmer with a powerful malice; a malice it always seemed 
to lack in its voice and appearance whenever he encountered the 
creature. 


" This is a special realm of Erebus Woods; a place where | can 
rip your spirit out of your body and have you wander around for 
all eternity if | truly please. | do not normally bring anyone here, 
but you're an exception because quite simply, | am tired of 


dealing with you. | surely thought your group would fall the 
moment I made each of you believe that the Sableye was 
working for me. But then she interfered and ruined everything." 


So you mean... we're dead? Is that why | can't feel anything? 


You are not dead. Do not fret about that. You may be separated 
from your mortal body, but you are not dead. Erebus only 
wrapped each of you in its grasp and had each of your souls 
wander through its mind. Think of this as a large dream that 
Erebus has trapped each of you in and it being the one who 
controls all aspects of that dream. You can still break free and 
return to your body if you metaphorically wake up. 


Terron wasn't sure what to make of the information, but he at least 
felt some dread leave him. He was not dead; he was still alive and 
there was a way to get his body back. 


Erebus's eye seemed to narrow. 
" You know that telling him that will not help." 
It will not right now. But it will in time. 


The apparition suddenly grabbed Terron and Zekra and held them 
tight in its hands. Then, before the two could say anything, the 
creature sank into the ground, taking the two of them with it. They 
clawed at the air for freedom as they sank into the dirt, but it was to 
no avail. The last thing they saw was Erebus diving after them, its 
eye glimmering with an eerie, ethereal light. 


Terron couldn't see anything. Nothing but darkness filled the world 
around him, as if he had been sucked into a void of pure 
nothingness. He wasn't even sure whether he was standing or 
simply floating in the air. 


Before he could make much more sense of what was happening, a 
light slowly began to manifest before him. He squinted his eyes as 
he watched the light form into a vague figure, gaining more and more 
of a humanoid shape with each passing second. 


"| do not understand why you thought you could hide this." 


Terron shuddered at the voice. Though he couldn't recognize whose 
voice it was, something about it brought a sense of familiarity to him. 
Something was familiar in its garbled, forced voice, as if merely 
speaking were an entirely foreign concept to the creature... 


"| do not accept this." 


The figure standing near the former Cubone suddenly contorted, 
bending in ways that Terron knew were not physically possible. He 
watched in disgust as its body reverted into a blob, its shrill cries 
sounding painfully in his nonexistent ears. 


" No! | will not let you hurt him!" 


Another voice screamed this with desperation, a voice that Terron 
actually recognized. 


That's... Chloe's voice. But why am | hearing her voice? What's even 
going on? 


The light covering the shapeless figure's body brightened as a loud 
ripping sound filled the air. Then, in one quick motion, the being was 
torn into two, both of the halves collapsing in heaps near each other. 
Their screams immediately ceased. The two now had humanoid 
forms, both of similar size and stature. And yet, Terron couldn't tell 
what they were, for they were obscured by the surrounding 
darkness. 


One of the beings was lifted off the ground by an unseen hand, and 
with a flash of light, the being vanished instantly. The other being 


remained where it was, the blackness slowly peeling itself off the 
body. Terron felt numb the moment he saw the face of the creature. 


It was a mask-less Cubone. 
"You hid the child." 


" And you will never find him. | will make sure of it. You can try to 
look through my mind, but you will not find him. He is safe from you. 
You cannot hurt him." 


"The same cannot be said for you and the one left." 


Terron couldn't even flinch as Chloe's blood-curdling screams shook 
the void. He could only let his mind remain frozen as he felt himself 
get pulled back into the darkness by cold claws. 


Tear! Stop zoning out like that! 


Terron felt his vision return to him, allowing him to see that he was 
standing in the outskirts what appeared to be a long abandoned city. 
The paint of the many buildings was peeling off and seemed to be 
tainted into a sickly color. A few vines grew along the walls, some 
crawling into the windows while others seemed to actually dig into 
the building's mass, penetrating the walls. 


Once again, he found the apparition beside him and presumed Zekra 
was also with him. Erebus was thankfully nowhere in sight. The 
phantom's form seemed less transparent now and slightly darker, but 
Terron couldn't tell what the creature was supposed to be. Even still, 
the detail was not important to him; he had more pressing matters on 
his mind. 


He made the motion of his clenching his hands as he looked down at 
the cracked, stone road he found himself standing upon. 


Why did | see myself just now? Who were those voices? 


What are you talking about? 


That... vision we just saw. You know, there were two voices and 
there was this creature that got split in half. And how one of those 
halves was a Cubone? That Cubone was me... it looked just like 
me... 


There was a pause. 


Tear... that's not what | saw. What | saw was you, me, and Novus 
back in Aurora Town after the Plagued Ones took everybody. | saw 
us getting kicked out of the Fellowship. 


... You didn't go to some weird void? 
No. Not really... 


Terron was certain that he would have been hyperventilating if he 
could. He clutched what he could only assume was his head as his 
thoughts raced through his mind erratically. He turned to the only 
visible one of the group. It stared back at him. 


What's going on? Why aren't Zekra and | seeing the same things? 


Because no one here sees the same vision as the others. Each 
Pokémon witnesses a different vision than the other. 


And why's that? 


| have no explanation for why that is. | only know that every 
Pokémon sees a different memory than the others. Perhaps it Is 
a design of Erebus to confuse those who dwell here. 


So that Cubone | saw then... that was me... that was me before | got 
amnesia... 


Well wait, Tear. You don't know that. That could have been some 
other random Cubone for all you know. | mean, you're not the only 
Cubone in the world. 


But that Cubone... | don't know, but there was just something about 
it. It looked just like me. | know all Cubone look the same, sort of, but 
that one just really looked like me at one point. | was... split in half? 
Was | part of another creature or was something just torn out of me? 
Is that how | got amnesia? Will finding that part that got ripped out of 
me have my memories? 


What did the other thing that got torn out look like anyway? 


| don't know; | didn't see it. It was too dark. But, | know it kinda had a 
similar body structure to me. Maybe not exactly the same, but it was 
pretty much the same idea. 


! think you should worry about that later. Erebus is searching 
for you at this moment and we have to find your friends. 
Though your matter seems pressing, it is best to ponder in it 
when you are no longer trapped in Erebus's world. 


Yeah... | guess. But I'm curious: why are you helping us out? 


The phantom paused, as if it had not expected the question. It 
tapped what could be assumed was its hand against its side as it 
seemed to ponder. 


! am helping you so that you may escape this nightmare. | do 
not want you to become corrupted. It is a fate | want you to 
avoid. It is a fate | want all creatures to avoid. | do not want what 
you call the plague to consume the world. That is why I help 
you. 


Neither Terron nor Zekra had anything to say to the remark. The 
being only looked away and quietly drifted towards the ruined town. 


! sense two of your companions within here. | do believe it is 
best to find them before Erebus comes once more. It is still 
searching for you. 


It wandered a few more feet away before stopping and turning back 

at the two children. Terron and Zekra, though unaware of where the 

other was, both made their way toward the figure. When they came 

near it, the ghostly creature continued on its way with the two trailing 
close behind. 


Within a few minutes, the creature stopped, causing Terron and 
Zekra to do the same. Then it suddenly darted to the side, stopping 
beside a building. 


You do not need to attack me, Quilava and Zoroark. |! am not 
Erebus. 


Terron heard a loud huff that he recognized to be Novus's voice. 


If that's so, then what exactly are you? | do not believe there are any 
other creatures here other than Erebus. 


! will tell you the same thing | told your Cubone and Zorua 
friends: 1am no one. | am nothing but a mere shadow of 
someone from long ago. 

Wait. Zekra and Terron are with you? 

Terron knew that voice to be Zeverous's. He was about to speak, but 
then the apparition motioned its hands at both him and what he 
assumed to be Zekra. 


Yes, they are right there. They are just as you are; invisible to all 
those who are not me and Erebus. 


Terron thought he heard something moving in the still air. 
Terron? Zekra? 
It was Novus's voice. He was very close to the former Cubone now. 


Yeah, it's us. You both here with us now? 


Yeah, we are. You guys alright? 


We're alright, | guess. Well, other than the fact that we're kind of 
invisible and stuff. 


The same applies for the two of us. We were here together and we 
too found ourselves invisible. While nothing rather alarming has 
happened to us, it still perplexes me as to how we cannot feel 
anything and appear to be nothing but lingering souls. 


Terron didn't dare mention the fact that they were nothing but spirits 
wandering through Erebus's mind from how the creature described 
it. He didn't need to startle his reunited companions right now; they 
needed to escape as quickly as possible. He turned to the phantom 
to find that it still Kept its distance from the group. 


Alright, so we found Novus and Zev. Can you take us to Yimtri and 
Chloe now? They're the only ones we haven't found yet. 


Yes, of- 


The creature flinched before it suddenly collapsed onto the ground. It 
shuddered as it pushed its hands off the barren soil and seemed to 
pant. It took one of its claws and dug it into the side of its head as 
strange, incomprehensive whispers escaped its mouth. 


Are you okay? 


The creature released its claw from its head. It remained motionless 
for just a moment, as if it had just woken up from a daze, and then 
slowly picked up itself up. 


! am fine. Apologies. Erebus, it was... 
The creature shook its head. 


Never mind. It is not a concern when we have found almost all 
of your friends. 


The phantom glided over to the group and bent down, holding out 
both of its hands to the four. 


Come along. 
Yeah, it's alright, you guys. We can trust it. 
You're fairly certain about that? 


Yeah. It brought me to Zekra without hurting me, and it brought both 
of us to you guys as well. We'll be fine. 


And it saved us from Erebus too, so there's that. 

It did? 

Yeah... Erebus came and it started talking to us and- 

Please do not waste any more time. We need to go now. 
Terron glanced up into the creature's face. Though he couldn't see 
its eyes, he thought he saw a glimmer of a single emotion he knew 


well: desperation . 


When he saw this, he hastily placed his hand in the phantom's. 
Seconds later, the creature curled its claw around his and hopefully 
everyone else's. The desperation vanished as it slowly sank into the 
ground. 


Soon. Soon this nightmare shall end... 
Please end this nightmare for me. | beg of you... 
Terron was once again in the ice-covered field that was known as the 


last sector of Erebus Woods. He couldn't feel the snow beneath his 
feet. 


Alright, time for more weird memories. Let's get this over with. This 
should be the last one if Yimtri and Chloe are together. | still don't get 
why I'm even seeing these or why I'm seeing different ones than 
everyone else, but whatever. 


The former Cubone glanced around, trying to spot the ones within 
the memory. He only had to search for a few seconds before he 
spotted someone. 


Course it's another one of his memories I'm seeing again. 


The illusionary Yimtri was standing in the empty field not far from 
where he stood, and he was not alone. Dozens of bodies lay 
scattered along the ground, torn to shreds. The snow surrounding 
him was dyed a deep crimson with bloody paw prints pressed deep 
into the snow here and there. He stood in the midst of these bodies, 
his back to Terron, unmoving. 


He abruptly collapsed onto the ground in a heap. 


" No matter how far | run, nothing changes," he muttered. "The voice 
still speaks to me, and it's not even Erebus. Erebus, how are you 
doing this to me when | have traveled so far away from you? How, 
after weeks, do you Still speak in my mind?" 


The ground shook. A monstrous Abomasnow wandered toward the 
Sableye from the distance. Yimtri glanced up at the approaching 
creature. It glared at him and the leaves upon its body bristled. Yimtri 
looked at the corpses around him and spotted two particular ones 
among them. 


" Ah, there's Snover here. Those were your children, weren't they?" 
Yimtri asked dully. 


The Abomasnow only picked up its speed. 


" You must be so upset with me. Well, | won't stop you. Kill me. Go 
ahead; do it." 


The Sableye slumped his head against the snow and let his eyes 
dim. He pulled his cape around his body, as if to provide himself with 
one last bit of comfort before he was to meet his end. 


*SLICE!* 


A barrage of leaves cut deep into the Abomasnow’'s side, making it 
shriek loudly as it stopped and clutched the giant hole that was now 
present over its body. Yimtri looked up just in time to see a green 
blur dash into the ice-type, flooring it instantly. The Abomasnow 
thrashed furiously as its body became lined with sharp icicles. The 
unseen attacker immediately jumped off its back and skid along the 
snow until it stopped right in front of the Sableye. 


It was a Turtwig. Tied around her neck by a cord was a violet gem, 
one that illuminated dimly. 


She looked down at him with empty eyes, studying him. Yimtri 
returned the stare with a more puzzled one. 


The Turtwig quickly broke off the stare as she bolted away from the 
spot and sped back to the Abomasnow. A flurry of ice shards erupted 
from its body and sped toward the little Pokémon. But, she paid this 
no mind and continued to charge forward, speeding through the 
projectiles. 


With a burst of speed, she pounced at the Abomasnow and tackled 
her shell into its stomach with all her might. Then, as it fell, she 
climbed up its front and fired a tiny seed into the creature's mouth. 
Terron watched in horror as a mass of vines sprouted out of its maw 
and crawled all over its flesh, the creature making muffled screaming 
sounds and desperately clawing at the plant ensnaring it. But it did 
little good. The vines crawled inside and outside of its body, 
completely sapping away all energy it had. 


A moment later, the Abomasnow was completely still, the plants still 
creeping out of its body and rooting themselves into the ground 


below. She cast it one last glare before turning back around to face 
the Sableye. 


" You are still alive," she spoke plainly. 


"Yes... 1am," Yimtri stated unsurely. "Who are you? And how did 
you get here? | don't think there are any villages near here..." 


The Turtwig made her way over to him and stopped beside him. She 
grabbed the collar of his cape with her mouth and pulled him up into 
a sitting position. 


" My name is Chloe," she answered. "/ was passing through here 
when | happened to see you. Are you okay?" 


" Yes, I'm fine," Yimtri answered, scooting away from the Turtwig. 
"But why were you out here? There's nothing around for miles." 


The Turtwig went next to the Sableye, apparently not caring for his 
personal space. 


" Because | was traveling,” she answered. "But, that's not important. 
You're hurt. We need to get you to shelter to rest. I'll take you to this 
cave | saw near here. It should be mostly empty." 


" Thanks Chloe, but no thanks. I'm fine. Besides, I've got somewhere 
| need to go.” 


The Sableye got to his feet and quickly walked away from the 
Turtwig without looking back. He walked past Terron, not even giving 
him a glance. 


" Why did you want to die just now?" 


Yimtri stopped. He frowned uncomfortably, but didn't dare turn 
around and let Chloe see that. The Turtwig continued to keep her 
blank gaze on him from afar, remaining motionless. 


" You were going to let that Abomasnow slaughter you," she said. "! 
heard all of your words. Who is this Erebus you speak of? What is it 
doing to you?" 


"/... can't tell you that," Yimtri said. "I'm sorry, but | can't." 


He took a step forward, but suddenly found the Turtwig blocking his 
path. He cringed at her sudden speed. 


" Leave me alone, Chloe," he warned. "You don't want to deal with 
someone like me. Just forget about me. It's better that way. You're 
safer that way.” 


"I'm afraid | can't do that, Sableye." 
Yimtri scowled as he drew his claws. 


" | wouldn't do that," Chloe stated, her unimpressed expression 
never changing. "You're weak, Sableye. Do not fight me." 


" You underestimate me. You don't know who | am. You don't know 
what I'm capable of." 


" | know exactly who you are and have no intentions of leaving you." 


" Chloe, leave me alone. Now . | swear, if you don't, I'm going to 
have to make you. Go back to whatever you were doing and forget | 
ever existed. Do it right now. " 


Black wisps escaped his flesh as a dark aura seemed to flow out of 
his body. His gemstones became eerily bright as he shot the Turtwig 
a cold glare. Yet, even at the frightening sight, Chloe remained 
unmoved. She narrowed her eyes. 


"| will not, Sableye. Not you." 
The Sableye sprang at her, quick as a flash. She cast him a glare 


before she deftly moved to the side and watched as he collided into 
a mound of snow behind her. Yimtri swiftly pulled himself out of the 


sleet and shot the Turtwig a glare. She only returned it with a blank 
one of her own. 


The next thing Terron knew, Chloe tackled Yimtri and stood upon his 
back, clasping her mouth around his neck. Somehow, she didn't 
phase through his ghostly form. Yimtri struggled, but she refused to 
release her hold. 


" The one called Erebus is the one who made you this way, didn't it?" 
she asked through her tight grasp on him. 


"I'm not answering your question," Yimtri snarled. 
" Then you and | will remain like this until you do." 


Yimtri growled as he began melting into the ground, but Chloe was 
quick to pull him back up to the surface. 


" That won't work. There is only way out of this situation, Sableye. 
You are making this more difficult than it needs to be." 


" Why do you care? I'm no one to you. No one but a random 
Pokémon wandering through this empty wilderness without a single 
possession on him. Why do you insist on getting this answer out of 
me and staying with me despite the threats | give you?" 


" Because | know who you are. | want to help you. | want-" 


"| want to help you. | want to help... so... much... because | 
ruined you. | want to help... to fix what I have done..." 


What? 


The memory continued to play. The false Yimtri and Chloe continued 
to speak, but no words could be heard from either of them. However, 
Terron paid them any mind as he directed his attention to the far 
more concerning problem at hand. 


What's going on? What's going on with this memory?! 


"|.. want... to... hhheeelp..." 

What are you talking about?! Who are you?! 

A mass of tendrils sprouted from under Terron and somehow coiled 
around his form. He attempted to break free from the binds, but they 
kept their firm hold on him. 


Then, all at once, he was dragged down into the snow. 


Terron gasped, or at least he thought he gasped, and found himself 
sprawled out in the snow. He bolted up and hyperventilated, glancing 
around him. He found that he was still in the snowy plains from 
earlier, but Yimtri and Chloe were nowhere in sight. 


That... wasn't like the other memories. There was someone there. 
Someone that shouldn't have been there. 


You get another weird memory, Tear? 

Oh, Zekra, you're here. Good. Is everyone else here? 
Yeah, I'm here. 

| am here as well. 


Alright, what about... whatever we call that thing that keeps helping 
us? Is it here? 


Hmm, it does not appear that is so. Strange. 


Terron looked around him and sure enough, found that Novus was 
right. The phantom was nowhere in sight. 


Aw great, where'd it go? This Is just getting weirder and weirder by 
the second... 


I'll say. Really getting sick of these memories. | figured we'd stop 
seeing them after we got brought here, but no! 


What were you talking about earlier though, Tear? You know, with 
the memory and stuff. 


Oh, right. There was this... other voice in the memory | was 
watching. Was some memory about Yimtri and Chloe meeting. | 
don't know why | saw that memory of all things, but anyway, when 
Chloe was trying to explain something, this other voice came in and 
muted both of them and started saying weird stuff. Like it was saying 
"| want to help" and things like that. 


| never saw that memory. | saw a memory of my days from when | 
first tried to join the Fellowship. 


And | saw something from back when | first started being a 
mercenary. You guys didn't see that? 


Look, it's this weird thing that goes on here where we all see 
different memories. | don't know why, but that's what happens. But 
anyway, there was a voice in the memory | saw that shouldn't have 
been there. 


Well who did it sound like? 


| really don't know to be honest. | mean, it didn't sound like Erebus. It 
sounded too... desperate | guess to be it. 


You sure it wasn't just a normal part of the memory? | mean, a lot of 
weird stuff happens in Yimtri's memories from what we've seen. 


A voice cutting off Chloe's words did not happen when | met her on 
that day. Don't make it sound like that is a completely normal thing to 
happen in my life. 


Everyone stopped as they felt a new presence join them. They didn't 
even need to ask who it was. Terron was fairly certain that if he could 


actually see the Sableye, he'd be wearing a disgusted scowl. 
Oh, you found us, Yimtri. 


So | have. You were rather easy to locate. | could hear your voices, 
not to mention the fact that | could sense you from afar. 


Really? How were you able to do that? 


Because | am a ghost-type. Those of my affinity are able to detect 
others’ spirits nearby rather easily, since we have a connection with 
the more supernatural aspects of life. It's why we are able to find 
many unsuspecting Pokémon, even when they are attempting to 
hide from us. 


Wait a minute... we're dead?! 


| never said that, Zeverous. We are not dead. Do not let your dread 
consume you. Based on what | can tell, we are nothing but mere 
spirits wandering through one of Erebus's corrupted worlds. I'm not 
sure how it ripped out our spirits, but | see no point in worrying over 
that right now. Terron, what did you say you saw in my memory 
again? 


Um. It was just you and Chloe first meeting when you were about to 
give up on life after... you ran away from the Fellowship. Andi it 
looked like a normal memory until that voice came and started 
saying it wanted to help you and that it ruined you. 


So you saw that memory of mine as well. 
Yeah. | did. 
There was a long pause. 


| really wish you'd stop seeing my memories, but | suppose there is 
no controlling that. But anyway, as | said before, there was no voice 
in that incident. Chloe simply gave me her reason and then the two 
of us went to rest in a cave nearby. Nothing more and nothing less. 


Whatever voice you heard is the work of the being that is controlling 
this realm we find ourselves in. 


Well why would it even say those things in the first place? 

So that you would understand. 

The five Pokémon found that there was a new presence among 
them now. Someone they could actually see: the creature that had 
been assisting them through most of their journey through the realm. 
Terron noticed that there was something very wrong with it. Its body 
was rapidly shifting between black and clear, opaque and 
transparent. A few wisps streamed out of its form and drifted into the 
air continuously. Everyone backed away from the creature. An eye 


emerged from the creature's face, staring at them with a vacant 
expression. 


What's... wrong with you? 

There was no response. 

You know this phantom, Terron? 

Yeah, it was helping me find everyone. But it didn't look like this... 


You need to understand. You need to understand now that all of 
you are here and there is still time. 


What about Chloe? We still need to find her. 
You do not need her for what is to happen next. 


We are not abandoning Chloe, phantom. You will take us to her 
before you do whatever it is you're about to do. Do you hear me? 


A bright flash erupted from the creature, and then the five found 
themselves brought to a cliff overlooking a large valley not far from 
where they stood. The sun shined brightly upon the sprawling 


landscape and a gentle breeze swayed the many blades of grass 
that lined the ground all around them. 


Standing at the edge of that cliff were the past selves of Yimtri and 
Chloe. The creature stood among the two of them, peering down 
upon them and remaining idle. 


" We've been traveling for a while together now, haven't we?" Yimtri 
asked. 


" Yes, | believe about a month," Chloe nodded. 


"| thought so. | didn't think it would take so long to reach my 
Fellowship again. | hadn't realized | wandered so far away from it. 
And we still have at least one more week's worth of time to walk..." 


" Are you saddened at what you've done?" 


" Of course | am, Chloe. | abandoned everyone because | was too 
weak to stay and fight. |... did a very cowardly thing." 


The Sableye curled his claws into his palms as he shook his head. 


" But no more. When | go back... I'll never leave again. And | thank 
you for helping me realize that, Chloe. Thank you for staying with me 
and bringing sense back to me. And... for choosing to come back 
with me to the Fellowship when we return." 


The Turtwig smiled softly, but otherwise said nothing. The Sableye 
sighed as he relaxed his hands and turned away from the valley and 
glanced over at the one beside him. He pointed to the Deception 
Amulet that still hung around her neck. 


"I've always wondered... but what is that necklace of yours?" he 
asked. "I/t's been on my mind for a while now." 


Chloe touched the jewel with her paw and held it out to the Sableye. 


" This is a Deception Amulet. It is a stone infused with a mystic 
power that amplifies the illusion abilities of Pokémon. | found it when 
| was wandering through a cavern and have found that apparently, it 
is avery rare treasure." 


" Ah, interesting. It certain does sound quite rare, since I've never 
even heard of it. But tell me, how come you simply do not sell that? 
Surely you have no use for it, given you have no illusion abilities." 


Because of its potential. Because of what it is capable of doing. 
Because | wanted you to use it. 


The Sableye and Turtwig before them became frozen in place. Not 
as though they had been frightened, but literally as though they had 
become statues in an instant. The grass beneath their feet 
sharpened and morphed into black thorns. 


Because... 


The thorns sprang out of the ground as long, vine-like appendages 
and wrapped around the Sableye and Turtwig. But, the moment the 
tendrils touched their bodies, they disintegrated into a mass of wisps. 
The wisps drifted sporadically through the air for just a brief moment 
before swarming around the group. Or at least, what felt like the 
group, as no one knew where everyone stood. 


Terron wanted to swat away at the stream flying around his 
disembodied form, but with no arms, such a task was impossible. He 
could only watch it drift dangerously close to his peripheral vision. 


Hey! What's going on? What are you doing to us?! 
" She's not doing anything." 


The black wisps surrounding everyone flew away from them and 
gathered together into a single mass. They clumped together into a 
formless blob, wriggling as they fit themselves against one another. 
Then, slowly, they formed into a familiar shape. 


Erebus. 


" Did you really think that you could escape from me? Did any 
of you think that? I'm afraid you seem to forget that this is my 
world. You cannot do anything in my world without me knowing 
it." 


The plagued monster raised both of its claws into the air. 
" This has gone on long enough. Time to end this, now that-" 


Erebus was suddenly blasted forward by a massive pillar of pure 
darkness. It fell to the ground, its body being torn by the barbed 
grass. Everyone looked to find the ghastly, helpful creature holding 
out her hand toward Erebus, oozing of black energy. 


You will not harm them. 


Erebus forced itself to a halt and sprang into the air. It shot the 
creature a monstrous glare as its eye illuminated with the intensity of 
a sun. Then, it turned away and shot forward at the group of spirit 
Pokémon. 


But before it could make contact with them, the benevolent phantom 
sprang at Erebus and tackled it to the ground. 


! refuse to let you harm them any longer. 
" Ah, but you still forget who | am compared to you." 


Erebus struck one of its claws into the phantom's chest. There was a 
loud scream as the claw sank further into her flesh, a sickening 
cracking sound filling the air. The figure attempted to pull out the 
claw, but the second she touched Erebus's arm, her own claws 
disintegrated into black wisps. 


" You are still a puppet. You forget that. You overestimate your 
abilities." 


The world around them began to deteriorate. Hundreds of tentacles 
sprouted from the ground and flailed wildly, whipping back and forth. 
The sky became a chaotic mesh of colors. Clouds rolled past them 
at blinding speeds, dark rain falling from their mass. Wherever a 
drop fell, a gnarled, decaying tree was quick to sprout out of the soil 
and grow continuously with loud snapping sounds, stretching higher 
and higher into the sky. 


Terron and his companions could only watch the scene before them 
continue to unfold, all of them frozen stiff. 


We... we have to help her... whoever she is. We can't let Erebus kill 
her... 


But what? What can we do? 
| don't know! But we have to do something! 


Like what?! 


Deception. 

Everyone stopped bickering among each other and looked toward 
the dueling creatures. They found the phantom staring at them with 
pleading eyes, her body rapidly deteriorating. 

Deception. This is a deception. 

What are you talking about? 

This is a deception. Break out of it. 

Break out of the deception? What do you mean? 


End this nightmare with the deception. 


The phantom abruptly burst into a mass of wisps as Erebus's claw 
shot out of her back. Erebus righted itself up and clenched its claws 


together. 
Wait. 


There was a flicker of red light amongst the group. It was brief and 
faded instantly, but just for a moment, everyone saw Zeverous, 
completely whole and in the flesh. 


End this nightmare... how did | not see it before? 


There was another burst of light, and Zeverous once again appeared 
among the group. But this time, he did not fade away. The Zoroark's 
entire body became ablaze with a red aura so bright, that it would 
have blinded everyone around him, had it not been for the fact that 
they did not have eyes at the moment. His eyes flashed blue as a 
vehement glare came over him. 


"It all makes sense now." 


The crimson light flared, and it fell upon the four standing among 
him. It spread into their beings and within seconds, they too had their 
mortal bodies. 


Erebus turned its head back to see the sight. The tiny, black slit that 
was its pupil drastically dilated. 


The creature flung itself at the Zoroark. Zeverous snarled as he 
swung his claw at Zekra and ripped off her Deception Amulet. The 
aura flowing from his body spiked, completely consuming him in its 
wake. 


"You may have tricked me before, Erebus," Zeverous hissed as he 
clenched his grasp around the necklace. "This whole time... you 
may have played with all us, tricking us into thinking certain things 
just to get us to fall into your trap. But not anymore. Because | know 
what's going on now. Because this amulet is going to help me. | 
finally get it. Everything here..." 


He spread out his claws and thrust them into the ground. Erebus 
closed the distance between it and the Zoroark, its own claws drawn 
and filled with a strange, dark power. Zeverous only cast it the most 
malicious glare he could with his fiery eyes. 


" Everything here is nothing but an illusion!" 


There was a brilliant explosion of red, and then everything went 
black. 


Obfuscate 


X 
Chapter 50 


Obfuscate 


Terron gasped as his eyes shot open. He found himself collapsed on 
the cold ground, surrounded by Zekra, Novus, Zeverous, and Yimtri, 
all on their feet and staring down at him. He could barely even see 
them, as light was scarce and Novus's fire offered little to help, but 
he could tell that all of them showed absolutely no signs fatigue or 
injury. It was as if their entire journey through the accursed dungeon 
had never occurred. 


"Wait... Chloe's not here," he realized. "Where is she?" 


Yimtri's eyes brightened, allowing Terron to see that the Sableye 
wore his typical scowl. Yet, something about it was different this time. 
Something that Terron couldn't quite name. 


"She didn't make it out of the strange realm Erebus dragged us to," 
Yimtri answered. "She's no doubt still trapped within it." 


"Oh." 


The Sableye immediately averted his gaze from the Cubone, 
clenching his claws tight. His eyes started to flicker. 


"Are you alright?" Terron asked softly. "I mean, | know she was your 
friend and-" 


"I'm fine," Yimtri snapped. "| Know she's not gone; she'll be able to 
leave once Erebus is defeated. Don't hold any concern over me. 
Focus on what matters right now." 


Terron continued to shoot him an unsure frown, but Yimtri only 
returned it with a deeper scowl. He uncurled his claws as the dark 
atmosphere flowing out of his body seemed to intensify. 


"Perhaps you would like a little reminder of what has happened? We 
have left the realm where we were seemingly nothing but wandering 
spirits," Yimtri announced. "And we were able to do so because 
Zeverous here dispelled the illusion we were trapped in. Have you 
not noticed the change in scenery?" 


"Dispelled the illusion?" 


It was then that Terron noticed something about Zeverous he hadn't 
noted before. He had a red aura flowing around him as his eyes 
glimmered with an aqua glow, much like the split second he saw him 
in the strange land where he was nothing but a spirit. The Deception 
Amulet clutched tight in his claws also glowed brightly, as if to match 
the intensity of the energy filling the Zoroark. 


And then that was when it hit Terron. 


"Zev... you used your illusion powers to get us out of that weird spirit 
realm," he realized. "So does that mean..." 


"Yeah, that whole thing was an illusion," Zeverous stated. "In fact, 
everything was nothing but that." 


"What?" 


Terron slowly got to his feet as he looked around some more. He 
found himself in the middle of a forest. The trees surrounding him 
were still twisted, but now had strange branches that almost seemed 
identical to sharp claws. A few vines hung from the canopies of the 
trees, messily tying themselves in the branches. Everything seemed 
to be obscured in shadows, making it rather difficult for Terron to tell 
exactly what was a vine and what was a branch. From what Terron 
could tell, the sun's rays weren't able to reach where he and his 
friends were. 


At first, Terron thought they were inside the first area of Erebus 
Woods. It was very similar after all, with the trees and the darkness 
that filled the vicinity. However, upon closer look, he realized that 
there was a key detail missing: there were no rooms or corridors. 
The most renowned aspect of all Mystery Dungeons was not present 
in the forest he stood in. 


"Are we not in Erebus Woods anymore?" Terron wondered. 


"Oh no, we're in Erebus Woods still," Zeverous explained. "This is 
just the real Erebus Woods. The Erebus Woods hidden under the 
illusion of a misery dungeon, created by Erebus itself." 


"So that whole dungeon was just an illusion? This whole time we've 
just been wandering through some fake forest that Erebus wasn't 
even in?" 


Zeverous nodded solemnly. Terron gripped his skull as the epiphany 
came over him, numbing his thoughts and filling him with an icy chill. 
He looked around at each of his companions to find that they too 
were having the same feeling wash over them. 


"So if Erebus Woods is nothing but an illusion... does that mean that 
all of the other dungeons in the world are illusions too? They're 
nothing but false realities fabricated by Erebus? Is that why you can't 
ever die in them? Because it's not real in the first place? Is that why 
there's all those corridors and those rooms? Is that why everything 
about them seems to completely defy all logic and sense and have 
all of those weird things in them, like how all my skin can get peeled 
off without me bleeding? Is that why feral Pokémon can't leave the 
dungeon with you, but they can everywhere else? Because they're 
just illusions?" 


" You may Call it an illusion, but ! prefer another term for these 
places you call Mystery Dungeons. A much more fitting term." 


Everyone stiffened as the familiar, chilling voice sounded from 
behind them. The five Pokémon reluctantly turned around, preparing 


themselves for the terror they inevitably had to face. 


There, floating high above them in the near distance, was a creature. 
It was just like a shadow, being a creature of pure darkness. Black 
tatters billowed from its shoulders as it levitated with its long, white 
and ghostly hair endlessly streaming in the air. Surrounding its head 
was a crimson, jaw-like growth that nearly covered all of its face. 


The creature gazed down at the fearful five with a single blue eye, 
the other one obscured greatly by the hair that grew over one side of 
its face. 


" Nightmares." 
"No... it's... how is it you ?!" 


Everyone glanced over to find Novus standing at the front of the 
group, staring up at Erebus. His pupils were dilated to the extremes 
and the fire burning upon his quills seemed to shudder with each 
breath he took. 


" You speak as though you know me." 

"You're... you're the legendary that first disappeared into Blight 
Forest centuries ago," Novus gasped, his voice nearly gone. "You're 
the Darkrai that went to investigate the forest..." 

Erebus's eye narrowed. 


" Yes, |!am. How do you know that, my puppet?" 


"Because | was there. | was there when | watched you enter the 
forest and never come back. Darkrai... what happened to you? How 
did you become like this? What happened to you when you entered 
Blight Forest?! Why are you the monstrous creature that's turning 
everyone into Blight Demons?!" 


The Darkrai's eye further narrowed. 


"1 do not recall a Quilava being among the godly beings when | 
left to Blight Forest. Only godly beings saw me disappear into 
the Blight Forest. | do not think any mortal creatures other than 
us Mortal legendaries were among the great gathering." 


Novus didn't answer the question. He only remained motionless, his 
trembling gaze fixed upon the Darkrai. Erebus kept its own gaze 
upon the Quilava for a moment longer before releasing what 
sounded like an irritated sigh. 


" So you will not reply. Fine. | do not require knowing." 


It tore its gaze away from Novus and then placed it upon the group 
as a whole. 


" Though | am not overjoyed to see that you have finally seen 
through my obfuscations, | must congratulate you for being 
able to do so. No other Pokémon has ever managed to discover 
the truth of Mystery Dungeons in all of the fifty years | have 
crafted them. Truly that must deserve some praise." 


"SO every dungeon in the world... they're merely nightmares that you 
and your copies trap unsuspecting Pokémon in. There's actually 
nothing wrong with any of the environments the dungeons 
Supposedly corrupt," Yimtri stated. "You only make them appear 
twisted from the outside somehow, so no one will question why the 
environment suddenly looks different on the inside. And then every 
time someone enters a Supposed dungeon... you put them to sleep 
and keep their comatose bodies among you in the true environment 
that the dungeon supposedly covers up. Then every time they ‘leave' 
the dungeon, you only take them out of the environment and they 
wake up from your horrendous nightmares." 


" That's correct, my child. Every single Mystery Dungeon is this 
way. They are not illusions that mere Zoroark and Zorua can 
create; they are much more than that. They are the worlds | craft 
deep within your minds after | have put you into a dark slumber. 


You only think it is reality, but you could not be farther from the 
truth." 


Yimtri scowled as he clenched his claws together. He glanced at the 
ones surrounding him before bringing his dark glare back to the 
Darkrai. He seemed ready to say something, perhaps a violent 
lashing, but he was never able to say it, for Erebus outstretched its 
black claws and spoke. 


" But, I'm afraid you and | can no longer have this discussion. 
You came here for a reason, didn't you?" 


"Yes... yes | did," Yimtri answered in a subdued, venomous voice. 
"And that reason has not changed." 


" So | see. Well then, if that's what your intentions truly are, you 
know what I must do now." 


Yimtri's scowl deepened as he slowly drew his claws. Everyone else 
hastily did the same, even as their eyes glimmered with the absolute 
dread they each harbored. 


A violet power gathered in Erebus's claws. It was a strange, ominous 
power that no one was able to recognize. It sparked from its 
fingertips before it brought both of its claws close together. The 
Darkrai then lifted its claws high into the air. A black and violet 
sphere grew in the space between its claws, whirling around rapidly 
with eerie crackling sounds. 


" You truly should have used your Escape Orb while you had 
the chance. It would have saved you." 


With a flash, five smaller spheres flew out of the vortex and sailed at 
the group with the swiftness of a speeding Skarmory. No one had the 
time to react as the black objects slammed into the five. However, 
rather than send them flying across the forest, the attacks actually 
sank into each of their bodies, merging with their flesh until they 
were completely swallowed whole. 


"What the..." Terron wondered. 


Dozens of clawed, black, slender hands suddenly sprang out of the 
ground below the group and latched onto everyone. They dug their 
sharp fingers deep into everyone's flesh as the ground they all stood 
upon became a black, tar-like puddle. The claws slowly but surely 
dragged everyone down into its depths. 


Terron struggled against the binds, but to no avail. The more he 
resisted, the tighter the hands seemed to grip him. They tore into his 
flesh, drawing blood that leaked down their twisted masses. 


"Wait a minute! | Know what this is!" Zeverous cried. 


The Zoroark tightened his grip on the Deception Amulet, which still 
rested in his claws, and his eyes filled with the aqua illusion light. 
The red aura streamed from his flesh once more, instantly 
eradicating any of the hands that held him. 


With a loud cry, he stabbed his claw deep into the black pit, the red 
light crawling off him and spreading into the puddle. Within a matter 
of seconds, all of the light consumed the twisted hands and the 
chasm that had been attempting to engulf them. They now stood in 
Erebus Woods once more, free of their binds with not a single 
scratch upon their bodies. 


Erebus hovered not too far from where they stood. Its claws were no 
longer filled with the strange power. 


" So you realized that you were in a nightmare once again." 
"Did you really think that would work again?" Zeverous snorted. 


Terron was certain that if Erebus had a mouth, it would have 
scowled. It spread out its claws once more, as if it was to make 
another attempt to fling the five into a nightmare. But then, Terron 
saw that its claws didn't fill with the violet power he had seen earlier. 
There was no longer any power streaming through its claws. 


Instead, it was in its eyes. Its eyes were now illuminating with the 
most powerful intensity Terron had ever seen. Even more powerful 
than the light of the Plagued Ones' eyes. 


There was a rustling sound, and then hundreds of rotting vines shot 
out of the forest all around the group and lashed out at them. The 
five quickly bolted out of the way, running rampantly through the 
forest as the vines relentlessly chased after them, trying to ensnare 
them in their grasps. 


Zeverous filled his hands with the illusion-dispelling light once more 
as he leapt out of the way of an oncoming vine, and then struck the 
ground. However, much to everyone's surprise, nothing changed. 
The forest was still infested with sentient vines. Zeverous hurried out 
of the way as a vine nearly wrapped around his arm. He put the 
amulet around his neck and thrust his claws into the ground yet 
again. 


Nothing happened. 


"Why isn't the illusion going away?!" he screamed. "Why won't it 
work anymore?!" 


" Because this isn't a nightmare." 
"What?! What do you mean?!" 


"| already said it; this isn't a nightmare. This is very much 
reality." 


"But the vines! They're moving on their own! How are they doing that 
if this isn't an illusion?!" 


"Wait..." Novus intervened. 


The Quilava gazed up at the Darkrai as he bounded out of the way 
just in time to avoid a writhing vine. It stared back at him, its eye still 


shining brightly with the blue light. Novus's own eyes widened as he 
looked about the fleeing ones the best he could. 


"It's using a psychic ability," Novus reported. "It's telepathically 
controlling each of the vines that infest the forest..." 


Novus shot his gaze back to the Darkrai. 


"Darkrai, how do you have the powers of the psychic affinity?" he 
demanded. "Darkrai are not born with the power to move anything 
with their mind! They are only supposed to have the power to create 
nightmares and the powers of the darkness affinity! How are you 
endowed with the power of psychics?!" 


" Because just as how 1 gave many of you my gifts of power, the 
Primogenitor did the same with me. It gave me its own gift. It 
gave me many gifts." 


Novus could say nothing to the remark, only keeping his stunned 
gaze upon the psychic Darkrai. 


Terron, on the other hand, shot Erebus a glare. Though he knew it 
was probably in vain, Terron flung his bone club at the Darkrai. It 
sailed around in circles, twirling rapidly as it closed in on Erebus. To 
be expected, Erebus caught the bone in its claw, not even flinching 
in the process. 


" | figured you would have learned your lesson from the time 
you fought my Sableye child. You know what happens when 
you try to use such tactics against creatures filled with the 
blight." 


It tightened its grip around the club, and then it snapped into two 
pieces. Terron watched with a slight grimace as the ruined remains 
of the bone plummeted to the ground. 


Terron noticed Yimtri as he shook his head at the sight of the failed 
attack. 


"Tch, so this is what we are up against," Yimtri muttered bitterly. 
"Darkrai... a plagued Darkrai with psychic abilities, possibly other 
elemental ones as well..." 


His scowl only seemed to deepen as he looked upon the scattered 
ones. 


"| believe it's time for the five of us to discuss a strategy,” he 
announced. "We cannot run aimlessly through this forest for much 
longer; the vines will surely ensnare us in due time." 


"Well that'd be a cool idea, except for the fact that we're kind of busy 
at the moment with these vines," Zeverous stated. 


As he said this, a vine wrapped around his arm and instantly 
dragged him down with a low thud. Zeverous growled as he hastily 
severed the vine with his free claw and bolted back to his feet. He 
narrowly avoided five other vines that struck the place where he was 
once. 


"| know how to take care of that," Yimtri replied. "Everyone, gather 
together and grab onto each other. | know how to get away from 
these vines so we can discuss our plan." 


No one questioned the Sableye. Everyone ran toward the Zoroark, 
weaving their way through the mass of vines that flooded the air and 
ground. Terron and Novus were lucky enough to avoid each of the 
vines without any problems and instantly leapt into Zeverous's mane 
the second they came to him, burying themselves in its mass. 


Zekra, on the other hand, wasn't quite as fortunate. She only ran for 
a ways before a vine coiled around her hind legs, preventing her 

from going any further. She changed herself into Novus and quickly 
surrounded herself in fire, setting the vines ablaze as they crumbled 
off her form. She once again sprang toward her brother, but Erebus 
wouldn't let her have it. Another vine sprouted out of the forest near 
her and tied itself around her neck. It squeezed her windpipe before 
it could reduce to ash, immediately turning her back into a Zorua. 


Then, without a second's delay, even more vines sprang from the 
woods and wrapped around her form. She repeatedly tried to change 
back into a Quilava, but one of the vines curled around her neck 
again and choked her, cutting off the illusion. 


"Can't... breathe..." Zekra sputtered. 
"Zekra!" Terron cried. 


He was about to demand Zeverous to go after her, but then, he saw 
Yimtri spring out of the ground right next to her. He watched as the 
Sableye tore apart the vines with his claws, freeing her from the 
strangling of the heavy plant. Then, without hesitation, he grabbed 
her by the scruff of her neck. She cringed at the sudden touch, but 
he paid her no mind. He only plunged into the ground, taking her 
with him. 


Only a couple of seconds passed before the Sableye's head popped 
out of the ground nearby Terron, Novus, and Zeverous. He stuck out 
his free claw as well, holding it out to the group. 


"Grab on," he instructed. "Though you may become startled by what 
I'm about to do, there's no need to be. So long as you don't let go of 
each other, everything will be fine." 


Though Terron saw how hesitant Zeverous was, the Zoroark wasted 
no time and grasped the Sableye's claw with his own. 


The Sableye quickly melted back into the ground, dragging Zeverous 
and his company down with him. Everyone cringed as they phased 
through the soil and became filled with an unbearable cold, but they 
didn't resist the pulling. The vines around them seemed to quicken in 
their attempts to grab the Pokémon, moving more frantically through 
the air and twisting sporadically. But by the time the vines were to 
coil around each of the Pokémon's bodies, everyone had completely 
disappeared into the ground. 


Terron found himself surrounded by darkness. There was no light to 
be found, and no sounds to be heard. All he knew was that his paws 
were firmly grasped around Zeverous's mane, which now had a 
rather strange, cold feel, like he was somehow holding water. Even 
still, he refused to let go, for he knew exactly where he was and what 
had happened. 


"Is everyone here?" Terron called out. 


Upon saying this, Yimtri's gemstones lit up, casting a small amount 
of light around him. He was quick to find that he and Novus were still 
embedded in Zeverous's mane as he had thought. Zeverous 
meanwhile, was still holding onto Yimtri and Yimtri was doing the 
same with Zekra, albeit ina much more uncomfortable fashion. 
Everyone hovered in the void around them, gravity somehow not 
taking its toll on any of them. 


"Alright, looks like we're all safe," Terron said with a nod. 


"We have roughly ten minutes to formulate a plan before | grow 
weary from spreading my intangibility to each of you," Yimtri stated. 
"So, let's make the most use of this time. Erebus cannot reach us 
down here, correct, Novus?" 


"Yes, that's right," Novus replied. "Though Darkrai have the 
appearance of those with the ghost affinity, they do not harbor any of 
your unique abilities, save for the apparent ability to become a 
shadow. But, that shadow cannot dive deep into the ground where 
we are now. It can only stay very close to the surface. At least, | can 
only assume so. Erebus had psychic abilities that I've never seen 
any other Darkrai have before, so maybe it has other abilities we do 
not know of." 


"| suppose we'll have to hope that it does not," Yimtri said in return. 
"Anyway, so it would seem that Erebus is a Darkrai. In a way, | 
should have expected such. | always knew that Erebus was a 
Pokémon and not a creature of bizarre origin. And though | 
considered that perhaps it could be a legendary Pokémon, | never 


considered that it could possibly be the creature whose species is 
known to be the very harbinger of terror, even if no one has seen a 
legendary for centuries. What a fool | was." 


"Soooo, do you have a plan then to beat this Darkrai?" Zekra then 
asked. 


"I'm getting to that. Don't interrupt me." 
"Well then quit speaking in monologues and just tell us your plan!" 


Yimtri scowled, but didn't make a retort. He only let out a short 
breath. 


"Moving on, we obviously need a plan to defeat Erebus," he said. "1 
may know some information about Darkrai, but I'm afraid I'm not too 
well informed about them. But Novus, you seem to be so, so do tell 
us everything you know about Darkrai. If | Know enough information, 
| can think of a way to effectively combat the legendary." 


"Very well. Darkrai are one of the Mortal legendaries," Novus started 
to say. "They are very similar to the great beings such as Xerneas, 
except contrary to popular belief, there is more than one of them in 
the world. Their numbers may be scarce, but there are a few 
scattered about the land. At least, that was the case when they still 
roamed the world. They are also mortal, just like all of you and can 
be killed by other Pokémon or simply die after a few centuries have 
passed. Granted, killing a Mortal legendary is difficult, but it can be 
done. | have seen it happen. 


"In all honesty, they're one of the more terrifying creatures I've ever 
encountered. The creator endowed them with horrific powers that 
even the very great beings feared at times. For one, they have the 
power to trap creatures in deep nightmares with complete control 
over the world the creature is plunged into. There are hardly any 
creatures that are immune to Darkrai's nightmares, save for a few 
who cannot be put to sleep. Even still, it is incredibly difficult to break 
out of the nightmare, even if you do realize that you are in one. If we 


did not have that Deception Amulet, I'm not even sure it would have 
been possible to escape from the nightmare that Darkrai kept us in." 


"| realize that Darkrai are most infamous for their nightmares," Yimtri 
stated, "but what else can they do? What other powers do they 
have?" 


"They have the most powerful version of Dark Pulse known to all 
Pokémon," Novus answered. "A single blast can easily hit all five us 
if we are within close proximity of each other and leave us immobile 
for at least a couple of minutes. We'll be possessed by this 
unfathomable dread that numbs your very soul." 


"Then apparently that Darkrai knows that Double Team power," 
Zeverous then said. "| recognized that power when it was with us in 
the nightmare. It wasn't just some trick it was using; it was an actual 
power. It's exactly like my own Double Team." 


"Yes, that's also a typical ability of Darkrai," Novus replied. "Then 
also, they have the ability to prevent you from using certain abilities. 
They can only prevent one Pokémon from using one power at a 
time, but it's something to be made aware of. Then finally, they have 
an ability that can prevent others from using items, which is called 
Embargo. But thankfully, just like the disabling power, it can only 
work on one Pokémon at a time. And even then, | heard some items 
are immune to the Embargo's power." 


"Wait, So you mean our pins and capes might not even work if we 
fight Erebus?" Zekra cried. "| mean, | know this kept happening in 
the nightmare, but | thought that was just some illusion it was pulling 
or something. But you're telling me it can actually make all of our 
stuff useless?!" 


"Perhaps," Novus sighed. "Though, if it truly did hold that power, I'm 
sure it would have used the power at the very start of the battle. But 
it did not, which makes me wonder if it truly does have Embargo. 
The same can be said for the disabling power. Though, maybe this 
Darkrai is slightly weaker than usual since it could quite possibly be 


controlling all of the other dungeons of the world right now with its 
clones. It might be limited in power if that is the case." 


"Is that all of the Known abilities of Darkrai?" Yimtri then asked, 
cutting their chat before it could escalate. 


"Yes, that's all | Know," Novus confirmed. "They can also fly through 
the air with swift soeed and become shadows, but I'm sure you do 
not need me to tell you that. Though, that Darkrai has abilities that | 
have never seen other Darkrai wield before. It even claims that it has 
many more from this Primogenitor it speaks of. I'm afraid | cannot 
prepare you for whatever abilities it soeaks of, because | honestly 
don't know what powers it speaks of. | never would have suspected 
that it would have psychic powers of all things, so | cannot imagine 
what other powers it could possibly have..." 


"And what weaknesses does it have, other than abilities wielding the 
insect, fighting, and fairy affinities?" 


"Well, despite being rather swift, they actually cannot take damage 
very well. Whether it is a physical attack or one that completely 
bypasses their physical defenses through some means, they cannot 
take it well. They have rather frail bodies, but of course, being able to 
land an attack on Darkrai can be a very challenging task. Even still, 
like | said, it might also be limited in how much of its powers it can 
use due to controlling all of the dungeons in the world. | don't know if 
it is still doing that, but it's a very distinct possibility.” 


"So | see." 

The Sableye looked up, presumably where Erebus waited for them. 
The light of his gemstones flickered as he seemed to wrack his brain 
for ideas. Everyone around him remained quiet as they too 
processed all of the information they were given. 


"Tell me Novus: can our orbs work on Erebus?" the Sableye asked. 


"The orbs cannot; legendary beings are able to prevent them from 
working because of an aura they give off," the Quilava answered. 
"The aura disables the use of the orbs; it was something the creator 
endowed to each of the legendary beings." 


"Hmm, very well then. Ah, | wish Chloe was still here. Truly her 
Leech Seed could have been effective here. And none of our 
illusionists have seen her use that power." 


The Sableye frowned grimly at the thought. His eyes ceased to give 
off their glow, rendering the world dark. However, it only lasted fora 
moment, for the light soon returned and Yimtri's grimace was no 
more. 


"It seems that we can't rely too heavily upon our items, seeing as 
how Erebus can null them," Yimtri announced. "Though, | do hope 
that the Deception Amulet, capes, and pins are immune to the 
Embargo. Still, regardless, | see what our main priority is now if we 
want to defeat Erebus: we have to bring it down to us. It's hovering 
high above us and using the vines because it doesn't want us to be 
able to attack it. It knows that we will be able to kill it if we can reach 
it." 


"Alright, but how do you plan on doing that?" Terron asked. 


"By having our two illusionists fly us to Erebus, of course. | would 
have had Chloe fire a Leech Seed at Erebus, but sadly that is not to 
be." 


“That would be a good idea, except for the fact that there are vines 
flying all over the place. If we try to fly to Erebus, it's just going to 
knock us away with those vines. | mean, | don't doubt Zev and 
Zekra's maneuvering skills, but well, | really don't think we're going to 
be able to dodge every single vine that comes our way." 


"| have a plan for that. We'll split into two groups, one being myself 
and Zekra and the other being you, Zeverous, and Novus. That way, 
each group has one pin that can protect us. While we're flying 


through the air, any passengers will do whatever they can to slice 
apart any vines coming their way. Then, to whoever reaches Erebus 
first, Knock it into the ground. Don't knock it into the trees or into the 
canopy; make absolutely sure that it is flung down." 


"And what happens after we do that?" 


"I'll give out the orders from then on, so simply do as | say. | will have 
to play the rest of the battle by ear by that point. Erebus shouldn't be 
able to manipulate my words anymore since we are no longer in its 
nightmare. Though hopefully, the battle will not last much longer after 
that point. Does everyone understand what to do?" 


The four nodded. Yimtri cast them one last stare before he glanced 
up to where Erebus waited. 


"Well then, it's time," he announced. "Zeverous and Zekra, change 
into your swiftest flight forms the moment we reach the surface." 


"Got it," Zeverous replied. 


"I've got one last question before we leave, though," Terron then 
said. 


"And what would that be?" Yimtri asked. 


"Are you sure that we can actually kill Erebus? | mean, | know that 
it's a legendary Pokemon, but it's also plagued . And I've tried to kill 
Plagued Ones and it doesn't work. You can think they're killed, but 
then they just reform a little while later. So... can Erebus do the 
same thing, since it's producing them and probably shares a lot of 
their powers?" 


The Sableye brought his gaze back to the Cubone, his eyes 
becoming blank. Terron saw him wince at the thought. However, it 
was fleeting, for not even a second later, a determined scowl was 
soon to replace the weakness. 


"Erebus can be killed," Yimtri stated. "No creature is immortal. 
There's a way; | know there is. And we will find it as we fight Erebus. 
We will find a way. Don't ever think that there isn't a way to kill it. We 
will fail if we do. Do you understand?" 


Though his insides churned uncomfortably, Terron nodded. Yimtri 
was right; he had to have confidence in himself. Otherwise, their 
mission would never be completed and all of their efforts would 
become futile. 


The Sableye looked back up toward the surface. 


"Time to go. Everyone... best of luck to you. Don't die. Don't become 
plagued. End this reign of terror Erebus has brought upon Shiron for 
far too long. Bring us one step closer to finally destroying the 
Plagued Ones..." 


Seconds later, the five Pokémon burst out of the ground and flew 
into the air. They were quick to find that Erebus Woods had not 
changed since they left, as it was still crawling with the seemingly 
endless amount of vines that lined nearly everything in sight. Erebus 
still hovered high above, its cold gaze locked onto the five. 


" Decided to come back now, did you?" 


Yimtri scowled as he released his grip on Zeverous, but not without 
tearing off the Deception Amulet that still hung around his neck. 
Zeverous was about to yell for the sudden action, but Yimtri was 
quick to tie it around Zekra's own neck. When Zeverous saw this, he 
ceased his retort and transformed into a Pidgeot, taking Terron and 
Novus with him as he swooped toward the Darkrai. 


Terron watched from the back of the false Pidgeot as Yimtri wrapped 
both of his claws around Zekra's neck as she too transformed into a 
flying-type, hers being a Skarmory. She flapped her wings with 
haste, and then sped after her brother. 


The two quickly caught up to the rest of the group, and together, the 
five darted after Erebus. The Darkrai eyed each of them as they 
drew nearer to it. 


"I do not think so." 


Dozens of vines fell from the canopy above and twisted their way 
towards the five. Terron grit his teeth as he pressed his persona 
deep into his face and dug into his coat pocket. 


"Are you sure that you have some sort of weapon that will allow you 
to fend off these plants?" Novus asked as he set his quills aflame. 


"| do," Terron replied. "But, I'm going to have to borrow your fire to 
make it work." 


"Ah, | know what you plan on doing now. Very well then. Feel free to 
use my fire. | have plenty coating me." 


Terron nodded as he withdrew a handful of small bones not much 
longer than the length of his arm. He grasped them all in one paw 
and stuck one end of each of them into Novus's burning fire. The 
second that they caught fire, he flung one of them at an oncoming 
vine that was dangerously close to reaching him. It flew up fora 
while, and then struck the vine, instantly setting it ablaze. It crumbled 
and fell to the ground past the three, out of harm's way. 


The Cubone grinned at his success, but was quick to tighten his grip 
on Zeverous when an unexpected lurch nearly sent him flying off the 
false Pidgeot. 


"Sorry about that," Zeverous muttered. "It's just these vines..." 


Terron immediately noticed the plants sprouting from the sides of the 
forest, all of them snapping at them in various directions. Zeverous 
ascended just in time to avoid another ensnare, forcing Terron and 
Novus to cling to him further. Novus spat out a fireball at the vine that 
had nearly caught them, eliminating it. 


"You're doing fine,” Terron assured. "Just a little bit further. We're 
almost at Erebus." 


Zeverous grunted in reply as he flapped his wings and accelerated 
through the mess of vines. Terron and Novus grit their teeth as they 
swept past the horde with jerky movements, abruptly changing 
directions every few seconds. The two flung their fireballs and bones 
the best they could without losing their grip, but the vines never 
seemed to cease in number. 


Terron glanced over to the side to see how Zekra and Yimtri were 
faring. He was quick to find the two of them were having just as 
difficult of a time as his group was. The infestation of plants 
continuously seemed to overwhelm them, nearly obscuring them 
from Terron's view every few seconds. Yet, each time it seemed the 
two would become forever trapped in the vine's grasp, they would be 
sliced apart by a mass of sharp, black tendrils that crawled out of 
Zekra's back, right where Yimtri's shadow lay. 


Zekra, in turn, copied Zeverous and performed a series of 
complicated flying maneuvers, occasionally slicing apart the vines 
with her jagged Skarmory wings. Through it all, Yimtri held her 
tightly, never losing his grip as his shadow lashed out at everything 
in sight. His eyes burned bright, their light glistening off Zekra's 
armored body with a powerful intensity that forced Terron to squint 
his eyes. 


They're doing well... good. Terron thought. No one's in trouble. 
Good... good... 


"We're closing in on Erebus!" Zeverous announced. "Everyone, get 
ready!" 


Terron looked forward and found that the false Pidgeot was right. 
The Darkrai was only a few feet away from them, and at any second, 
they would collide into its wispy mass. Terron took in a deep breath 
as he psyched himself for the impact. He glared right at Erebus, and 


it glared back at him. The light in its eyes disappeared as it held out 
a Claw to him. 


The claw suddenly became filled with a crackling, yellow energy. 
"| applaud you for giving this your all. | truly do." 


A large bolt of electricity flew out of its claw and sailed through the 
air, instantly Zapping Terron. At first, Terron was confused by the 
attack. He could feel the electricity drain harmlessly out of his body, 
energizing him as his blood seemed to flow faster. 


Why did it hit me with an electric attack? Does it even know that 
those kind of attacks don't work on me? 


And then, Terron felt himself plummet down. He pushed his mask 
onto his face as he glanced at his teammates to see what had 
happened, and was horrified by what he saw. Both Zeverous and 
Novus had streams of static bursting out of their flesh and neither 
was able to move. They only descended rapidly to the ground. 


Terron felt a deep panic flare in his heart as he saw the ground come 
closer and closer with each moment. 


Oh god. It wasn't aiming for me. It was just... using me. /t just used 
me to hit Zeverous and Novus and knock us out of the alr... 


"Guys! Guys, snap out of it!" Terron cried frantically. 


Neither of them responded, save for a single twitch of their bodies. 
Terron, in his desperation, dug through the bag strapped around his 
body and searched for the seeds or berries that he knew could help 
them. He wasn't sure if they were actually paralyzed or simply had 
the wind knocked out of them, but he didn't waste his time to ponder 
in this. 


Just as Terron found two of their Heal Seeds, he felt something cold 
constrict around his body. He screamed, anticipating a vine, and 


thrashed around wildly. But then, he saw that what wrapped him was 
a black tendril, and not only that, but two others were wrapped 
around his companions too. The tentacles swiftly pulled up the three 
to Yimtri, who was casting them a grimace. 


"So Erebus knows Thunderbolt," Yimtri noted. "Fantastic. Normally 
this wouldn't be a problem on the ground, but up here, that's an 
entirely different story." 


The Sableye's shadow set Novus and Zeverous on the false 
Skarmory's back behind him, keeping their hold on each of them. 
However, it kept Terron dangling about a foot under Zekra. 


"Hey, aren't you going to pull me up too?" Terron called as he 
resisted looking down. "| don't want to be stuck here!" 


Yimtri stared at the Cubone, twisting his mouth into a pensive frown. 
"Pull me up already!" Terron growled. 


Yimtri stared at the Cubone a second longer, saying nothing as his 
eyes continued to give off their otherworldly glow. Then, he gave a 
slow nod as his shadow brought the Cubone up to the Skarmory. 
However, just as Terron was about to set upon Zekra's back, he was 
flung forward. Terron screamed as he sailed through the air with the 
speed of a bullet, unable to control where he was going. He looked 
back to find the group all shooting him horrified glances, save for 
Yimtri, who seemed more anxious than anything else. 


Terron was just about to give the Sableye a violent lashing, but then, 
a sudden thought stopped him. 


Wait... he didn't throw me out of spite. He threw me because... 


Another bolt of electricity abruptly struck Terron's helmet, filling him 
with the power of static. And since he had no ground beneath him, 
the power stayed within him, flowing harmlessly through his body. He 
turned in the direction of where the attack had come from... only to 


find himself rapidly closing in on Erebus. Its eye was wide and it 
seemed ready to bolt from the spot, but it was not fast enough. 


Terron collided into the plagued creature, sending every bit of 
electricity within his body into it. The Darkrai let out a distorted, 
agonized scream as the two of them plunged toward the ground. 
Though merely touching the creature filled his body with a bitter, 
consuming cold that nearly froze all of his muscles in place, Terron 
kept his grip on one of the Darkrai's shoulder tatters. He yanked out 
a thorn from within his coat and stabbed it deep into the creature's 
chest. 


Black wisps erupted from the punctured spot. Erebus screamed 
further, and the cold slinking into Terron's body seemed to amplify 
even further. He shuddered as he fought it off and reached for 
another bone thorn. 


" You... attacked me... you managed to attack me..." 


Terron saw the Darkrai's eye as he pulled out the other thorn. It still 
illuminated with a strange emptiness that was void of any malice, but 
this time, there was something else. Something that surprised 
Terron. 


There was a glimmer of pride in its eyes. Like the stare a mother 
would give to her child after he had performed a great feat. 


Before Terron could ponder in this, the Darkrai held out its palm and 
fired a ray of frigid energy at the Cubone. Terron was abruptly blown 
off the Darkrai as crystals of ice formed along his chest, digging into 
his coat and puncturing his flesh. He desperately knocked off the 

crystals from his body as a sharp stinging sensation overcame him. 


But then, something grabbed Terron by the sleeve of his coat and 
dragged him down toward Erebus once more. He turned to find 
Yimtri gripping his arm and closing in on the Darkrai with a cold 
scowl. Terron glanced up to find Zekra swooping down as well, but 


away from the two to presumably bring Zeverous and Novus to 
safety. 


"Snap out of it!" Yimtri cried as he drew his free claw and filled it with 
a dark power. "Do you hear me, Terron?!" 


Terron frowned. 
"| hear you! Now-" 


The Sableye scowled deeper before he released his hold on Terron 
as he fired a black sphere out of his claw and at Erebus. The blob 
impacted the creature seconds later, creating a small explosion as 
the Darkrai finally slammed into the ground, kicking up dirt 
everywhere. 


"... let go of me," Terron finished blankly. 


Huh. He did that without me even saying anything. Weird. But then 
again... 


He couldn't finish his thought, for he then noticed that he was quickly 
closing in on the ground. At any second, he would collide with it. 


Terron braced himself for his own inevitable impact, but just as he 
was about to crash, Yimtri grabbed the Cubone by the arm once 
more. As soon as Terron touched the ground, he sank inside of it, his 
vision filling with darkness as the sounds of the battle faded away. 
But Terron didn't fight it, for he Knew that the strange sensation of his 
intangibility was only temporary. 


Not even a moment later, Yimtri pulled the both of them out of the 
void and landed upon the ground. Terron found Erebus collapsed not 
too far away from him, though he knew it wasn't defeated. It was 
forcing itself back up and would be hovering again soon. 


"Oh no you don't, Erebus!" 


Before Terron or Yimtri could move, a pillar of ice struck the Darkrai, 
sealing it in place along the ground. As it struggled to break free, a 
sphere of orange light impacted the creature, ripping it out of its icy 
binds and flinging it across the grass before it crashed into a tree 
and toppled to the ground. Terron and Yimtri turned to find Zeverous 
standing nearby with another Darkrai floating nearby him. At first, 
Terron cringed at the sight of the Darkrai, thinking it to be one of 
Erebus's clones, but then he saw the necklace strung around its red 
growth and realized who the Darkrai truly was. 


"Using Erebus's form as your own... it's a useful idea, | must say," 
Yimtri stated in lieu of Terron. 


"Thanks," Zekra said as she flexed her false Darkrai claws. 


"Hmm can you remain in the form of a Darkrai without the use of that 
amulet?" 


"Yeah, | think | can since | can see Erebus right in front of me. But | 
won't be able to change into anything else except one of you guys if | 
do that. Why?" 


"Give your amulet to Zeverous; he will need it if Erebus puts us back 
in a nightmare. We were fortunate enough not to be trapped in 
another one just yet. Your Erebus form should suffice in terms of 
power. And can you somehow make it so that we know that you are 
not Erebus? Perhaps a change in appearance somehow?" 


Zekra glanced down at the necklace. She stared at it for a moment, 
hesitating, but tore it off her neck and handed it over to her brother. 
She cringed for just a moment as the Zoroark wound the amulet tight 
around his arm, but was quick to shrug it off. 


"You alright?" Zeverous asked her. 


"Yeah, just had to get used to using the illusions without that 
necklace,” Zekra replied. "But I'm fine. It's not too bad." 


She closed her eyes as a pink light rippled through her form. When it 
died down, she still remained as a Darkrai, but now her body was 
tinted with a dark shade of purple. 


"There, | look different," she stated to Yimtri. 


"Good. Now we have a Darkrai on our own side, as well as our 
nightmare dispeller," Yimtri noted. "Now what happened to Novus?" 


"Novus passed out," Zeverous reported ruefully. “Apparently he got 
the worst part of that Thunderbolt attack and it fried him pretty bad. 
He's not dead, but he's not going to be waking up for a while. But we 
hid him, so don't worry." 


"So we have lost two Pokémon now... pity. But are you fine, 
Zeverous?" 


"Yeah, that electric attack really sapped a lot of energy out of me, but 
I'm fine now that I've had an Oran berry. Apparently we haven't been 
hit with that Embargo power yet." 


"Good, good. We can't afford to have you lost right now; this battle is 
far from over. Erebus hasn't used its real power yet; it hasn't used its 
full potential yet. | Know it is holding back." 


"How do you know that?" 


" Because you still wouldn't be standing if | wasn't. But not for 
much longer." 


Terron felt Yimtri grab him just as the ghost dove into the ground, 
dragging him down with the Sableye. Terron hastily gripped his own 
hand around Zekra’'s, also taking her with him. He wasn't sure if she 
had done the same with Zeverous, but he had no time to ask as he 
sank into the darkness. He could only keep his firm grasp around 
Zekra as Yimtri drifted through the underground world. 


When Terron flew out of the ground, he was grateful to find that 
everyone was among him, no one harmed by the unexpected action. 
However, his happiness was quick to fade when he saw Erebus 
hovering nearby, its claws streaming with black wisps. 


"| will not stand for that any longer. Stop making this more 
difficult than it needs to be." 


It promptly shot a blue beam from one of its fingertips, aiming it 
directly at Yimtri. The Sableye deftly moved out of the way and dived 
into the ground, but it did little good. The beam swerved and struck 
the Sableye just as he was to disappear, hitting him in the chest. He 
tumbled back for a few seconds before digging both of his claws into 
the soil, forcing himself to a halt. He panted as he looked over 
himself, but found that he was somehow unharmed. 


"What did you do to me, Erebus?" Yimtri demanded. 
" You will see." 


The Darkrai swooped back and raised up a palm toward not only the 
Sableye, but the entire group despite the small distance between 
each of them. The wisps flowing out of its claw intensified, and then 
a mighty pillar of black rings imbued with violet energy flew out its 
palm and sailed directly at the four. Terron recognized it to be a Dark 
Pulse, and just as Novus had described, it was far more powerful 
than any other one he had seen Zekra or King ever use. It was 
massive in size and the aura oozing out of the rings seemed to fill 
the air with a potent, horrific atmosphere. 


Terron saw Yimtri tense before he bolted toward the group, grabbing 
Terron by the back of his coat in the process. He leapt into the 
ground, but rather than phase through, he only crashed into the 
ground and scrapped both him and the Cubone against the dirt. 


"God... oh god no, " Yimtri gasped, his mouth gaping in horror. "My 
intangibility... | can't use it anymore. It's been disabled." 


And then, the Dark Pulse engulfed the four Pokémon. 


The Cubone couldn't even scream as the darkness seeped into him 
and tore apart his soul. A terrible bitterness devoured his heart, 
spreading a chill throughout all of his body as it seemed to eat away 
at his insides. His mind's eye became corrupted with horrendous 
images; hallucinations that his imagination crafted and tormented 
him with. He saw his friends being torn apart by ravenous demons 
from the pits of the underworld, their blood spilling across the ground 
and dyeing everything a deep crimson. He saw his own companions 
turn against him, taking turns at ripping him to shreds with gleeful 
smiles. He saw himself running through a dark corridor, fleeing from 
an unseen captor that he knew wanted him dead. 


He could not move as each image flashed through his mind, slashing 
at his soul in the process. He could only lay there helpless, watching 
the twisted imagery play before him without cease. He couldn't even 
see the real world anymore. His eyes were open, and yet he could 
not see those around him. 


| have to get up... | have to. But how? | can't even see... and if 
Novus was right, | can't do anything for a couple of minutes 
anyway... 


What do we do now? How do we win? 
Do you really want to kill Erebus? 


For just a brief moment, Terron no longer saw the terrifying images 
playing in his mind. What he saw was a pair of golden eyes staring 
at him from within darkness, boring deep into his soul. 


You... you're the plagued me... 


The darkness swiftly covered up the eyes, closing off Terron from the 
creature. He was about to yell at his plagued self, to demand that it 
come back, but then, the sounds of someone screaming filled his 
ears. His vision became clear, and soon, he found himself staring at 


Zekra in her Zorua form, standing in front of him. She had her back 
to him as she faced off against the Darkrai that hovered not far into 
the distance. From what Terron could see, her eyes were burning the 
brightest he had ever seen, the blue nearly filling up all of her sclera. 


Terron tried to speak and get to his feet, but found he still couldn't 
move. 


" You still stand, Zorua, even if you are so weak right now. |am 
surprised that you were able to resist my power. Even your 
brother succumbed to it." 


Zekra grit her teeth as what appeared to be a black haze oozed off 
her flesh. 


"You're not going to beat us, Erebus," she proclaimed. "We've 
worked too hard to fall to you. I'm not going to let myself die or get 
turned into a Plagued One by you. | won't give up until you're gone 
for good. You're the one who makes all of the Plagued Ones and I... 
| just can't lose until you're gone. You have to pay for what you've 
done. To me. To everyone. I'm not about to submit to some... 
monster like you." 


Erebus said nothing. It only kept its glance on her as it held out its 
palm toward her. 


Zekra dug her paws deep into the ground. The streams escaping her 
body seemed to increase in number, and for just one moment, she 
held the appearance of not an ordinary Zorua, but a complete 
Plagued One. 


"You're not going to turn me into a monster! You're not going to add 
me to your collection! | WON'T BECOME ONE OF YOU 
DISGUSTING THINGS! | WON'T LET IT HAPPEN!" 


With Zekra's triumph echoing through the forest, she and Erebus 
fired their Dark Pulses at one another. 


The beam erupted from Zekra's maw, but to her great astonishment, 
it was far more powerful than she had anticipated it to be. It greatly 
dwarfed her size as it shot out of her mouth, nearly blowing her back 
from the sheer power that it harbored. But Zekra dug her paws into 
the ground as she continued to fire the attack. 


"And so my gift to you begins to manifest. It is a pity that it 
couldn't manifest earlier." 


The two pillars of darkness crashed into one another, both of equal 
power, and set off a large explosion of negative energy. Both of them 
were blown back, Erebus being blown into the ground and becoming 
embedded in the dirt, while Zekra careened into a nearby tree, 
Snapping off much of the bark before she fell to the ground. 


Her eyes fluttered shut, and then her body slumped, becoming 
motionless. 


Terron found he could finally move again. He bolted to his feet as the 
dread coursing through him faded away, leaving his mind at peace. 
But the relief was quick to fade, for the moment he looked at Zekra's 
collapsed form, his heart shattered. He rushed over to her side, 
kneeling beside her as he violently shook her. 


"Zekra, wake up," he whispered, his voice broken. "Zekra! Get up! 
We have to keep fighting! | need you here!" 


But Zekra didn't stir. She remained unconscious, the wisps still rising 
off her. Terron knew that she hadn't been plagued further nor was 
she dead, despite what the sight said, but the mere sight of seeing 
her limp and near lifeless was still enough to bring tears to his eyes. 


"Zekra, please! Wake up!" 
He couldn't dwell much longer in the depressing sight, for he saw 


Yimtri rise back to his feet. The Sableye glanced over at the Zoroark 
still sorawled out along the ground, also unmoving. 


"Zeverous and Zekra have fallen," he stated. "Erebus's Dark Pulse 
has knocked them out." 


His bitter scowl twisted into that of an agonized one, and for just a 
second, Terron thought he saw the glimmer of melancholy shine in 
the Sableye's eyes. But then, the Sableye turned away from the 
Cubone, letting Terron see the suffering no more. 


"... We are the only ones standing now, Terron. We are the only 
ones who can stop Erebus at this point." 


The Sableye slowly turned back around, allowing Terron to see his 
face. Terron saw how Yimtri was trembling at the thought of them 
being the only ones left. He saw the flash of cowardice in his eyes so 
clearly. He saw the pain of knowing that all of his teammates and 
closest friend had been defeated. 


But then, in an instant, it all went away. Yimtri's broken scowl twisted 
back into that of an unfazed one as the light in his eyes seemed to 
intensify. He set his resolute, unwavering gaze on the Cubone, never 
breaking the stare as he came to the Cubone's side. 


"Erebus is weak now," Yimtri said. "We can still defeat it if we are 
able to work in sync. It cannot take much more harm. So Terron, give 
me your aid. Discard all of the agony that wracks your soul and fight. 
End this with me. Don't let the efforts of those who fought with us 
end in vain." 


The Sableye held out his claw to the Cubone, awaiting his words. 


Terron stared at the claw for a moment, frozen in indecisiveness. But 
then, he looked over at Zekra, and saw her collapsed form, he knew 
what he had to do. He swallowed hard as he closed eyes and 

forcefully suppressed all of the bitter emotions welling up inside him. 


Then, with a nod, Terron grasped his hand around the Sableye's. 


The moment Terron and Yimtri's hands touched, his mind suddenly 
seemed to cease working. What felt like a wave of water coursed 
over his brain, numbing all of his thoughts. 


Terron abruptly withdrew his hand from the Sableye. His thoughts 
once again resumed, as if nothing had happened. He looked over at 
Yimtri to find that his gaze had suddenly become hazy, and he 
seemed to be staring through Terron. 


"You alright?" Terron asked. 


The Sableye quickly shook his head, his usual glow returning to his 
gemstones of eyes. 


"My mind went blank for a moment. Apologies," he explained. 


Yimtri grabbed Terron's hand once again and pulled him to his feet, 
this time without the strange sensation going through the Cubone. 
Yimtri released his hold on Terron as he gazed out into the distance 
where Erebus lay. 


"| will assume that because of how weak Erebus must be right now, 
it will begin to fight with much more desperation," Yimtri stated. "It 
might start using the abilities it was holding back. So because of 
that-" 


"You're going to want me to stay close by so that Erebus doesn't 
separate us and pick us off one by one?" Terron asked. 


"... yes. Exactly. Somewhat disturbing that you came up with the 
same conclusion as | did..." 


"What? It's the best strategy to use right now." 
"... right. Well, moving along, other than staying close, the plan is still 


to keep Erebus on the ground and strike it any way you can. But 
since it might be more desperate this time... we will have to take 


extra precautions. So do what you must and stay close. That's all 
you have to do. Now then, time to go. Time to finish this." 


Without a moment's hesitation, the Sableye grabbed the Cubone by 
the sleeve and dove into the ground. Erebus's Disable had worn off, 
allowing the two to successfully phase through the dirt and speed 
toward the one they sought. 


As they flew through the darkness, Terron couldn't help but stare at 
the Sableye, perplexed by the conversation they had just had. 


He seemed pretty surprised that | had the same idea. But why? This 
was happening earlier when we were falling and it wasn't a big deal. 
We just happen to be thinking similarly right now is all. Well, 

whatever | guess. | shouldn't really think about it too much right now. 


When the two came right next to Erebus, they burst to the surface 
and flew right past the Darkrai's struggling form, both on either side 
of the creature. With a snarl, Terron ripped out a bone club from his 
coat and dragged the sharp point of it across Erebus's body while 
Yimtri did the same with his darkness-infused claws. 


A distorted screaming filled the air as the two finished their attack 
and landed behind the Darkrai, both panting before the two turned 
around to face the threat. 


| should do that attack again. It did a lot of damage and Erebus is 
staggering right now. This is the perfect opportunity. 


Terron clenched his club as he ran forward and once he had gained 
enough momentum, pushed off the ground and sailed toward 
Erebus. Just as he had before, he cut deep into the creature's flesh 
with his bone, tearing out black residue, before landing away from 
the Darkrai. However, he was quick to find that he was not alone. 
Yimtri also landed near him, his own claws covered with Erebus's 
wispy darkness. It didn't take Terron long to realize what had 
happened. 


"Wait, did you cut Erebus's side just now?" Terron asked. 


"Yes, | did," Yimtri nodded. "It was vulnerable, so | took the 
Opportunity." 


"So did |. That was my idea... which means that we both did the 
exact same attack at the exact same time." 


Terron kept his stunned gaze on the Sableye, baffled by what was 
happening to the two of them. 


Okay... this getting kind of creepy. Before it wasn't so weird, but now 
he and | are having way more complex ideas at the exact same 
time... 


" Ah, my children. You are working together so perfectly when 
you used to quarrel so violently." 


Terron and Yimtri turned to find Erebus's gaze locked upon them. Its 
sides leaked of darkness, spilling into the air rapidly as the light filling 
its one visible eye shined dimly. 


" How peculiar." 


The light suddenly flared, and the next thing Terron and Yimtri knew, 
there were twenty Erebus hovering around them. All of them raised 

up their claws, each streaming with a black energy. Yimtri grimaced 

at the sight. 


"Not good. Not good,” he muttered. 


We need to get out of here. Yimtri needs to take us underground. 
Terron thought desperately. And we need a better way to stay 
together. Him grabbing me all the time isn't all that great. But maybe 
with this Reunion Cape... 


Terron hastily ripped off his folded scarf, letting it unfurl into the long 
cape it was meant to be before he tied it to his wrist. Just as he did 
this, he turned to find that the Sableye had done the exact same 


thing, one end of his cape tied around his own wrist. Yimtri shot the 
Cubone a disbelieving stare, but didn't say anything as he grabbed 
the end of Terron's cape and tied it to his cape. 


Then, all at once, the Darkrai all fired a Dark Pulse at the duo. Terron 
watched Yimtri swiftly dive into the ground, disappearing from sight 
before he too was dragged down with the Sableye, narrowly avoiding 
the dark energy blasts. He could hear the faint rumbling from above 
as the Dark Pulses struck the ground where he once was. 


"Terron, how in god's name did you come up with the same idea | did 
at the exact same time? " Yimtri asked. "There is no way that was a 
coincidence." 


"| don't know! It just came to me!" Terron cried. "It's just like before 
with how you wanted to attack Erebus the way | did or when | 
wanted you to let go of me while we were falling! It's like we're 
copying or thinking like each other without even realizing it!" 


There was silence between the two. They only stared at one another 
as they drifted in the darkness, both at a loss. 


"... | find this to be incredibly disturbing, especially when we could 
never do this before," Yimtri started to say, "but I've decided that 
there's no reason to be alarmed by this. Do you know why?" 


"Because it means that we can fight without even telling each other 
what to do, therefore not giving Erebus the chance to react since it 
can't hear our commands?" 


"Precisely. Maybe after this battle we'll wonder what's happening to 
us, but for now, we'll simply take advantage of this. Now, it's time to 
get back to the battlefield. If you are truly developing the same plans 
as me in your mind, then you won't need me to tell you anything." 
"Yeah... | think | Know what you want to do. Let's do this." 


"Very well." 


Terron gripped the club still held tight in his hand, already knowing 
that Yimtri was flying back to the surface. He took in a deep breath 
as he felt himself get pulled up, entering the world of light a few 
seconds later. The moment he did, he was flung to the side and 
straight into one of the Erebus copies. Terron didn't fret and only 
readied his bone club. With a loud cry, he rammed his weapon into 
the creature's side, causing it to dissipate upon contact. He didn't 
stop flying forward as he took out several more Darkrai nearby, all of 
them exploding into a mass of wisps the second Terron hit them. 


When there were no more Darkrai in his way, Terron felt the scarf 
tied around his wrist yank him back into the ground and into the void. 


"That had to be at least five of them," Yimtri said. "Though there's 
still quite a number left." 


"Which means that we should use a different plan if we want to get 
this done faster," Terron said in reply. "I think you know what I'm 
thinking of." 

Yimtri was silent for a moment. 


"| could, so long as you accept that you may get blasted by the 
Erebus clones." 


"We have to get rid of those clones anyway, so might as well." 
"Very well then." 
"But you know... it's weird." 


"What is strange? The entire fact that we are unnaturally 
synchronized?" 


"Well even though that's pretty strange, I'm wondering why Erebus 
hasn't used that psychic attack on us again. It's a really powerful 
attack and all. Maybe even as bad as the nightmares. | mean, | know 


why it can't for you, but what about me? I'm not immune to those 
kind of attacks." 


"Yes, it is a rather peculiar thing. And the reason for that, | am not 
sure. However, we have no time to dwell on that. | suppose we can 
dwell on it when we finish this battle." 


"Yeah, you're right. | guess it's not too important right now." 


Terron was swiftly pulled back to the surface and landed back on the 
ground right beside the Sableye. The moment he touched the 
ground, he saw the Sableye's gemstones become bright, filling the 
vicinity with a powerful light that caused his shadow to darken. Then, 
with a sloshing sound, ten tentacles shot out of the Sableye's 
shadow and flailed out all around Yimtri and Terron. Each of the 
Darkrai filled their claws with some sort of power, whether it was with 
ice or darkness. But before any of them could strike, a tentacle 
lashed out at each of them and instantly eradicated it in seconds, 
eliminating the threat. 


In just a short amount of time, there was only Erebus left among 
Terron and Yimtri. Yimtri wasted no time in sending one last tendril at 
it. But just as it was to smack into the Darkrai, Erebus deftly moved 
out of the way and fired an Ice Beam at the duo. Terron saw it first, 
leaping out of the way and swiftly tugged on the scarf keeping the 
two together. The Sableye was pulled back just in time to avoid the 
blast, a large glacier forming where he once stood. 


Then, with a dark scowl, Terron ran forward and flung the Sableye at 
the Darkrai. Yimtri wasn't even alarmed by the sudden movement, 
only choosing to draw his claws and raked them across Erebus's 
body. The plagued monster's wails sounded through everyone's ears 
and Yimtri landed behind the Darkrai, panting as his claws streamed 
with the residue that leaked out of the creature. 


Terron pulled out another club from his pocket. 


This battle's almost over. Just a little more. 


The Sableye grabbed the scarf that bound the two together and 
swiftly yanked Terron toward not just him, but Erebus as well. Terron 
held out both of his clubs, using one to cut the Darkrai's side and 
using the other to sink its sharp point directly into Erebus's body, 
digging it deep into its haze-like flesh. By the time he landed beside 
Yimtri, he too was covered in the darkness and one of his clubs 
remained stuck inside the Darkrai. 


The two looked upon Erebus as it collapsed to the ground, wheezing 
and gasping as its body rapidly deteriorated. The two of them 
scowled as they ran toward the Darkrai at the same time, grabbing 
the cape around each of their wrists and clutched it tight in their fists. 


" Ah, | know what's happening to you two now. | know why you 
are able to work so perfectly together without saying anything 
when you never could before." 


"Don't care about that right now!" Terron cried. "Stop trying to distract 
us!" 


Terron and Yimtri leapt together, catching Erebus with their lengthy 
fabric, before swinging around its body multiple times, binding its 
arms to its sides. As they circled around it as the fabric wound 
tighter, the two drove their respective bones and claws into its flesh, 
more screams ensuing from the creature. 


" [t's what happens when you two decide to work together 
rather than fight. You never could do such before because you 
two always quarreled and continuously rebelled against the 
other. But now, now that you two want to work as one, you are 
operating as one being. 


" And yet you do not question why this is?" 
Terron and Yimtri landed upon the ground behind Erebus, and at 


once, swung the Darkrai around and around by the fabric still 
attached to each of them, the spinning circle going faster each time. 


" This kind of connection never happens to any normal 
Pokémon. Not even those of the psychic affinity are able to read 
others' minds so well and work together as flawlessly as you." 


"Shut up!" Terron screamed. 


When they reached a high enough velocity, Yimtri spread his 
intangibility into the tied capes, sending Erebus out of their grasps 
and flying into the ground. It skid along the grass, kicking up dirt as it 
clawed at the ground, slowly bringing it to a stop. 


"Why do you think this is? Why do you think you two are able 
to share the same ideas and instincts right now?" 


Terron and Yimtri shot each other a glance, knowing what the other 
wanted to do. They slowly gave each other a nod, ready to give 
Erebus the final strike while it was still down. 


However, just as the two were to rush forward, Erebus cast its eye 
upon them. It stared at them carefully, as if studying them. 


And then, it started to laugh. It was a spiteful laugh, filled with 
knowingness. Its warbled voice echoed all around Terron and Yimtri, 
and for just a moment, they didn't know what to think. 


" Do you suspect it might be because you two are the two 
halves of the same human being?" 


Terron's heart stopped dead in his chest as his legs became 
petrified, locking him in place. His throat ran dry. His eyes froze wide 
open as the words repeated in his mind, over and over again. 

Two halves... of the same human? The same... human... 

Does that mean... 

However, it was not Terron to speak. Yimtri immediately pointed a 


claw at the Darkrai, his eyes flickering as his mouth twisted into a 
confused, yet horrified scowl. 


"You're lying, Erebus," Yimtri spat, even as own voice wavered. 
"Cease distracting us with your lies!" 


" Oh, but it's true. You know it to be true. Isn't that why you were 
suspicious of the Cubone child after you heard him say the 
name you gave to me? The name of a deity from human culture 
that hardly any Pokémon are aware of? Isn't that why you tried 
to find out if he truly was human without actually telling him the 
truth? 


"Isn't that what you did?" 


The Sableye flinched and just as with Terron, became paralyzed with 
dread. Erebus let out an amused chuckle as it glared at the two 
Pokémon, its eye glinting eerily. 


" Well, allow me to give both of you a piece of the truth you each 
lack. You may both think that you are the only human turned 
Pokémon in all of Shiron, and the truth is, you're very right. 
There is no other human that is now in the flesh of Pokémon 
except for one. You are both that very human. You are both the 
one | brought here to Shiron twenty five years ago before | tore 
him into two very unequal, messy parts, one with memories and 
the other without. 


" You two are the same human. You two are the two sides of the 
same coin. That is why you can fight me so effectively right 
now. That is why you two found trust in one another since the 
day you two met, even when your personalities and ideals 
clashed. 


" [t's because you two are both Dimitri." 


Terron and Yimtri were both stunned beyond belief, unable to move 
even a muscle. They could only turn their gazes to each other, 
locking eyes. They gazed at one another, the two sides of one 
human, staring into the other's soul. They thought back to the 
countless battles and fights they had over the months, the sudden 


synergy the two them had as they fought Erebus, as well as the 
implications of what they truly were. 


The two Dimitri halves couldn't say anything to each other as the 
horrific information plagued their minds. 


Erebus launched itself at Yimtri, ripping the fabric between him and 
Terron in the process. Then, it grabbed him in its claws and pinned 
him to a tree, fast as lightning. It tore off the cape fastened around 
his neck, dropping it the ground, along with the anti-plaguing pin still 
attached to it. 


" Have a good rest, my child. The Primogenitor will be happy to 
see you again." 


It plunged its claw into his throat, filling him with the plague it 

harbored deep within its body. Yimtri didn't even scream as the light 
in his jeweled eyes faded, his body streaming with a potent Plagued 
One haze. Then, Erebus dropped the Sableye and turned to Terron. 


Terron told himself to fight. He told himself to fling his bone club at 
the monster. To throw something at it. Something. Anything . He told 
himself to kill Erebus while he still had the chance. 


But Terron could not move. He was frozen in place, the horrifying 
truth of what he was continued to corrupt his mind. 


Yimtri can't be me... he can't. | haven't been on this world as long as 
he has. | haven't been on Shiron for twenty five years. He just 
can't... he can't be... we're not split beings... we're not... 


It just isn't possible... Erebus is lying to us... it's just doing this to 
catch us off guard... 


And yet, no matter how much Terron thought this, he found he 
couldn't deny the Darkrai's words. Some part of him clung to the 
information and it firmly believed that Erebus was indeed telling him 
the truth. 


" Time to take you back to the Primogenitor as well." 


The Darkrai swooped forward, claws ready to sink into Terron's flesh. 
The Cubone could still not move. He could only watch as the 
creature closed in on him, the glow in its eye growing as it came 
closer. 


uw No!" 


A blur suddenly tackled Erebus from the side, knocking it away from 
Terron and sending it tumbling along the ground. Terron blinked, 
Snapping out of his stupor, as he turned to see what had happened. 


He found Erebus along the ground, a familiar Turtwig standing on its 
chest. 


Chloe... 


Her eyes seemed to burn with a terrifying ferocity as she leapt off the 
Darkrai just as it swung at her, nearly raking her face. It picked itself 
up and shot her a glare. 


" You. How are you here? You were trapped within me. How did 
you escape when ! made sure that you were bound to that 
place?" 


"Because you cannot trap me there, Erebus," Chloe spoke 
vehemently. "I've put in far too much effort to let you ruin my plan. | 
will not let you destroy the only hope that you and | have left!" 


The Turtwig launched a barrage of leaves from her head, all of them 
slicing into the Darkrai's body. Erebus winced before it darted out of 
the way and plucked her off the ground before sinking its claws into 
her shell. 


" You and | already know that your plan was doomed from the 
start. It cannot succeed. You cannot resist what has happened. 


You will forever be nothing but a puppet. Not when you are like 
this." 


Chloe's eyes narrowed as a strange gleam shined in her eyes. 


"You're right. Why should | fight you like this? | know what has to be 
done to stop you now." 


Erebus suddenly dropped Chloe, clutching its head with both of its 
claws, making loud, demonic hissing noises. The Turtwig fell to the 
ground, and much to Terron's surprise, exploded into a bundle of 
black wisps that vanished into thin air seconds later. 


"What are you... stop!" 


The Darkrai raised up a claw into the air, encasing in a violet energy 
as a black sphere formed in its palm. And then, with a loud, distorted 
scream, it launched the orb at Terron. The Cubone couldn't run away 
fast enough, for it soon merged into his body and thrust him into a 
nightmare. 


He was now in what appeared to be a cave with a single, glowing 
crystal on the ceiling to offer light. Covering the ground were pulsing, 
writhing tentacles, all of them slithering and curling around his feet. 
Every single one of them had at least a dozen eyes sprawled along 
their mass, opening and closing sporadically. Terron cringed in 
disgust as they slid over his flesh, their cold, moist touch, sending 
shivers down his spine. 


And then, Terron saw it. Floating in the very back of the cave, its one 
eye illuminating with the brightness of the sun, was Erebus. Just as 
he had seen it in reality, it was clawing at its head, groaning as it 
seemed to gouge out its own face. 


The second it saw Terron, it promptly raised a claw, sending every 
single tentacle in the cave after Terron. Spikes shot out of their 
disgusting masses as they came near, being as jagged as the blades 
of a Scyther. 


How am | supposed to get to Erebus like this? How am | supposed 
to win when everyone else is knocked out and I'm trapped in a 
nightmare? Can | even hurt it when I'm here? 


Do you truly want to kill Erebus? 


Terron heard his plagued self speak to him once more. He couldn't 
see it this time, but he could very clearly hear its voice echoing 
through his mind. 


You again... 


Do you want to kill Erebus? | want to hear the truth from your 
own voice. 


Terron cast the struggling Darkrai a glance just as the tentacles 
closed in on him. 


Yes. Yes | do. | have to. 


The tentacles curled around Terron, digging their thorns into his 
body. He let out a pained choking sound as they pierced his internal 
organs. His vision started to go black as the thorns dug deeper into 
him. 


Alright then. 


A sudden power surged within Terron's heart, spreading through his 
veins and consuming all of his body. Before he could understand 
what was happening, the binds holding him flew off him, crashing 
into the wall and shattering into millions of pieces. Terron panted as 
he checked over himself to find that he had several deep wounds, all 
of them bleeding profoundly. 


And yet, he couldn't feel anything. He couldn't feel the pain that the 
wounds had surely caused. He only felt the energy flowing through 
him. The cold, electrifying energy. 


What the... 


You want to defeat Erebus, do you not? Then run toward it. | will 
guide you. | will guide you just like | did when you first woke up 
in this realm, clueless as to how to fight when you were alone in 
the Mystery Dungeon. 


Wait... that voice when | was beating up the Venonat and 
Spinarak... that was you?! What... are you? You can't be my 
plagued self if that was you so long ago... 


And yet that was me so long ago. Now run, Cubone Dimitri. Run 
toward the plaguing Darkrai. Give it the final strike and this 
nightmare and this battle will end. There is no time to ask 
questions. 


Terron's clouded mind was swept clear, allowing him to finally think 
without anything getting in his way. His mind was no longer occupied 
with thoughts of how all of his teammates were defeated, how Yimtri 
was apparently him, or even how the voice speaking to him now 
claimed to have been with him since his adventure through a 
dungeon. Absolutely nothing filled his mind. It was as empty as could 
be, the only things running through it being the unknown voice's 
words and exactly one thought. 


Kill Erebus. 


The Cubone sprang forward, zipping through the mass of tentacles. 
The moment he passed him, they shot up and prepared to ensnare 
him once again, twisting their way toward him. 


Jump and go left. Then cling to the wall and let the tentacles try 
to impale you. 


Terron said nothing as he did as instructed, bounding into the air just 
in time to avoid the tendrils that had been trying to catch him by his 
feet. When he hit the ground, he darted to the left and immediately 
leapt onto the wall, stabbing his bone club into it as he held on. He 
watched with a scowl as all of the tendrils came after him, their sharp 


ends glistening in the dim light of the crystal. Yet, he made no 
attempt to move. He only watched them come near. 


Now dart away. 


The Cubone withdrew his club and flew off the wall just as the 
tentacles struck the spot he once was. Every single one of them 
became caught in the wall and tried to pull themselves out, but found 
that they were stuck deep in its rocky mass. Terron smirked at the 
sight. 


Run after it now. Get to it and finish it while everything Is clear. 


Terron ran forward, speeding along the barren ground. He readied 
his bone club, twirling it in his claws as he closed in on the Darkrai. 


" No... stay away. Stay away. Can't... move... can't move 
because of her..." 


The world around Terron shifted. Soon, he found himself sprinting 
across a lake, somehow running along its surface without sinking 
into its murky depths. The sky was blood red and what appeared to 
be black particles from above poured down upon the water before 
plummeting down below. However, Terron paid the change of 
scenery no mind, only focusing on the Darkrai, who had not moved 
in regards to distance. 


Something is coming to your right. 


Terron swatted his club in said direction. No sooner than he did this, 
did what appeared to be a Carvanha leap out of the water with jaws 
opened wide. At least, it appeared to be such a Pokémon; Terron 
wasn't entirely sure, as the creature was nothing but a skeleton with 
pieces of stripped flesh feebly clinging to its bones. The eyes 
illuminated with a bright orange color, burning its eager gaze into the 
Cubone. Terron cringed at the sight of the mutilated Pokémon, but 
quickly took in a deep breath and forcefully suppressed the disgust 


he held. He slammed his bone into the water-type, shattering it into 
several pieces, all of the bones flying back into the lake. 


Watch out beneath you. 


The Cubone looked down and saw several dark figures rise up 
toward him. He moved to the side just as the creatures broke the 
surface, avoiding a nasty collision as a dozen of the corrupted 
Carvanha flew out of the water. Terron scowled as he dug into his 
pocket, not needing the voice to tell him what to do next. 


He yanked out a handful of vertebrae, each about the size ofa 
pebble. Then, he flung one of them at each of the creatures diving in 
on him. Terron watched each of their bodies crumble upon impact 
with the bones, all falling to pieces around Terron like a shower of 
bones and flesh. 


Terron wasted no more time and kept running. 
" STAY AWAY FROM ME. YOU WILL NOT END THIS." 


"You really think I'm going to stop?!" Terron screamed. "You really 
think that everything I've gone through and all of the suffering you've 
brought everyone... that I'm just going to listen to you?!" 


The water around him boiled, steam rapidly rising out of the surface 
as it was dyed red. Soon, Terron found himself running across 
molten rock, the world now the inside of a giant volcano. His coat 
and bag immediately caught fire as he sprinted across the bubbling 
surface, its ashes flying off him along with all of his supplies. 


Terron didn't stop running, only clutching the one club he had left 
even tighter. Erebus was in sight. He could see it so clearly. 


He could see the Darkrai's stare fixed upon him as it remained 
stationary in the air, its body seemingly locked in some sort of 
paralysis. 


" STAY AWAY." 


Terron ran faster. His feet flew across the ocean of lava, never once 
catching fire as he raced along it. There was no pain. There was no 
sensation. It was as though he was walking on air. 


Put an end to this madness. 


Terron firmly pressed his feet against the lava, and then pushed off, 
springing straight at the Darkrai. Terron closed the gap between him 
and Erebus. And then, with all of his might, he swung his club into its 
chest. 


The Darkrai flew through the air, its warbled, demonic screams 
piercing the Cubone's ears. The nightmare encasing the two fizzled 
out, and within seconds, they were back in Erebus Woods, Terron 
sprawled out along the ground, unharmed and donning his coat, 
supplies, and full arsenal of weapons once again. He saw the 
Darkrai crash into a nearby tree, somehow being affected by his 
attack from within the nightmare, almost snapping the tree in half in 
the process as it became indented into the trunk. 


Its one visible eye slowly shut, and then it tumbled to the ground. 
Terron rose to his feet and approached the Darkrai before he looked 
upon it. It still lay before him, motionless, save for the wisps that 
continued to slowly stream out of its body. When he saw this, he 
knew what it meant. He knew what he had done. 


At long last, after fifty years of plaguing Shiron, Erebus had fallen. 


Darkness's Embrace 


X 
Chapter 51 


Darkness's Embrace 


Erebus, the plagued Darkrai, still lay collapsed before the victorious 
Cubone with eyes shut tight. 


Terron looked upon the monster with a blank stare, his thoughts still 
running empty and all feeling in his body gone. The forest 
surrounding him remained silent, for now that he was no longer ina 
nightmare, there were no creatures that could attack him. He was 
the only one who was left in the Darkrai's home. 


Almost the only one. | believe you forget the ones who came 
with you to defeat Erebus. Your friends, as you would call them. 


His plagued self said no more as it retreated into the hidden reaches 
of his mind. With its impromptus leave, all of his thoughts came 
flooding back to him. The sudden rush startled Terron for a moment, 
but he was quick to recover as memories of the battle came over 
him. And with those memories, he remembered the fates of the 
Pokémon that were with him. 


As his heart beat violently in his chest, he scurried off to the one 
closest to him: Zekra. He found that she was still collapsed under 
one of the many trees sprouting around the forest, still streaming 
with a black haze. For just a moment, Terron hesitated, thinking that 
his friend was long gone and only her plagued self remained. Surely, 
if he woke her up, she would attack him and turn him into a Plagued 
One as well. 


No, she's not a complete Plagued One. Terron then realized. Fully 
plagued Pokémon don't sleep. If they're ever defeated, they 
completely lose their forms. Zekra's still got a body even though 
she's passed out. 


With that comforting thought in mind, Terron reached down and 
slowly shook her. 


"Hey, Zekra?" he asked gently. "Can you hear me?" 


The Zorua didn't stir. Terron grimaced as he shook her more 
vigorously. 


"Zekra! Wake up!" 


One of her ears twitched, and soon, a pained scowl followed. Terron 
felt his heart soar as Zekra's eyes sluggishly opened. The wisps 
oozing out of her fur quickly ceased to be. 


"What happened?" she asked wearily. "Where's Erebus?" 


"Gone," Terron answered. "We defeated It. It's over now, Zekra. 
We've won." 


Zekra's eyes widened. With a groan, she hurried to her feet and 
glanced around. It didn't take her long to spot the motionless Darkrai 
sprawled out on the ground in the distance. She gasped as she 
brought her gaze back to Terron. 


"Erebus is dead," she breathed. "You killed it after it took me out... 
which means all of the Mystery Dungeons in the world are gone now. 
It can't plague anybody anymore..." 


"Yeah, but let's not celebrate just yet. We need to wake everybody 
up and then maybe go check Erebus one last time to make sure it's 
actually dead. We don't want to make a stupid mistake like just 
assuming it's dead after all." 


"Right," Zekra said, quickly composing herself. "We'll meet up by 
Erebus after we get everybody. So, | guess I'll go get Zev and Novus 
while you look around for Chloe and Yimtri. That alright?" 


Terron internally flinched at the Sableye's name. Hundreds of 
thoughts immediately flashed through his mind, all of them reminding 
him of the grim "truth" Erebus had revealed to him. According to the 
plagued Darkrai, Yimtri and Terron were once the same person, the 
human that Terron thought he was. 


Just the mere thought of thinking about the Sableye made Terron 
sick to his stomach. To think that the one he had despised so greatly 
in the past was, in fact, a part of him. He didn't want to believe it was 
true, yet the very thought kept clinging to him, insisting that it was, in 
fact, the truth. 


"Uh, Tear? You there?" Zekra asked, waving a paw in front of his 
face. 


Terron snapped back into reality and looked back at his friend. Of 
course Zekra didn't know what was going through his mind; she had 
been unconscious when Erebus had told him of the unnerving 
information. Everyone except himself and Yimtri didn't know what 
had happened. 


"Yeah, I'm fine," he said blankly. "| was just zoning out for a second. 
But yeah, I'll go find them. See you at Erebus." 


Zekra cast him a confused glance, but made no further comments. 
Terron watched her leave his side and wander off to the presumed 
location of one of his fallen friends. When she was out of sight, he 
looked in the direction of where he knew Yimtri lay collapsed. Then, 
with a reluctant grimace, he made his way toward the Sableye. 


Yimtri is me... and I'm him. Terron pondered. /t would explain so 
much, but... how did it even happen? How are we separate beings? 
| mean, is there another explanation? Could all of this just be a lie 
Erebus told us so that it could catch us off guard? But... then why 


did Yimtri and | have that weird connection back then? And why was 
| seeing all of his memories in that realm while everyone else saw 
their own? If he's really me... then all of that would make sense. 
But... 


Terron pushed the thought out of his mind as he hastened his pace, 
treading through the forest until he came across the one he sought. 
Just like Zekra, he found Yimtri's body was releasing endless wisps 
into the air. Collapsed by his side was his Spell Cape and the pin still 
attached to the collar. Tied to his wrist was still a piece of the cape 
that he and Terron had used to attack Erebus together. A piece of 
that same cape was still fastened tight to Terron's own wrist. 


The Cubone gulped at the sight, and it wasn't because he feared 
that Yimtri was further plagued. 


"Yimtri," Terron said, unable to raise his voice to anything above a 
whisper. 


Much to Terron's surprise, there was a flicker of light in the Sableye's 
jeweled eyes. It was dim at first, but then, it steadily grew until it was 
as though a fire was burning behind them. The Sableye slowly 
turned to Terron, his face blank. Terron, despite feeling unnerved at 
the stare, went on. 


"Erebus is defeated. After it knocked you out, | managed to take care 
of everything. So... it's finished." 


Yimtri continued to say nothing. He only rose back to his feet before 
he reached down and picked up the discarded cape with the special 
pin. He proceeded to tie the cloth around his neck, taking extra care 
to make sure that the pin pressed its surface against his neck. 
However, even after he had attached the cape to himself, the 
streams escaping his ghostly form didn't disappear. They only 
continued to waft out of his body. 


Terron slowly backed away, not sure what to make of the scene. 
Yimtri looked over himself, seeing what had happened to his body 


before he brought his claws close to his face. He watched with a 
blank, eerie stare as several wisps seeped out of his hands, never 
ceasing. There was no horrified scowl or twisted smile upon the 
Sableye's face; there was only a complete lack of emotion. 


Yimtri dropped his claws and cast the Cubone a glance, his jeweled 
eyes flickering with a light very akin to the Plagued Ones. The two 
stared at one another, neither saying anything to the other. Terron 
could feel the awkward tension gathering between the two, growing 
stronger with each passing second. He could feel it driving itself 
deep into his heart, and he knew that Yimtri was feeling the exact 
same way. He didn't need to have his intangible connection with 
Yimtri to tell him that. 


There was a brief flash of his eyes, and then Yimtri averted his gaze 
from the Cubone and unceremoniously wandered away. The heavy 
atmosphere filling Terron only amplified, even as the Sableye grew 
further and further away from him. 


Terron couldn't take it anymore. 


"How are you me?" he blurted out. "How are you me when you've 
been on Shiron for at least twenty years and I've barely been here 
for a couple of months?" 


"We're not having this conversation," Yimtri stated. "End of 
discussion." 


Terron scowled as he curled his empty claws into fists. 


"Yes, we are," Terron stated firmly. "You're not backing out of this 
conversation. | need to know what's going on. | need to know how 
you of all Pokemon are supposed to be me." 


Yimtri came to a halt. He kept his back to the Cubone, letting his 
claws hang limply by his side. He remained like this for a time, 
completely silent as he stared off into the distance. 


Then, he slowly turned around and looked straight at the Cubone. 
Just as before, there was no soul behind his eyes. He was simply 
gone. Detached from reality. 


"You're not me," Yimtri said. "I'm not you and you're not me. There. 
There's the answer. Erebus was lying to us." 


Terron didn't know how to respond to the statement. 


"You and | are not the same being," Yimtri went on, his voice cold 
and calculated. "| refuse to accept that such an absurd statement is 
the truth for countless reasons. You'd best do the same." 


Terron stared at the Sableye, his own eyes now dulled. He couldn't 
believe what he was hearing. Yimtri was absolutely bent on not 
believing he and Terron were the same being. He was in complete 
denial over the entire situation. 


And then, Terron realized something. He slowly shook his head and 
he narrowed his eyes as the thought became more concrete in his 
mind. 


"You're not in denial over this," he said in a low, quiet tone. "No, this 
is just like with the time you kept pretending you were in denial over 
how Erebus was turning everyone into Plagued Ones. You were just 
being that way so that you didn't have to confess anything. And 
you're doing it again right now because even though you know we're 
both the same person, you don't want to talk about it." 


"Don't be absurd," Yimtri snapped. "You too know that we're not the 
same being. This conversation doesn't need to happen. And do you 
want to know why? It's because of the secret | kept from everyone 
across all of Shiron. That secret outright proves that you and | aren't 
the same human. And since you've helped me defeat Erebus, I'll 
finally tell you exactly what that secret is." 


Yimtri glared at the Cubone as his Plagued One haze seemed to 
darken and leave his body more rapidly. 


"| was never a Sableye my entire life. Once upon a time, | used to be 
another being who went by the name of Dimitri. A human being who 
lived in a world called Kuron that was very similar to Shiron in 
regards to the layout of the land, with it having only one large 
continent and several smaller islands scattered around the ocean. 
But otherwise, it was a completely different world. There were no 
Pokémon; they were only legends that supposedly worked alongside 
humans centuries ago before they promptly disappeared without 
warning. They were just like the gods of ancient cultures that no one 
believed in anymore. Instead, we had creatures called animals that 
were very similar to Pokémon, yet not quite the same. 


"| was no one of significance; | was simply a youth who would be 
entering adulthood in due time. A child, just like you. But then, one 
day about twenty five years ago, that changed. | woke up one 
morning and found myself in a glade, no longer a human. No, now | 
was this... Sableye. Though thankfully for me, | had all of my 
memories and thus knew what | was, as | read much regarding 
legends and mythology, if you haven't managed to figure that out by 
now. The adaption to my sudden transformation was much swifter 
because of that. 


"But, that's beside the point. The point is that never in my memory do 
| remember this plagued Darkrai stealing me from Kuron and tearing 
my soul in two. | highly doubt that I'd forget such a traumatic detail. | 
don't know precisely who you are, except that you're human based 
on a variety of characteristics you display. The cryptic questions | 
asked you after you revealed that the name Erebus sounded familiar 
proved that to me. But, despite that, you're not me. You're still a 
child, the age | was when | was whisked here amusingly enough, but 
you're not me due to that. If you were truly me, you would be as old 
as me. You're not. You're still a child." 


Terron didn't say anything, well aware that what Yimtri stated was 
true. He had already realized the significant age difference between 
him and Yimtri. That information alone should have convinced Terron 
that Yimtri was right. 


And yet, Terron knew it wasn't good enough. 


"If you really believe that," Terron stated, "then | want you to give me 
an answer to this question: why did you and | trust each other when 
we first met?" 


Yimtri scowled hard. Terron didn't feel a swell of confidence come 
over him upon seeing the reaction. He felt nothing at seeing the 
Sableye's stupor. 


"Let's face it," Terron pressed further, not giving Yimtri the chance for 
a rebuttal. "Even though you and | pretended to have a reason to 
trust each other when we first met, we didn't really. To me, in my 
misguided perspective, you were nothing but a gutless coward who 
was letting everybody suffer because you feared that the 
Fellowships would kill you and your members if they found out what 
was going on with Erebus. Something that | found was incredibly 
selfish and it didn't help that you outright refused to admit what 
Erebus did to me until | threatened you in Aurora Town. And then to 
you, | was a giant thorn at your side. | was some Cubone who knew 
one of your darkest secrets and made your life more difficult than it 
was already. You knew what would happen if | told everyone about 
Erebus and its ties to the Plagued Ones. You knew that no matter 
what, no one would listen to you and give you a chance to prove you 
weren't completely plagued and gone. 


"So then why did we trust each other? Why did you decide to let me 
live and bear your secret when you could have easily killed me? You 
could have made up a lie and said that my friends and | all got lost in 
Erebus Woods. It would have been so easy. But you didn't. And then 
why did | choose to keep that information safe for you? Why didn't | 
let anyone tell the Fellowship about Erebus? | could have done it; | 
really could have. Len would have protected me if you ended up 
coming for me. His entire team would have. But | didn't. 


"Yimtri, why would we trust each other that much if we hated each 
other back then? Why would we do something so stupid? What 
excuse did we have? Can you answer that for me?" 


The Sableye didn't give a reply. Terron's scowl grew as he took a 
step forward. 


"Go ahead, answer the question,” the Cubone challenged. "Tell me 

why we trusted each other back then. Give me a better explanation 

than the fact that we're the same person and could somehow sense 
that even back then." 


Yimtri continued to stare at the Cubone for a moment longer. And 
then, the light in his eyes dimmed, and he gave a long, tired sigh. He 
hung his head and slowly shook it. 


",... what does it matter if we're the same person?" Yimtri asked ina 
subdued voice. 


"Because | want to know what happened," Terron stated. "You're the 
one who probably knows better than me. You're the one who has all 
of... Our memories." 


Terron had to stop, finding that referring to the both of them as the 
same being felt strange. Even if saying it in his mind brought no 
problems, it was an entirely different story to say it aloud. 


"| already said it; | don't remember," Yimtri confessed. "Not a single 
memory of mine has a Darkrai tearing apart my soul. | simply woke 
up as a Sableye when | had fallen asleep as a human." 


"But there has to be an explanation," Terron insisted. "There has to 
be a reason for how this happened. | Know there is. | just want to 
know so badly. | just want to know why Erebus split us apart... | want 
to know why we were brought to Shiron." 


Yimtri remained silent, grimacing uncomfortably. But, Terron knew it 
wasn't done out of reluctance; it was because the Sableye truly had 
nothing left to say. As of that moment, Yimtri had given the Cubone 
every secret he had withheld from the world. Everything he knew 
about Erebus and his own humanity was all within Terron's mind 
now. There was nothing left to tell. There was no more information 


the Cubone could get out of the Sableye, the only source he had left 
to gain more information about their separation. 


Terron felt his heart sink at the epiphany. 
" You two are safe." 


The two former humans froze. They knew that voice; it was Chloe's 
voice. She was among them again somehow, despite what had 
happened to her during the battle. 


"Chloe?" Yimtri asked as he glanced around. "Where are you?" 
" Over here." 


Without hesitation, Yimtri hurried toward the direction of the voice, 
the wisps escaping his body now ceasing so that he had the 
appearance of a normal Sableye. Terron was quick to follow, staying 
close behind him. They treaded through the forest, searching for the 
Turtwig that had disappeared after combating Erebus. Terron still 
wasn't exactly sure what had happened to her and why she had 
vanished so quickly when she tried to save him, but he realized that 
the only way he would find out was to find her and ask. That was, 
among many other things he wanted to ask her, given the cryptic 
words she spoke when they were traveling in the dungeon. 


So many questions for just one Pokémon. Terron thought to himself. 
She just better answer them. 


After a time, the two found themselves wandering in the area where 
Erebus still lay. They found Zekra, Zeverous, and Novus gathered 
nearby the body, but Chloe was nowhere in sight. 


"Oh, there you guys are," Zekra said as she glanced over at them. 
"We just got here and were wondering where you guys were." 


"SO | see," Yimtri stated simply. "Is Chloe here?" 


"No, Tear was supposed to be looking for her," Zekra replied. "You 
didn't find her?" 


"Not really," Terron admitted. "But we heard her voice and we're 
trying to follow it to wherever she is. Are you guys okay, though?" 


"| feel rather exhausted still, even after having an Oran berry," Novus 
answered. "But otherwise, | am fine. I'm rather happy to know that | 
wasn't infected with the blight, so | still remain myself." 


"Alright, that's good. We really don't need everyone here to be 
plagued. And what about you, Zev?" 


"Yeah, | guess I'm alright," he answered with a shrug. "Kind of the 
same as Novus really." 


"Same here," Zekra chimed in. "I just want to take a nap or 
something. | feel kinda woozy and it's getting kinda hard to keep 
standing. And no matter how many Oran berries | eat, | just don't feel 
any better." 


"Huh. That's strange. | kind of figured that Oran berries can't heal us 
completely, but | still figured they'd make you guys feel a lot better." 


"Yeah, | guess it's just what happens after you fight a legendary. But 
at least we're all still alive. | really thought somebody was going to 
die back there or get turned into a Plagued One...." 


Zekra flattened her ears against her head as she cast a sad glance 
to the Pokémon surrounding her. The Zoroark standing beside her 
smiled softly. 


"Well, we don't have to worry about that anymore," Zeverous 
assured. "The battle's over. We've won. Now we can get out of here 
and go do... whatever now." 


"We still need to find Chloe," Yimtri stated. "We're not leaving until 
we find her." 


"Yeah, alright," Zeverous sighed. "We won't leave her behind. 
Hopefully she got out of that weird realm she was trapped in.” 


"| need to ask her questions too, so yeah, let's go find her," Terron 
stated. "But since we're here, we should check to make sure we 
killed Erebus. We don't want it coming back to life on us." 


Everyone turned to look upon the comatose Darkrai. It still 
slumbered before them, having not moved an inch since the moment 
it fell into its current state. There were no signs of life in it from where 
they stood, save for the wisps that continued to leak out of its body. 
But even then, Terron doubted the streams were an indicator of 
whether the creature was still alive or not. 


Before anybody could decide who would do the task, Yimtri went 
forward and approached the fallen Darkrai. Everyone stepped out of 
the way as he stopped before it, staring into its closed eye with a 
blank expression. 


He then raised a claw up, its sharp points glimmering in the light of 
his gemstones. 


The Darkrai's eye suddenly opened and gazed directly at the 
Sableye. 


Yimtri tensed, but only for a second. He quickly twisted his surprised 
frown into a scowl as brought his claw down upon Erebus. However, 
before it could make contact with the creature, the Darkrai deftly 
moved out of the way and sprang into the air. 


Everyone took a step back, wearily psyching themselves for yet 
another battle with the Darkrai. Though they had suspected Erebus 
wasn't dead, they had thought they at least crippled it and made it 
immobile. 


They should have known better when fighting against such a 
mutated, powerful force of nature. Now, it seemed that they would be 
forced to fight all over again. 


But, much to everyone's surprise, Erebus didn't attack them. Instead, 
it stared at each of the five from its position high above, its one 
unconcealed eye barely illuminated. 


" You have put me on the brink of death. Not many Pokémon can do 
that, especially when | am filled with the blight." 


Everyone flinched as the Darkrai spoke to them. They did not cower 
because it was a voice they had never heard before; they cowered 
because the voice was familiar. They knew the voice that now spoke 
to them and hearing it from the plagued creature greatly shook them. 
However, it was Yimtri who was most disturbed by the words. He 
took a few steps toward the Darkrai, never taking his eyes off its 
own. 


"Your voice... it sounds just like Chloe's,” he stated. "You're speaking 
with her voice." 


" Yes, this is my true voice. The voice you have heard me use in the 
past, the distorted one, that one was used so you would not realize 
the ties the Turtwig and | held with each other." 


Yimtri's eyes flickered. 


"So what you're saying... is that the Turtwig | knew as Chloe for so 
long... the one | trusted more than anyone... that was just you." 


" Yes. She was a fraction of myself | split off into another being." 


For a moment, Yimtri did nothing. He only remained stationary as he 
stared at the Darkrai, his eyes glassy. It was as though time had 
completely stopped all around Yimtri. 


And then, something in him snapped. 
"You were her?!" he cried, drawing his claws as his eyes filled with 


an ethereal brightness. "All of those years... all of those years | 
thought | had someone | could trust. All those years | thought | hada 


companion... a friend who stayed by my side no matter what 
happened... no matter how much | was plagued and became the 
mess | am now... that was just you?!" 


There was a flash of black, and then Yimtri closed the distance 
between him and the Darkrai, his claw sunk deep into her front. She 
winced at the sudden attack as she let out a pained groan. She fell 
out of the air and crashed into a nearby tree, sliding down to its base 
before becoming sprawled out along the ground. She looked over at 
the Sableye, who still had his claw within her and was somehow 
unharmed, but seemed unable to make an effort to stop him. She 
only kept her gaze on him, watching as his vicious scowl melted 
away to reveal an expression so broken. 


"So this whole time, you were her," he went on, his voice cracking 
further with each word he spoke. "You were just... leading me here. 
You were just there for me so that you could keep me near your 
home and turn me into a Plagued One. You did all of this just so you 
could make me one of your sick, twisted creations... everything you 
did was nothing but a lie. Chloe was just a lie..." 


Yimtri ripped out his claw from the Darkrai, watching as she cringed 
and held the punctured spot. The Sableye stared at his claw, 
watching the black wisps stream off it. He looked back at the Darkrai, 
who continued to writhe in place. 


"Somebody kill her," he stated in a low, venomous voice. "Somebody 
take care of this so we can leave." 


No one moved a muscle. Yimtri somehow seemed to realize this, for 
he swiveled his head around and glared at the four. 


" One of you kill her right now!" he screamed. 
Everyone flinched. They could see how much Yimtri's eyes 


shimmered with a dark, melancholy light. They knew if it weren't for 
the fact he had gems for eyes, he would have been crying. 


"Yimtri..." Terron muttered. 
" Stop stalling and do it!" 
"It is best not to kill me." 


Yimtri snapped his gaze back to the Darkrai. He found that she had 
pushed herself up into an awkward sitting position against the tree. 
Her arms hung limply by her sides as she stared at him with a hazy 
eye. 


Yimtri forced his broken scowl to twist back into one filled with 
animosity. He spread out his claws as he let out a low, menacing 
snarl that belonged more to a demon rather than a respectable 
leader. 


"Why shouldn't 1?" he asked coldly. "Give me one good reason after 
all that you've done to Shiron for the past fifty years." 


" Because | have the answers you want. You cannot obtain these 
answers if | am dead." 


Yimtri scowled and directed all of his misery at her in a vehement 
glare of pure hatred. 


"Why would you bother to tell us anything?" he hissed. "You have no 
reason to give us information. Telling us the answers we seek would 
never benefit you." 


"Why not listen to my words and decide for yourself if they are true 
or not?" 


The Sableye scowled harder, dissatisfied with the answer. The 
Darkrai wasn't fazed by his hostile demeanor, only choosing to 
remain collected and motionless. 


"| will start with something simple. You wonder why you were so 
determined to come to my home as of recent times when before, you 
were so reluctant. | was the one who made you like that. | told the 


blight within you to hurry here so that you would come to me. The 
blight told you to hasten and hurry to me. It fed into your rashness." 


"Of course that is your fault," he muttered bitterly. 


" Yes. It was my fault. | will not deny it. | have many ways of luring 
Pokémon into my nightmares. One of them is a method | am sure 
you are quite aware of." 


Erebus's eye glimmered. The darkness all around the six suddenly 
retreated into the far reaches of the forest, allowing them to see the 
vicinity with better clarity. What they found nearly made them 
backpedal. 


There were hundreds of evolution stones scattered throughout the 
canopy. They lined each and every branch, covering the wood with 
their presence. Each one glowed softly from the strange power 
within them, like tiny, flickering candle lights. 


"You might think that the stones were nothing but a part of my 
nightmares after realizing what Mystery Dungeons truly are, but the 
truth is that they are very much real. | make sure that if you collect 
any items in your journey through my nightmares, | allow you to 
leave the nightmare and my homes with the same amount of true 
items. After all, if they were not real, they would surely disappear 
from reality after a time once you left. | can only have a piece of the 
nightmare remain in reality for so long before it disappears, if | can 
even allow that at times. | am fairly sure that if my evolution stones 
were fake, you would have noticed and would soon figure out what 
my Mystery Dungeons truly were. But most importantly, you would 
no longer come to my home. | could not allow that to happen." 


"So you're the reason for the evolving stone shortage in the world," 
Yimtri said. "You stole so many of them and brought them here so 
you could lure my members and | into your nightmare. And then you 
would plague us every time we visited, Knowing we would never 
leave because we needed them for all of the Fellowships..." 


" Yes, that was the purpose of the stones. You are right. Whether it is 
through bribery in some sense, or simply drawing you in using the 
influence of the blight | put within you, there are many ways | draw 
you into my true home." 


Yimtri scowled at the comment. He let out a scoff as he turned away, 
still incredibly disgusted with the Darkrai. Erebus cast him what 
appeared to be a saddened gaze, but said nothing else to him. She 
seemed to know that he no longer wished to speak to her, let alone 
look at her. 


Terron, on the other hand, grew strangely curious about her. He took 
a few steps forward against his better judgment, looking at her. She 
stared back at him, and he noted that her eyes seemed even dimmer 
than before. 


But, before he could think of anything to say, someone else spoke. 


"Hmm, another question | wish to ask," Novus said. "In the corpse 
forest, there were Pokémon who you said were those that you 
infected with the blight. But, then we found out that the forest was 
nothing but a nightmare. So if that is so, what are those Pokémon 
then?" 


The Darkrai said nothing, only choosing to stare at the Quilava with a 
blank expression. Novus frowned. 


"Are you going to answer my question?" Novus asked again. 
There was still silence. 
"Erebus?" Terron then spoke up. "You going to answer him?" 


She immediately seemed to snap to attention, as if waking out of a 
deep daydream. 


" They were projections of the Pokémon | tainted with the blight. The 
Pokémon you saw were very much real; they were simply 


somewhere else and | only chose to show you precisely how many | 
had captured in the nightmare using that forest. That way, you have 

an idea of how many new recruits the Primogenitor will have added 

to its legion by my own doing. Then you will know what you are truly 
fighting against.” 


"So that's what it is," Novus said with a nod. 
He seemed to think to himself for a moment. 


"Though, once again, you speak of this Primogenitor," he stated. 
"You have mentioned it a number of times. What exactly is this 
creature you refer to by that name?" 


Once again, Erebus didn't speak. She only brought her vacant stare 
to the Cubone, occasionally shifting it between him and Yimtri. 


Novus scowled harder as the crown of his head slowly became 
aflame. He opened his mouth for what was assumed to be a lashing, 
but then, the Darkrai shifted her glance back over to the Quilava. It 
was only for a second, but in that fleeting moment, Terron thought he 
saw something glimmer in her eyes. Multiple emotions that flashed 
so quickly before him. 


But there was one that was most prominent: vulnerability . 


" The Primogenitor is the creature | found when | ventured into the 
Blight Forest so long ago. | do not know what it Is. It is unlike any 
other creature | have seen. It is not Pokémon and it is not a human. 
It is an unknown. It is an abomination. It is what made me what 1am 
now. It was the one to give me and the others the blight.” 


Novus stared at the Darkrai, narrowing his eyes at her as he 
processed the information. And then, his eyes slowly grew wide. 


"Wait... are you saying that the Primogenitor is the original Blight 
Demon?" Novus then asked. "Is this Primogenitor the one that 
trapped each of the legendary beings inside of the Blight Forest? Are 


you implying... that this creature injected the other legendary beings 
it captured with the blight and are about Shiron, spreading the blight 
even further for it?" 


Everyone turned toward the Darkrai, intrigued by the question. They 
all stared at her, anxiously awaiting what she had to say. Yet, she 
didn't speak. Her eyes only seemed to grow hazier. 


"Erebus, stop zoning out and answer the question!" Terron 
demanded. 


The Darkrai released a low sigh as she cast her gaze to the Cubone 
once again. 


"That is what the Primogenitor does. It injects the blight into other 
Pokémon and makes it do its bidding. It shelters and guides its own 
opposition, its own enemies... so that it can make sure its enemies 
never grow strong or intelligent enough to defeat it. It has its allies 
pretend to be its enemy's ally, offering them the best of protection 
from the blight... when they are actually being consumed by the 
blight without realizing it. Because why kill its enemies when they 
can all become food for its growing army or even become a very part 
of that army?” 


Those were the last words she muttered, for after she had finished, 
her eye fluttered shut. She fell over onto her side, collapsing along 
the grass with a dull thud. She didn't get up, only remaining 
motionless. 


"Darkrai! What are you saying?!" Novus cried. 


There was no response from the plagued creature. She was 
completely out cold. Novus grimaced at the sight. 


"| guess she didn't have the energy to stay awake anymore," 
Zeverous said. "Probably didn't help that Yimtri pretty much attacked 
her too. She wasn't kidding when we said we put her on the brink of 
death..." 


"Well, what do we do now then?" Zekra then asked. "| mean, she's 
passed out now, so we could kill her for good right now, if she didn't 
just die right now. But, she was saying a lot of stuff that sounded 
pretty important, like what's up with that Primogenitor thing." 


Everyone cast each other a confused glance, finding themselves ata 
loss. Almost everyone, that was. 


"The next time she awakens, she will probably not give us an 
answer," Yimtri stated. "She gave us a few answers just now so that 
she could gain her trust. But, the truth is, she is tricking us so that 
when she awakens once more, she can attack us when we are not 
expecting it." 


He turned to the four surrounding him, his gemstones of eyes 
glinting with a smoldering, almost malicious light. 


"None of these answers are of any help anyway," he went on. 
"Notice that she did not give us anything of significance, such as 
where this Primogenitor supposedly is and why it is infecting the 
world with Plagued Ones. She only gave us vague answers to 
mostly unimportant things, and even then, they are only partial 
answers. She knew we would gain nothing from giving us such 
answers. But, she knew that she could gain our trust that way." 


"So you're saying we should just kill her now instead of maybe 
seeing if she has anything left to say?" Zekra then asked. 


"You make it sound like you actually don't despise Erebus, despite 
how much you seem to loathe Plagued Ones," Yimtri stated bitterly. 


"Hey! It's not like that!" she shot back. "Look, | don't like her. | know 
that even if she's not the real cause of the Plagued Ones, she's still 
making a whole bunch of them. She's like building an army for this 
Primogenitor or whatever, so it's technically her fault for a lot of 
things that have happened. But she still seems to know stuff that 
we're probably not going to get anywhere else. I'm pretty sure we 


need those answers she has. We can't kill her until we get those 
answers." 


Yimtri frowned at her remark, but Zekra didn't back down. She only 
kept her stare fixed to the Sableye. 


Terron watched as the two of them kept their gazes glued to the 
other, and just like everyone else, remained silent. 


| don't know what to do. Terron thought to himself. They both have 
good points. Erebus might end up taking us out if we don't do 
something right now. | mean, it's done that in the past. It's a master 
planner and knows how to manipulate Pokémon. It knows how to toy 
with everyone. | mean, it did that with Yimtri for a long time with 
Chloe, which is probably why he wants to kill her so badly right now. 
So Yimtri is right with being paranoid and just wanting to kill her 
while she's weak... assuming she's actually passed out right now. 


But Zekra's also right. Erebus seems to have a lot of answers that 
we need. She knows about this Primogenitor who's apparently the 
one we really need to kill if we want to actually stop the Plagued 
Ones for good. And also... she knows about me and Yimtri. She was 
saying that in the battle. She's the one that tore us in two. And | 
really do want to know why she did that. More than anything. 


So what do we do? 


And then, something came to Terron's mind. Something that Terron 
was surprised he hadn't realized sooner. 


"Something isn't right about this whole thing,” he blurted out. 


Everyone turned their attention away from the stand-off between 
Yimtri and Zekra, and brought it to the Cubone. He felt his innards 
twist at all of the eyes on him, but upon pressing his persona deeper 
into his head, the feeling vanished and his conviction soared. 


"When all of you guys were knocked out, and it was just me and 
Erebus, something kind of strange happened," he started to say. 
"Erebus was about to plague me or whatever, but then Chloe 
showed up and she started fighting Erebus. Like, she literally came 
out of nowhere and started attacking Erebus before she just 
vanished again. And right after she disappeared, Erebus started 
attacking itself. And that's why, for the most part, | was able to defeat 
Erebus when | was the only one left. Why would Chloe attack Erebus 
if she was so close to finishing me off just then? Why would she stop 
her true self from doing that?" 


"What are you trying to imply?" Yimtri asked quietly. 


Terron glanced over at the Darkrai, finding she was still lying 
motionless. He grimaced as his thoughts continued to piece 
everything together. 


"What if... there's more to Erebus than we realize?" he wondered. 
"What if-" 


"What a sight to see. Here we have four traitors to the Fellowship, 
the plagued leader of the old Dusk Mines Fellowship, and a 
legendary that has not been seen for centuries. It truly is not 
something you see every day." 


The five Pokémon stiffened at the regal, condescending voice. They 
drew close together as they turned around toward the source of the 
one speaking. 


There, hovering in the distance, was a Volcarona with eyes fixed in 
an icy glare. Standing at either side of her was a burly Tyranitar and 
an overzealous Dragonite. No one had to think long to figure out who 
they were. 


"So this is what we find after you've ran into Erebus Woods, what 
could easily be described as the most horrendous and dangerous 
place in all of Shiron," Shade said as she glanced over the group. 
"You've completely gotten rid of the Mystery Dungeon so that this 


place is an ordinary forest, and not only that, but you've got what | 
assume is Erebus collapsed right next to you too." 


She smiled as she crossed her arms over her chest. 


"You really aren't as incompetent as | first thought. Then again, 
you've got that plagued Sableye and that Zoroark with you, so | 
digress." 


"What do you guys want?" Zekra asked as she took a few steps 
back. "Why are you here?" 


Chrysalis flexed her wings as she let out a snort. However, rather 
than give a lashing, she quickly composed herself and cast the 
Zorua a more tranquil, somber stare. The ones beside her also did 
the same, save for Zephyr, whose unnerving smile seemed 
permanently fixed to his face. 


"Well, | will be perfectly honest with you," Chrysalis started to say. 
"After you went into the dungeon, we thought you were going to 
become Plagued Ones or die. We would have preferred it if you 
died, as you are traitors and we wanted to get rid of you anyway, but 
we are not Erebus and thus had no control over that. So none of us 
bothered to come after you and simply waited for Erebus to do 
whatever it pleased with you. But then, after quite a few hours 
passed, the entire dungeon disappeared and was replaced with this 
forest. We really did not have to think hard to realize what had 
happened." 


"What Chrysalis is so poorly attempting to explain is that we know 
you killed Erebus," Zephyr cut in, grinning even as the Volcarona 
shot him a glare. "And because of that, we're going to forgive you of 
all of your treasons and let you come back to the Fellowship." 


The five said nothing at the remark, speechless. Shade sighed at the 
Dragonite's explanation and pressed a clawed hand into her face, 
grumbling irritably. 


"You two really brought this up rather abruptly," she muttered. "What 
a graceful way to talk about such a reassuring topic. You couldn't 
simply wait for the five to calm down, even for just a moment." 


She took a deep breath and shook her head. Chrysalis merely gave 
a dismissive shrug while Zephyr chuckled under his breath. 


"Look, as Fellowship leaders, we're rather impressed that you 
managed to defeat Erebus," Shade said to the five startled 
Pokémon. "I mean, you pretty much took out the Plagued One's 
main producer. Somehow, you made it through this horrific dungeon 
and got to Erebus and actually killed it. And you did all of this even 
when you were traitors to the Fellowship when we swore to kill all of 
you if we spotted you. It's baffling, honestly, that you would still help 
us in our goal when you were being hunted down by us." 


The Tyranitar removed her paw from her face and held it out to the 
five. A small smile creased across her face. 


"And so because of that, we want you to forgive us and rejoin the 
Fellowship again. We'll alert everyone of what has happened here 
and will no longer consider you an enemy. Even you, Yimtri. We'll tell 
everyone to stop hunting down your Fellowship and allow you to 
have Dusk Mines back. We'll overlook the fact that all of your 
members are plagued and allow you to keep fighting. 


"SO, I'm sorry. I'm sorry for slandering you four with treason and 
turning you into fugitives. And I'm sorry, Yimtri, for whoever told the 
Fellowship about your predicament and forcing you to go on the run 
for so long. Please accept my apology and come back to the 
Fellowship. Give us your aid to defeat the Plagued Ones once and 
for all. The battle is surely almost over with Erebus now gone." 


Terron and his friends stared at the claw, noticing the Oracion 
Fellowship mark etched upon it. The mark of the organization each 
of them, save for Zeverous, had been a part of for a time before 
being either dismissed or outright chased out. Now, they were 


allowed to go back. They were allowed to rejoin the organization that 
had become so ingrained into their lives. 


"And hey, if you come back to us, | bet the Pledge Mountain leaders 
will give you guys some great honors for killing Erebus," Zephyr 
pointed out. "| bet they'll give you some grand title, like ‘Erebus 
Slayers' or something awesome-sounding. And | bet you'll also get a 
lot of riches from them too because of everything you've done! You'll 
be like celebrities in all of the Fellowships!" 


Chrysalis rolled her eyes at the Dragonite's undying zeal, but was 
quick to rid herself of the condescending expression the moment she 
looked back at the five. 


"SO what will you do?" she asked them. "Will you come back to us 
and defeat the Plagued Ones with the unity of all of the Fellowships, 
where we will have the greatest protection you can ask for? Or will 
you remain to work within your own group, separate from the 
Fellowship? The choice is yours. Either way, you will no longer be 
hunted by our organization." 


Terron continued to keep his eyes glued to the three leaders, finding 
himself at a loss at what they offered him. They were truly trying to 
butter up the situation; they wanted him and the others to come back 
to the Fellowship. They were seemingly giving him the reassurance 
that he didn't have to, but Terron knew they were pushing him toward 
becoming one with the Fellowship once again. They wanted his 
group's power. They wanted their tactics. They wanted the ones who 
slayed Erebus when all of the odds had been against them. 


Terron thought for a moment. He could go back to the Fellowship 
and have this life be luxury. He would have to work hard as he 
always had, but this time, he would actually be competent. This time, 
he could take care of himself and be the reliable leader he dreamed 
he'd be. After everything he had been through, he knew he could be 
just that. With his teammates at his side, he could surpass every 
obstacle that came his way. Yimtri could be allowed to go back to his 


own Fellowship and continue to be the successful leader he was, 
and he too could surely lead his members to their goal. 


All of it sounded so wonderful to him. All of it was so tempting. He 
could see it so clearly in his mind. 


But then, something stopped him. A memory he could never forget, 
no matter how hard he tried. 


It was amemory of him and Yimitri in Aurora Town after it had been 
gutted of its citizens by the Plagued Ones. It was the moment when 
Terron could stand it no more and threatened to expose Yimtri's 
secret to the Fellowship. 


It was what Yimtri told him when he was pleading that Terron 
remained quiet. The final reason why Yimtri said he couldn't tell the 
Fellowship about Erebus. 


" lf my darkest suspicions are to be heeded... Terron... telling the 
Fellowship would do us no good; it would not be in their best 
interests to heed what you Say..." 


And with that memory, Terron suddenly remembered the words 
Erebus had spoken to him and his friends. 


"You're lying," he stated. 


Shade tilted her head slightly to the side, shooting him a confused 
glare. 


"| beg your pardon?" Shade replied. 


Terron narrowed his eyes as he reached into a pocket and wrapped 
his paw around a bone club. 


"Because that's what the Primogenitor does. It shelters and guides 
its own opposition. It has its allies pretend to be its enemy's ally, 

offering them the best of protection from the blight... when they are 
actually being consumed by the blight without realizing it. Because 


why kill its enemies when they will all become food for its growing 
army or even become a very part of that army?" he whispered 
hollowly. 


"Child, you're not making any sense," Shade stated in a bland voice. 


"That's what Erebus said. She was telling us that right before she 
passed out. She was warning us about some Pokémon who worked 
for the Primogenitor. She was telling us about some Pokémon who 
were making it so that the Primogenitor's enemies could never 
oppose it." 


He cast them a glare as he tore out his club and clenched it in his 
claws. 


"| wonder what she could have been referring to. | wonder who the 
Plagued One's enemies are. Could she have been referring to the 
Fellowship? Could she have been referring to the very leaders 
standing right in front of me, who are even saying that they can offer 
me the greatest protection from the Plagued Ones?" 


Shade, Chrysalis, and Zephyr seemed deeply stunned by the 
questions. Terron scowled as he looked upon his teammates. Each 
of them also appeared horrified by the information, knowing what 
Terron's logic was stating. 


That was, except Yimtri. The Sableye didn't hold a confused scowl of 
any sorts. He only glared at the leaders, having been the one who 
had supplied Terron with the information in the first place. He had 
probably known all along that they were not trustworthy and was 
waiting for Terron to realize it himself. 


Terron swiveled his head back to the Fellowship leaders. 


"You don't actually want us to come back to the Fellowship," he 
stated vehemently. "No, you want to catch us while we're vulnerable. 
You want to get rid of us... because we know too much. Because we 


defeated Erebus. Because we're the only ones who can actually 
stand in your way and be a threat to you. 


" Because you three work for the Primogenitor!" 


Shade twisted her horrified expression into a vicious scowl, snarling. 
A fiery ring orbited around Chrysalis as she shot the Cubone a 
malicious glare, her wings glowing with a bright power. Zephyr's grin 
only seemed to widen as he spread out his claws, their tips 
gleaming. 


Then, with a flick of her wings, the ring of fire surrounding Chrysalis 
burst, blasting a multitude of white-hot projectiles at the group. No 
one was able to move fast enough as the attack seared into their 
flesh with the speed of a bullet, charring their skin and scales black. 
They each let out an anguished screams as the burning crawled up 
along their limbs. 


"You are a clever little Cubone," Chrysalis hissed. "I truly did 
underestimate you; you are not incompetent at all. No, you are far 
more intelligent than | gave you credit for. But do you really think you 
can defeat us? You have just fought Erebus and you are weak 
because of it. You do not have much energy left. So can you defeat 
us, three Fellowship leaders who are in perfect health, when you are 
barely able to remain standing after your long and tiresome battle? 
Can you honestly answer that question for me?" 


Terron's scowled harder at the question, Knowing full well that he 
couldn't answer it. He Knew she was right; they were weak and it 
was a miracle that they hadn't collapsed from exhaustion yet. They 
couldn't take on three Fellowship leaders in their current state. 


He cast a glance at each of his teammates, seeing that they too 
knew that their chances were slim. The uneasy, weary expressions 
upon their faces told Terron everything he needed to know. 


His heart shattered in despair at the sight. His confidence faltered 
further. 


"Did you really think you could win?" Shade taunted. "Did you 
honestly think that after you killed the one you call Erebus that you'd 
be able to take out the rest of the Primogenitor's followers? 
Especially the ones who are practically the very generals of that 
army? Did you really think that?" 


She stomped her foot into the ground, creating fissures beneath her 
massive form. Hundreds of razor-sharp rocks sprang out of the 
cracks and flew at the group, further tearing apart their bodies. Red 
streaks flashed across their vision, almost ridding them of their sight. 


Zephyr sprang into the air and let out a gleeful laugh as he beat his 
wings with all of his might. Within seconds, a powerful gale blew 
through the forest, flinging the five Pokémon into the air. They 
violently flew around in circles, screaming as their world spun around 
chaotically. The Dragonite snickered as he rushed forward, a white 
energy encasing all of his claws. 


"| don't know how such wimps like you managed to beat that old 
Darkrai!" he teased. "Then again, she probably went easy on you 
because she was managing all of those dungeons. But oh well! It 
means | get to kill you guys instead! It's so much more satisfying to 
watch all of your blood spill everywhere as | tear you guys apart!" 


He sped past each and every one of them, ripping his claws straight 
through their forms as he zoomed by multiple times. Blood filled the 
air with each slash the Dragonite made, and before long, much of 
the ground was littered with the crimson. 


Within seconds, all five of the wounded Pokémon crashed into the 
ground, battered and covered in cuts, barely managing to stay in one 
piece as their bodies throbbed painfully from the brutality of the 
many attacks. They all wearily looked up as the Dragonite landed 
beside Shade and Chrysalis once again, all of them wearing the 
same mocking smile as they fought off the urge to give into the 
darkness that lingered in their vision. 


"You truly were an admirable threat," Chrysalis said with a chuckle. "I 
can say that much. It is almost a pity we have to put an end to you. 
But alas, we cannot have those like you among the living nor the 
among the Primogenitor's army." 


Terron looked at their malicious expressions before looking back at 
his scattered teammates, finding all of them barely clinging to 
consciousness. Everyone was casting each other a saddened gaze, 
knowing that they could not win. 


And though Terron wanted to tell them otherwise, he knew he could 
not. 


They had lost. 


Terron was sure he would have cried if he had the energy to. So 
instead, he did all that he could do: wait. Wait for the inevitable. Wait 
for the final attack from the Fellowship leaders and let himself drift 
away. 


He closed his eyes. 


"| will not let this continue. You have no reason to tremble, Cubone 
Dimitri." 


Terron knew that voice. He knew that voice that now spoke with such 
unwavering passion. 


His eyes shot open, and he was shocked at what he saw before him. 
He had to blink several times to make sure he was not disoriented 
from blood loss. 


There, floating just a few feet in front of him, was the Darkrai they 
had just fought. She was significantly weak, as her entire body was 
covered in deep cuts that leaked of black wisps, but the Darkrai 
didn't seem to care. She remained hovering resolutely, her eye 
glimmering with the light of a thousand suns. 


From where he lay collapsed, he could see the three Fellowship 
leaders staring at her with pupils dilated to the extremes, jaws left 
hanging ajar. 


"You! How are you still alive?!" Shade demanded. "Those Pokemon 
killed you!" 


" No, they did not kill me. They rendered me unconscious and 
pushed me to the very edge of death, but ! still live. Now that | live as 
how | want to live, | can be controlled no longer.” 


"But... you're still infected! The plague should still be influencing you 
and making you want to create more Plagued Ones! Knocking you 
out wouldn't undo that when you are a completely plagued!" 


" And yet it did because you underestimated me so greatly and also 
fail to understand how the blight truly works. And now, at long last, 
after twenty five years of planning and waiting for the pieces to fall in 
place, | am no longer your Primogenitor's puppet." 


The Darkrai filled her claws with a violet power, forming the 
nightmare-inducing spheres at her fingertips. The three leaders 
cringed as she flung the orbs forward, but just as the attacks were to 
impact the Pokémon, they darted out of the way, just barely escaping 
the grasp of a nightmare. 


"If you really think you're going to defeat us all by yourself, you've got 
to do better than to resort to such cheap tactics!" Zephyr cried. 


He spat out a mighty stream of fire from his maw and aimed at 
Erebus. She immediately flew toward Terron and grabbed him by the 
coat, cradling him in her arms as she maneuvered out of the way of 
the attack. When the attack ceased, she gently set him upon the 
ground, and cast him a glance. 


" Gather everyone together. We are leaving." 


"Wait, | don't understand what's going on!" Terron babbled. "You're... 
helping us?" 


"Is it such a surprise?" 


She abruptly took off and flew at the Dragonite, filling one of her 
claws with a frigid energy. When she had gathered enough of the 
energy, she shot a beam of ice at Zephyr. He deftly moved out of the 
way, but had not reacted fast enough, for the ice still struck his right 
wing. He screeched as he was pinned to the trunk of a nearby tree 
before he breathed fire upon the cold substance. 


" | did not have a part of myself become Chloe so | could lead you to 
your demise as the Sableye child thought. No, | used her to help 
lead you here to free me." 


The Darkrai flew out of the way as a barrage of rocks came her way, 
nearly slicing her into pieces. She narrowed her eyes at the Tyranitar 
who stood at a distance, teeth grit tight. 


"With the Deception Amulet imbued with my power, | sent her to be 
with the Sableye child, where she would be his companion and keep 
him safe when | could not. She would help him combat Erebus, 
giving him the support he needed until the day would come. She 
would give all of you support and find a Zoroark that could use my 
amulet to dispel the nightmares my brainwashed self would encase 
you in." 


She put her claws close together and fired a Dark Pulse upon the 
Tyranitar. Shade screamed as the blackness encased her and 
surged into her soul. The Darkrai winced as she suddenly ceased 
her attack, shuddering. 


"You cannot fight as much as you may think you can! You forget that 
you are nearly dead!" 


A loud, ear-shattering buzzing sound filled the air, forcing Terron to 
cover his ears. He wearily looked up to find Erebus doing the same, 


except unlike him, she was clawing at her head, tearing apart her 
own flesh as she let out a low groans of agony. 


Dozens of fiery petals pelted the Darkrai from the distance, knocking 
her down into the ground with a loud crash. Debris flew up into the 
air, obscuring her from Terron's view as Chrysalis loomed in from 
high above, peering down at the spot of the fallen Darkrai with a 
disgusted scowl. 


"There are none who defect from the Primogenitor and are allowed 
to live!" she screamed. "You are no different!" 


The Volcarona sent another barrage of flames into the dust-filled 
crater, resulting in more screams. Chrysalis smiled devilishly at the 
sound. 


She's... she's going to die. Terron thought desperately. There has to 
be something | can do! Something | can do to save her! 


Terron was about to rush forward, but then, his legs suddenly locked 
and prevented him from moving. Then, a voice entered his mind. 


She gave you an order. She wants you to gather everyone. Do 
not worry about her; just does as she says. 


But... 


Do as Mother says. Listen to Mother. She knows what she's 
doing. 


And with that, the paralysis on his legs ceased, allowing him to 
move. He gazed at the sight of where the Darkrai still lay, not sure of 
whether she was alive or not. All he knew was that Chrysalis, Shade, 
and Zephyr were all closing into the clouded area, none of them 
giving him any mind. 


Terron grimaced, and then tore his gaze away from the sight before 
looking over at his fallen companions. All of them were struggling to 


get to their feet, all seemingly ready to collapse at any moment. 


"Guys... we need... we need to get together," Terron huffed. "We're 
getting out of here. We just... need to get... in a group." 


“Erebus... told you that... didn't she?" Zekra asked. 


"Yeah, she did. So... come on. Everyone... gather around... each 
other." 


The five sluggishly made their way toward the center of their loose 
circle, hobbling on their weak limbs and smearing their blood along 
the blades of grass lining the ground. Then, after what felt like an 
eternity passed, the five stood together. 


The second they gathered together, the Darkrai shot out of the crater 
and swooped toward them. Each of them cringed at the sudden sight 
of her, especially given the fact that her very body seemed to be 
ripped to shreds and was ready to fall apart at any second, but they 
did not run away. Instead, they let her grab each of them and carry 
them into the air. The tendrils trailing out of body wrapped around 
each of their forms before holding them to her securely. The only 
ones she kept in her arms were Terron and Yimtri, one held in each 
claw. 


She looked at the two of them with a remorseful gaze. 


" Sableye Dimitri and Cubone Dimitri... | am sorry that you are the 
way you are now. If | had known what would have happened when | 
brought you to Shiron, | would have never bothered you in your 
world of Kuron." 


An Ice Beam promptly struck her in the back, causing her to wince 
as the crystals lined her wispy flesh. She plummeted toward the 
ground, though kept her grip tight on the Pokémon latched onto her. 
She, Terron, and Yimtri looked back to find the three Fellowship 
leaders dangerously close to them, all of them charging a massive 
amount of energy in their maws or wings. 


Terron saw Erebus's eyes widened at the sight. 


" No, they will not let me escape. They refuse to do so. | cannot fight 
more nor can | fly faster when my energy is nearly gone. You two 
cannot fight either when you are so weak and frail at the moment.” 


"Are you sure there isn't something you can do?" Yimtri asked. "Can 
you not become a shadow and speed away using that power of 
yours with us in tow?" 


"| could very well, but | am afraid that | can only do that if | have 
more energy. There is one way | can obtain more energy, but I do not 
know if you will agree to it." 


"Do whatever you want!" Zekra shouted from below. "Anything to get 
us away from them! Just get us out of here! Please!" 


" Do all of you have the same thoughts as her?" 


Everyone quickly nodded, seeing the energy nearly finished 
gathering in the enemy's bodies. 


" Very well. Then | will extract your energy from the blight | have put 
within all but one of you and use that energy for myself. You will not 
be able to remain awake when | do this, but if you truly want to 
survive, you will have to remain in slumber for a while." 


The end of the tendrils holding Zeverous and Zekra pierced their 
bodies, causing low cries to emit each of their throats. Then, ina 
blink of an eye, their eyes shut tight and they slumped against the 
Darkrai's body. 


Erebus cast Terron and Yimtri a pitiful stare. 
"Sleep well, my poor Dimitri children." 


She tenderly stroked the back of their heads with her claws, and 
then sank her sharp points into their flesh. 


There was no pain. There was only cold as the last of Terron's 


energy left him. A numbing, soothing cold that enveloped his mind as 
a peaceful darkness fell over him. 


It was not long before Terron became one with the darkness 
surrounding him. 


Interlude: As They Sleep 


x 
Interlude 


As They Sleep 


Darkness. Endless, consuming darkness was all that surrounded 
Terron. 


He didn't understand anything. He didn't know where he was or how 
he had been whisked to the strange place. He only knew that he idly 
drifted in the vast blackness, nothing distinguishable in the strange 
void. He could feel no pain, no fatigue, no feeling. All sensation was 
simply gone. 


There was only emptiness, just like the world he found himself in. 
What... is this place? 
So you are here as well. 


Terron stopped. He knew that voice. He looked around him, but 
found that he couldn't see anyone. The black holding him wouldn't 
allow him to see the other wandering Pokémon in the abyss. 


Do you know what this place is, Yimtri? 
I'm afraid not. | only awoke just a moment ago. 


Are we dead or something? | mean, the last thing | remember was 
Erebus sucking out the rest of our energy when those Fellowship 
leaders were chasing us. Did the leaders end up getting Erebus 
even after she absorbed all of our vigor and managed to kill us? 


| highly doubt it. We would not be the only ones drifting in this void if 
we were truly dead. The others would be here with us. 


Well, we're both the same person, so maybe this is just where the 
two of us stay before we finally merge back into one person. 


Tch, you're still going on about that? | already told you; we are not 
the same being. There's no reason to ponder in it any longer. 
Discard that senseless thought out of your mind. 


You're joking, right? You already know we're the same human. | 
gave you all of the evidence. You even admitted that | was right. 
Even Erebus told you that we were the same human. 


| never admitted to anything. | simply gave up trying to convince you 
otherwise because | knew that you would continue pressing the 
question if | didn't agree with you. | thought you would be satisfied 
with my answers and drop the subject. But, it seems that you are 
even more persistent than | thought. You will not let it go. 


God, you're still as much of a pain as you were when | first met you. 
Every time the two of us saw each other, we were always fighting 
each other and screaming for the other to do as we wanted. We 
even had to nearly kill each other just to listen to each other. | don't 
even know how we came to our agreements when we were doing 
that, that weird trust thing or not. 


There was silence. 
... you're right. 
Wait what? 


... We do tend to argue very often. Even now we argue, both 
unwilling to back down from our stance on the situation. And yet, 
whenever we argue, we seem to arrive at the correct conclusion 
somehow, just as the voice of reason and the voice of emotion do in 
a singular person's mind. It's a curious thing that | did not realize until 


now. And if it is true, then... truly we are two parts of the same 
singular identity. 


So you finally admit that we're the same human? 


Yes. | do. It took me a long enough time to realize it, but yes, | 
understand now. In all honesty, | do not want to think that you are my 
other half. Some of your actions disgust me and so do many other 
things regarding yourself. Like the fact that you did not think before 
you acted for the longest time and were nothing but a tool to your 
own emotions. 


| could say the very same thing about you, seeing as how you were 
so bitter and callous that you were basically a giant prick to 
everybody. And you still are in some ways. 


Fair enough. But, the point is that | understand now that what Erebus 
said was right. She did tear us in two. | just didn't want to accept it. | 
didn't want to think that | wasn't whole and that my other self was the 
one that had given me such trouble and torment over these past few 
weeks. But now, | see that there is no point in denying it any longer. | 
see now that you are my other half whether | want to admit it or not. 


The two released a sigh, releasing all of the tension held within 
them. At long last, the two felt they had reached a true 
understanding, not a temporarily forged one as they had several 
times in the past. 


It is so good to see you two getting along now. 


The Dimitri Pokémon knew that voice. They knew that calming voice 
that echoed all around them, bringing with it a warm peace that filled 
their hearts and minds. 


Erebus... 


Yes, itis I. You are safe, Cubone Dimitri. | escaped from the 
Primogenitor's generals and have made sure that they will not 


find us. You two are safe. 
Where are we? Where's everybody else? 


They are dreaming, just as you two are. However, they are not in 
the same dream as you two are in now. They are each having 
their own dreams. 


If that is so, then why are Terron and | sharing this dream? Even if 
we are the same person, | do not believe we are that closely 
connected together. Even when our minds seemed to connect when 
we fought you, it was only that we shared similar ideas, not read 
each other's thoughts. 


And you are right. | brought the two of you here in this same 
dream because | know that both of you have something you 
wonder about. | see it in your dreams as | watch over you and 
wait for you to awaken. | see what bothers you greatly affects 
you, and you cannot seem to rest peacefully with it wracking 
your minds so much. It is a saddening sight to see. 


What precisely are you talking about? 


You both wonder why | split apart your original self and why I 
brought you here to Shiron. | see it in your dreams and in your 
conversation just now. | see how much not knowing the truth 
torments you so and prevents you from resting peacefully. 


Well yeah, it kind of bothers me a lot that | don't know what 
happened with us, since | really do want to know what happened... 
but | didn't even know | was sleeping in all honesty. It kinda felt like 
that just a few minutes ago, we were all trying to get away from 
Shade, Chrysalis, and Zephyr. 


The same applies for me. 


You have been slumbering for a while. You simply do not realize 
it, for you are very weak right now. But, | see it. |! see how much 


your mind is tormented as | watch over you. | wanted to wait 
until you both awoke to tell you the truth, but | see that your 
minds do not want to rest until you understand. 


The darkness encompassing the Pokémon retreated into the far 
distance, allowing a bright light to take its place. But, it only remained 
for a moment, for the illumination darkened a small amount and 
allowed them to behold something other than the all-consuming 
blackness. 


They were within Erebus Woods once more; the true forest that had 
been concealed by the plagued Darkrai's nightmares. It was the 
same as they had remembered it, with the darkness obscuring 
everything in the area and the faint glinting of the evolution stones 
within the trees' branches. 


Twenty five years ago, | was still within Erebus Woods, 
commanded to spread the blight to the world through the use of 
my nightmares by the Primogenitor. It had infected with me with 
the blight, but it did not realize that it could not completely 
control me to do its bidding. It underestimated me. | still had 
some control over my actions, therefore | did not spread the 
blight as much as | could have. | held back as much as | could 
without raising suspicion. 


But, | was not satisfied. | did not want the Primogenitor to fill 
the world with the blight any longer. Watching it infest Shiron 
for twenty five years as | did nothing and somewhat give my 
assistance to that creature was already difficult enough. And 
yet, | knew I could not do it alone. | needed someone to help me. 


So, | opened a rift to bring me a human being from the world 
parallel to Shiron. | knew that the Primogenitor could infect 
Pokémon with the blight, but | wondered if a human could 
oppose it. | remember centuries ago, the Primogenitor never 
filled humans with the blight, and | wondered if they were 
resistant to it. | wondered if a Pokémon with a human soul 
could oppose the Primogenitor with me... 


! did not have any control over who would come into my world; | 
could only open a rift for a temporary time and bring in the 
human it happened to come across. You were the human my rift 
found. 


A ghostly apparition of Erebus suddenly appeared, hovering near 
one of the many trees, gazing down at its base with a melancholy 
glimmer in her eye. There, resting against the trunk, was a boy. A 
human boy, still in his youth, sleeping soundly, somehow not affected 
by the Darkrai's nightmarish influence. 


But, the moment you came, | did not want you to remain in 
Shiron any longer. You were a child. | did not want a child to be 
here in this dangerous world. | wanted anything but that. It was 
when I realized this that | decided to send you back. 


The Darkrai drifted toward the boy's side and set a clawed hand 
upon his head. The boy didn't stir, only remaining in his silent 
slumber. Erebus only sighed as she took the claw off the boy and 
filled it with an aqua light, bright sparks springing from her sharp 
points. 


It was not meant to be, for the Primogenitor had sensed what | 
had done. 


A large sphere of iridescent light shot out of the forest and collided 
into Erebus, sending her flying back into a tree. She tore straight 
through the wood, burying her body within its mass before tumbling 
to the ground. She took in constrained breaths, barely able to keep 
her eye open, as she forced herself back into the air. 


The boy was being dragged away into the darkness of the forest by 
a strange creature. Though most of its body remained obscured by 
the black of the twisted woods, there was one thing noticeable about 
it: the eyes. 


They were two white circles. They did not blink. They did not move. 
They only remained fixed on the boy, betraying no emotion. No soul. 


"1d on ot understand why you thought you could hide this." 


The creature brought its stare upon Erebus. There was still no 
malevolence; only an unsettling stare that made the Darkrai visibly 
shudder. 


"| do not accept." 


Something black sprouted from the darkness and punctured the 
human's side. The boy's eyes shot open as a loud, piercing scream 
escaped his mouth. 


Erebus flinched, utterly horrified by the scene. But, within a mere 
second, her petrified gaze gave way to a ferocious glare. 


" No! 1 will not let you hurt him!" 


She flung herself at the human, grabbing his shoulders before pulling 
him back. However, the moment she touched him, her claws sank 
into his flesh, phasing straight through him. A light washed over the 
human, completely covering him as his screams only seemed to 
grow louder. She and the creature looked down at the boy to find 
that the light surrounding him was now glimmering a bright white, the 
mere sight nearly blinding them. 


! wanted to help you. | wanted to save you from the 
Primogenitor. But, | was so foolish and did not realize what my 
actions would do to you until it was too late. 


There was a loud ripping sound, and then Erebus toppled back. She 
let out a pained groan at the unexpected lack of resistance before 
she hurried back into the air. But, she was quick to find that she had 
something in tow. Clenched tight in her claws, lifeless and limp, was 
a Sableye. He hung from her grasp, his jeweled eyes empty and void 
of radiance. She looked upon him with an eye frozen open. 


As the Primogenitor tried to fill you with the blight from what | 
could tell, | thought | could save you. | thought | could stop it 


before it filled you with the blight and corrupted you. But your 
soul was so malleable as it was being tampered with, leading to 
you becoming torn into two Pokémon when | pulled you away. 


She hastily brought her gaze back at the creature that had been 
trying to take the boy away. She found a mask-less Cubone 
sprawled out along the ground near her, also just as inert as the 
Sableye she held. She swooped toward the little Pokémon, but had 
not moved fast enough, for the hostile creature swiftly wrapped a 
tendril around the Cubone and dragged him into the darkness. 


Erebus shirked back as she held the Sableye close to her chest, but 
then stopped. She looked upon the Sableye, the piece of the human 
she had torn out, and gazed into his empty eyes. 


When | looked at you at that moment, Sableye Dimitri, | saw 
right there that you were still alive. You were still Dimitri and 
that though | could not return you to your world in your current 
state, | had to keep you safe. | had to protect you. | had to 
protect the only part of you | had managed to save. 


She took in a deep breath as she closed her eyes and held the 
Sableye in a tight embrace. There was a glimmer of black, and then 
another Erebus, a mere illusionary copy of her, shot out of her front 
with the Sableye wrapped up in its arms. Then, it dashed off into the 
woods, disappearing out of sight and away from all harm. 


" You hid the child." 


Erebus brought her gaze to the hidden creature. It was nowhere in 
sight, only remaining obscured in the impenetrable black that filled 
the forest. She narrowed her eye as she drew her claws, filling it with 
a dark energy. 


" And you will never find him. | will make sure of it. You can try to 
look through my mind, but you will not find him. He is safe from you. 
You cannot hurt him." 


There was a glint of light from within the darkness at Erebus's side. 
"The same cannot be said for you and the one left." 


The last thing seen was something wrapping around Erebus's arms 
before they dragged her into the blackness, followed by a loud, 
blood-curdling scream. Then, everything became dark once more. 


! became brainwashed shortly after this. | became the creature 
known as Erebus, and you, Cubone Dimitri, were taken away 
from me by the Primogenitor. | do not know what the 
Primogenitor did to you so that you could never age for twenty 
five years, but it kept you with it for all of those many years as 
Sableye Dimitri awoke not long after and wandered Shiron, 
becoming the Pokémon he is now. | wanted to reach both of you 
so very much, but sadly, | could not. | could no longer act freely. 
Everything | did had to be done through much manipulation and 
through splitting off a fraction of myself to act on its own. 


But if | was with the Primogenitor all of these years, then how did |! 
escape? 


! sent another fraction of myself similar to Chloe to retrieve you. 
It was a difficult task, and | failed several times in my efforts, but 
! finally succeeded a short time ago. Sadly, unlike Chloe, my 
fraction could not remain with you, for | could not keep myself 
split in three for too long. Having two of myself was enough of a 
challenge without losing control. 


I... see. 

And all of this is the reason as to why we are split beings? 

Yes. | have spoken all that | know regarding your separation. 
Every piece of my knowledge about that is now yours. | have 


many more things to tell you, of course, but | am afraid that now 
is not the time for that. Your minds need rest. 


Well, alright then. But really, knowing all of that, even if | don't get 
some things, really does help. | feel... more at peace. | feel... better 
now... Thank you... | think | can rest now. | feel lighter somehow 
right now... 


Yes, as do |. But, | have one last question to ask you before | fall into 
slumber as Terron has now. 


What would you like to know? 


| want to know if | can refer to you by a new name, now that ! 
understand you more. A name | think you would appreciate more 
than the one | gave you when | thought that you were a monster. | 
want to let go of the hatred | held for you before you revealed your 
true intentions. 


And what would that name be? 
Nyx. 
Nyx? 


Yes. She was also a deity of mythology from my old culture. She was 
a being of great fear and ruled the night, but she was also a being 
who cared deeply for her children. You remind me of her, to a 
degree. 


So! do. Though | do not find purpose in names, you are free to 
refer to me by that name. Whatever makes you happy, Sableye 
Dimitri. 


Very well. 


Sleep well, my poor Dimitri children. When you awaken, you will 
be safe. | promise you that everything will be fine and that | will 
tell you all that | know. | will give you my guidance and surely 
help you two through the trials that lay ahead. 


But for now, sleep. Sleep soundly and let me watch over you. 


Chapter 52: Arise and Fight 
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Chapter 52 


Arise and Fight 


The first thing Terron noticed was that he was no longer surrounded 
by comforting darkness. 


Granted, he was still in a very comfortable place, but it was no longer 
filled with black. Instead, it was filled with a hazy red color with only 
faint traces of the dark in the corners of his sight. Then not only that, 
but everything felt warm and he actually felt like he was laying on 
something solid. Before, it had been completely empty and he had 
drifted endlessly in what he felt was thin air. He didn't understand 
what had happened so that he was no longer in the void that Nyx 
had left him to slumber in. 


“They have been slumbering long, Darkrai. | worry that they will not 
awaken because it has been so long." 


Terron ceased his pondering once he heard the voice. It sounded so 
far away, and yet at the same time, so near. 


That's Novus. Terron realized. Where is he? 


Terron glanced around, but was quick to find that the Quilava was 
nowhere in sight. He was still alone in his strange world. He couldn't 
even sense anyone else's presence with him. All he could do was 
keep staring into the strange fuzzy lights surrounding him, his words 
reaching no one. 


" They will wake up soon. One of them has just awoken from his 
sleep and only needs to open his eyes." 


"Which one?" 
" My little Cubone child." 


There was silence for a brief second, followed shortly by the sound 
of something hastily scurrying across the ground. The next thing 
Terron knew, his eyes shot open as he inhaled a sharp breath. The 
surreal world that had only been the back of his eyes gave way toa 
blurry white ceiling. Terron blinked a few times until his vision 
focused, allowing him to see that what he saw was the ceiling of a 
vacant little room with barely any furniture within it, the only 
exception being the massive quilt he lay upon. He looked over to his 
right to find Novus there, roughly nudging his arm with his paws, 
presumably having been trying to rouse Terron out of his world of 
sleep. 


When Novus saw Terron lock gazes with him, he let out a relieved 
sigh as he removed his paws from the Cubone. He seemed unable 
to contain his joy as a smile slowly crept across his face. 


"Terron, you're awake," he said, his smile only growing wider. "You're 
finally awake. | was starting to think you never would. It's been so 
long." 


Terron looked over himself. He found that his body had been 
completely healed and that he had no injuries present upon him. 
There wasn't even a scar upon him, as if his battles in Erebus 
Woods had never occurred and were nothing more than a bad 
dream. However, he knew better than to think that, for his green coat 
was torn in several places, exposing his scaly flesh in certain spots 
while his Reunion Cape that was once tied to his arm was now gone. 
He frowned thoughtfully as he then reached up and grasped both of 
his paws around his head, only to find that his helmet still rested 
upon him. With a gentle pull, he took the mask off himself and 
brought it close to his face. He was quick to find that just like his 
coat, it held several remnants of his brawls, being cracked in 
numerous places as well as having smears of faded blood scattered 
across the ivory surface. 


But hardly any of this mattered to Terron. He was still alive and had 
recovered from all of his injuries. He had not only survived his clash 
with the plagued Darkrai, but also the horrific betrayal of the 
Fellowship leaders. Despite how grim the situation had been, Nyx 
had kept her word and kept him alive and safe. He would have to 
somehow repair his coat and clean up his helmet, but he would 
worry about that later. Those possessions of his were fine at the 
moment. They were still functional. 


The Cubone placed his persona back upon his head and looked 
back at Novus. He opened his mouth to say something, but was 
quick to find that all that came out of was a dry croak. He let outa 
cough as he tried to sit himself up, but was quick to find that his body 
wouldn't let him do so. He pushed his hands against the ground to 
force himself up, and found that doing so took a tremendous effort. 
His arms almost collapsed at the simple task, but he willed himself to 
do so and soon found himself sitting upright, panting. 


Something wrapped around Terron's back, prompting him to flinch. 
He turned his head, anticipating a hostile presence, only to find a 
rather familiar Darkrai hovering beside him. She had an arm 
wrapped around his shoulders, casting him a pitiful gaze. Much 
unlike the last time he saw her, she was not a mangled mess. Her 
body still streamed of wisps that were very similar to the Plagued 
One haze, but Terron realized that these wisps were probably a 
normal part of her anatomy. They most likely meant nothing in 
regards to her physical well-being. 


" You are still very weak. Do not move too much or you will collapse 
again. Relax. | will not let you fall." 


Terron gave a slow nod as he let himself slump back. Just as Nyx 
had promised, she kept him in his sitting position, Keeping her grip 
securely around him. Terron let out a quiet sigh as he looked over at 
Novus. He once again opened his mouth, and this time, managed to 
find his voice. 


"How long have | been asleep?" Terron asked, his voice dry and 
hoarse. 


"Three weeks," Novus answered. 
" Three weeks? What do you mean I've been asleep for that long? I-" 


Terron's words were cut short, for a sudden ache shot up his spine, 
forcing him to let out a pained yelp. He cringed as he curled inward, 
shivering as the pain passed through him in waves. Novus released 
a dismayed sigh, all of his joy leaving him as he unceremoniously 
wandered away from the Cubone and disappeared out of the single 
door in the room. Terron feebly reached for the Quilava, but Nyx 
pulled him back before he could fall forward. Terron was about to 
protest, but before he could, Novus reappeared by his side with a 
bag in tow. The Quilava set it by the Cubone's side before digging 
into its contents and pulled out a single Oran berry with his a paw. 


"Here, eat this," Novus instructed. "It will help with the pain and 
restore your muscles to their normal strength much more quickly." 


Terron didn't hesitate and weakly grasped one of his claws around 
the berry. Then, he ripped off a large chunk of the fruit with his teeth 
and carefully chewed it down. The second the juice trickled down his 
throat, he immediately felt the stinging pain leave him. 


"How have | been asleep for three weeks?" Terron asked again. "It 
couldn't have been that long. It didn't fee/ that long." 


"Sleep tends to alter your perception of time, Terron," Novus said 
simply. "It will delude you into thinking you have only slept for a few 
minutes when in reality, you've been asleep for years. Trust me on 
that. But to answer your question, yes, you have been asleep for 
three weeks. After Darkrai Sucked out everyone's energy, she 
became a shadow and fled from the Fellowship leaders and brought 
us to safety. However, because of her actions, all of you remained in 
a comatose state and could not be woken up. So these past three 
weeks, she and | have been keeping watch over all of you, making 


sure that no one would snatch you away and doing all we could to 
help speed up the recovering process." 


"All of us?" Terron wondered aloud. 


It was then that Terron remembered that Novus and Nyx were not his 
only companions. He had a few others beside Novus who had fought 
alongside him when he had been fighting a brainwashed Nyx in the 
very depths of Erebus Woods. With his heart beating frantically, he 
swiveled his head around from side to side, scanning the little room. 
He only had to look to his left to find the ones he sought. 


There, sprawled out on the same quilt as Terron, were Zekra, 
Zeverous, and Yimtri. They each lay motionless, all of them except 
Yimtri wrapped up snuggly in the warm fabric, their Reunion Scarves 
no longer tied to their necks. They were presumably stored away in 
Novus's bag, just like his. Yimtri still wore his tattered cape that 
never seemed to leave him, however, and Zeverous did appear to 
have a purple scarf on to hold his special anti-plaguing pin. However, 
Terron knew it wasn't the Reunion Cape. It somehow looked 
different. 


Not a sign of life present in each of the Pokémon's forms, but they 
did not appear to be dead oddly enough. Instead, they appeared to 
be slumbering peacefully, as if their comas were nothing more than 
an afternoon nap. There was not a single grimace upon any of their 
faces as they slept. 


Even still, this sight didn't soothe Terron's unease. 

"They haven't woken up yet?" Terron asked. 

" No, they have not. Despite the Quilava giving each of you the juice 
of the healing berry every so often and me slowly restoring energy to 


the blight within you so it could help wake you, you are the only one 
that has awoken. The others still sleep. They are still tired." 


Terron frowned pitifully as he bit off another chunk of his Oran berry. 
He could feel some of the strength in his limbs return to him, but he 
didn't dare get up just yet. He knew he was still quite fatigued and 
his full strength wouldn't return to him for quite a while. 


"Where are we anyway?" Terron asked. 


"An abandoned building Darkrai and | found after we escaped the 
Fellowship leaders," Novus answered. "We felt it was the safest 
place we could keep all of you until you woke up. It's rather far away 
from where Erebus Woods once stood and | had a very strong 
feeling that no one would consider the idea that we are in this 
location." 


"And just exactly where is here? What makes this place somewhere 
no one would look?" 


Novus grimaced uncomfortably and turned away from the Cubone. 
Terron slowly started to scowl as he shot his companion a dark glare. 


"Novus, where are we?" he asked again. 


The Quilava refused to speak. Terron clenched his paws as he felt 
the spark of malice ignite within him. 


"Your Quilava friend refuses to speak his mind because he and Nyx 
brought us to Aurora Town, Terron. Or rather, what's left of it after the 
place was gutted by the Plagued Ones quite a time ago. We appear 
to be inside one of the homes that used to be occupied by the 
civilians." 


Terron and Novus flinched at the sound of the familiar voice. They 
quickly snapped their heads toward the sole window in the room to 
find a certain Sableye standing in front of it, gazing out into the 
presumably empty streets with his back turned to them. He didn't 
seem the least bit fatigued, standing steadily as his cape billowed 
softly from a draft. 


Yimtri looked back at the group, allowing the group to see that the 
light in his gemstones was dimmer than usual. 


"Wait, when did you wake up?" Terron asked. "You were passed out 
just a minute ago. And how did you even get there without anyone 
noticing?" 


"You sound as though you don't realize that I'm a ghost-type and 
have the capability to accomplish such feats with ease," Yimtri stated 


dryly. 


"Okay, that's true, but how are you even standing? Aren't you tired?" 
Terron then asked. 


"I'm fine, Terron. Don't worry about me." 


Terron cast Yimtri a disbelieving stare, only to have it returned witha 
disapproving scowl from the Sableye. As soon as Terron saw that 
expression, he knew not to bother voicing his thoughts. He could tell 
that Yimtri didn't want to draw attention to his current condition. So 
instead, the Cubone channeled his thoughts elsewhere. 


"SO, we're back at Aurora Town," he stated simply. 


"Yes, we are," Novus replied reluctantly. "I thought that no one would 
bother to come back here because it has been empty for so long. | 
would have chosen any other ghost town if | had a choice, but this 
one was the only one | knew. Sorry that it took me some coercion to 
explain where we are; | thought this place would bring back 
memories you didn't wish to remember. | didn't want to burden you 
with that when you've barely woken up." 


Terron released a small sigh. He could already feel a small hole in 
his heart beginning to open up at the thought that he was in the 
place he once called his home. He could remember his days as a 
Fellowship so well and the many days he had spent with his team, 
going out on such simple errands. They were such happy times. 


They were stressful at times, but overall happy, meaningful, and 
most of all, simple. 


That was, until that fateful day Terron and his friends were plagued. 
And though they had attempted to pretend that their life could be so 
simple again, it had all been in vain. The Aurora Town Fellowship 
was invaded by Plagued Ones not much later, and after being 
among the few survivors, they were promptly dismissed from their 
home with two of their friends ripped from their lives. Life after that 
had never been the same. They never found a place they could truly 
call home ever again. They never had the opportunity to find one 
through their arduous life as dismissed Fellowship members, 
whether it was when they were trying to join the Nestati Fellowship 
or traversing through the literal nightmare known as Erebus Woods 
with Yimtri. They had no other place they could ever call home other 
than the first Fellowship they ever joined. Not even the home 
provided by the Sylveon and Glaceon was able to fill that void. 


Novus had been right in wanting to hide the city's name from him; he 
had just wanted to spare Terron pain, if only temporarily. However, 
Terron realized that though he felt his heart break at the thought, he 
couldn't dwell in the depressing subject. He had to be strong. Witha 
deep breath, he pushed his persona into his face, feeling the familiar 
sensation of it slowly drowning out his consuming emotions. 


"It's fine," Terron said quietly. "You had a good reason." 

"Are you okay?" Novus asked tenderly, drawing closer to Terron. 
"Yeah, I'm alright. A little sad, but I'll be fine." 

Novus continued to stare at Terron, watching him carefully. 


"I'm fine, Novus. Don't worry about me," Terron said with a firmer 
voice. 


"If you say so. Well, | suppose all that's left to do then is to wait for 
Zekra and Zeverous to awaken. | wanted to talk to you five about 


something.” 


"You simply can't say it now and then repeat yourself when our 
illusionists arise?" Yimtri asked. 


"No, I'd rather explain what's on my mind to all of you at the same 
time," Novus answered. "I don't want to repeat it more than once." 


"Hmm. Very well then. | suppose | can't argue with that. Though 
admittedly, there is something that has been on my mind for a very 
long time. | want to address it now while we wait because | do not 
enjoy tolerating this feeling, especially when | can alleviate it for 
good right now. You don't mind if | get that out of the way before you, 
do you Quilava?" 


"It's Novus. And, it's fine. You may speak first. Besides, | need you to 
have a clear mind when you listen to what | have to say. If whatever 
is on your mind is truly tormenting you as much as you Claim it is, 
then it's best to address it first." 


"Fine then, Novus. Now... Nyx. There's something | want to ask 
you." 


The Sableye brought his gaze to the Darkrai still at Terron's side, 
who had been silent the entire time. As soon as he fixed his eyes 
upon her, she gently released Terron from her grip. The Cubone 
staggered for a moment, almost losing his balance and falling back, 
but was able to right himself up just before that could happen. He 
now sat on his own, finding he had the strength to remain in this 
position with no assistance. When Nyx saw this, she left the 
Cubone's side and drifted over to the Sableye's. 


" Yes?" 


"You seem very knowledgeable about the plague and its effects on 
Pokémon," Yimtri merely stated. "Am | correct to assume that?" 


" You are. There are many things about the blight that | am aware of 
that not even the Primogenitor knew for a time." 


"SO | see. Well then, | was wondering if you would tell us everything 
you know about the plague, or ‘blight’ as you call it. Everything. The 
way it works, where it comes from, how it truly influences Pokémon, 
who this Primogenitor is and what you know about it, and anything 
else you know. | want to know it all. I've been plagued for two 
decades and | haven't received a single concrete answer about what 
has happened to me. | only have my theories that | developed after 
observation, and | don't even know if they are one hundred percent 
accurate. | need to change that." 


The Darkrai gave the Sableye an odd gaze, as if unable to 
understand his request. However, that confusion didn't remain long, 
for it was soon replaced with a strange kind of sympathy. 


But before she could speak her thoughts, something flickered in her 
eyes and she turned back to the remaining Pokémon that still 
slumbered. 


" It seems that the others are awake now. Looks like | will not have to 
repeat my knowledge to them as | was Starting to suspect." 


Not long after she said this, Zekra and Zeverous shifted in their 
sleep, sluggishly opening their eyes and blinking them wearily. 


"Urgggh, | feel terrible," Zekra whined. "| feel so hungry and weak. 
It's awful. | wanna go back to that dream. It was better there..." 


She groaned as blinked a few more times. Then, with a tired gaze, 
she looked around the room until her eyes stopped on Terron. The 
second she saw him, a wide grin spread across her face as the 
cloudy expression in her eyes immediately disappeared. 


"Tear!" she cried joyfully. "You're still alive! And so am |! We really did 
escape those crazy leaders in one piece!" 


"Yeah, we did," Terron said with a small smile. "We're alright now." 
"Awesome!" Zekra said with glee, unable to contain her joy. 


She swatted the quilt off her and made her way toward Terron, but 
was quick to find that she couldn't even crawl forward a few inches 
without instantly collapsing on the ground. She let out a frustrated 
growl as she tried again, but was met with the exact same result. 


"You've gotta rest a bit, Zekra," Terron said cautiously. "You just 
woke up." 


"But why? I've only been asleep for like thirty minutes or whatever," 
Zekra stated with a scowl, remaining motionless and gasping on the 
quilt. "Why do all of my legs feel really stiff and useless?" 


Terron was about to answer her question, but then he noticed 
Zeverous finally escaping the deep sleep he was in. He watched in 
silence as the older Zoroark forced himself up into a sitting position, 
panting from the effort to do so. 


"Never again," he muttered under his breath. "That's the last time | 
let a Darkrai put me to sleep... ugh." 


"Welcome back to the realm of the living, Zeverous," Yimtri greeted. 


The Zoroark brought his sight over to the Sableye and frowned. 
However, unlike the other times he shot the Sableye that expression, 
this frown was not a malevolent one. Instead, it held more innocent 
annoyance with the Sableye's choice of words as opposed to spite. 
With his grudge for the Sableye non-existent thanks to the 
understanding the two had reached in Erebus Woods, he no longer 
held a reason to appear so hostile. 


"Thanks," Zeverous stated simply. 


"Well, now everyone is awake. So, now there is no reason to delay 
asking any longer,” Yimtri then announced as he turned back to Nyx. 


"Would you tell us everything you know about the plague?" 


Zekra and Zeverous looked over at Yimtri with a stumped stare, 
baffled by the question he had asked the Darkrai when they had 
barely even woken up, let alone recuperate from the massive strain 
Nyx's energy sapping had put on them. Terron knew the two 
probably didn't even know where they were or what was even going 
on. 


"| think we should tell Zekra and Zev where they are and things like 
that," Terron suggested. "| mean, they just woke up and it's nota 
good idea to just bombard them with stuff like this so suddenly. So 
we should just-" 


"You two have been asleep for three weeks after Nyx, the new name 
| have decided to give Erebus, put you into a coma after sucking out 
all of the energy your plagued selves restored so she could save us 
from the Primogenitor's generals," Yimtri cut in, talking as quickly as 
his voice would allow him without making it sound like gibberish. 
"You're very weak because of that, so don't bother trying to move 
that much. It's going to take some time for you to be able to move 
around at full strength again. You're safe if that's what you're 
wondering, though you probably figured that out by now due to the 
fact that you're basically healed of a majority of your injuries and 
because we're hidden in this little house that's in Aurora Town. Yes, 
you heard me right, Aurora Town; the place where your old 
Fellowship used to be before it was reduced to a hollow corpse of its 
former self thanks to the Plagued Ones. We're here because this is 
the one place your Quilava friend figured that you would be safe 
since he thinks no one will bother looking for us here. I'd beg to 
differ, but | didn't have much of a choice in the matter since | was ina 
coma just like both of you. 


"But that's basically it. You both woke up from a coma, you're both 
weak, and now | am asking Nyx if she will tell us the truth about the 
Plagued Ones and the plaguing process so that we can figure out if 
we have any hopes of overcoming our little problem of being 
plagued. Does everything make sense to you now?" 


Everyone except Nyx gave Yimtri a long, stupefied stare, almost 
unable to believe what they had just heard. Everything he had said 
was spoken in less than a minute. No one knew how to react to his 
slew of rapid-fire explanations. 


The Sableye went over to Novus and picked up the bag by the strap 
before carelessly tossing it at Zeverous and Zekra's feet. 


"I'll take that as a yes,” Yimtri said, clearly not oblivious to how 
stumped Zeverous and Zekra were, but seemingly not caring. "Now, 
eat some of the berries in that bag so you can recover faster while 
we go back to the more concerning matter at hand." 


"You can't even wait five minutes for Zekra and Zev to get some rest 
and take everything in," Terron stated in a deadpan. 


"They'll be fine. Besides, there was hardly anything in what | just said 
that is too important. What / want to know, on the other hand, is 
rather important and I'd rather not wait much longer when there's no 
reason to. Don't bother trying to delay me from receiving that 
information when that is so." 


"You're still as much of a prick as ever, | see." 
The Sableye ignored the Cubone's remark and brought his gaze 
back to the Darkrai. She only returned the stare with a more pensive 


one. Nothing but silence filled the air as everyone slowly got over 
their shock and patiently waited for the Darkrai to say something. 


After a while, she finally spoke. 


" If 1 tell you, will you stop pretending that you are well when you are 
clearly not?” 


"What are you talking about?" Yimtri asked with an unsure scowl. 


" You are very weak right now. You are only pretending that you are 
not by being the only blighted one who is standing other than myself. 


If you continue this any longer, you will surely collapse and enter the 
realm of sleep once again. You need to sit down at the very least." 


Yimtri's scowl grew at the remark. His eyes flashed for just a 
moment. 


"I'm not weak in the slightest. I'm perfectly fine." 


" You do not need to pretend to be stronger than you actually are. It 
will only hurt you in the end." 


"| fail to see how it does. It's been twenty-five years and nothing 
detrimental has transpired due to it." 


" That is only because you refuse to admit it has brought you any 
harm. | was there with you for many of those years. | know how your 
ways really affect you." 


"You're not my mother. Don't try to sound like her." 


" Amusing how you should accuse me of that when you now call me 
by aname that means 'Mother Night'." 


Yimtri, absolutely flustered with her unfazed remarks, immediately 
turned away and let out a disgusted scoff. 


"Tch, you're so much like Chloe," he muttered seemingly more to 
himself than anyone else. "Always taking everything | say and 
turning it against me..." 


The radiance in his eyes faded away, leaving his gemstones without 
a glimmer of light. For a second, it seemed that he would collapse as 
Nyx had warned and fall back into his comatose state. But thankfully, 
the light returned, and the Sableye glanced back at the Darkrai with 
a defeated frown. 


"Fine, I'll do as you ask, if only so that you will answer my questions,” 
he said. 


With a deep breath, he backed up against the wall and slid down to 
the ground into a sitting position. He grimaced for a brief moment as 
he let his arms fall limply to his sides. 


The Darkrai's expression seemed to brighten happily for a brief 
moment before it faded back into her blank expression. 


" Now that you are no longer straining yourself, it is time for me to 
explain what you wish to know." 


Nyx stared at each of the five as she seemed to articulate her 
thoughts in her mind. Though the other five Pokémon in the room did 
their best to remain patient, none of them couldn't help but to twitch 
slightly in anticipation. After so long of receiving nothing but fractions 
of answers and having to develop theories from those fragments, 
they were now going to receive the full and honest truth. They were 
finally going to understand how the plague within their bodies 
functioned and if there was any sort of way they could truly fight 
against it. 


It was difficult to contain their excitement when this was so. Even 
Zekra and Zeverous, who had just barely woken up and were 
munching on Orans, seemed rather interested and eager to hear 
what Nyx had to say. 


" What do you want to know first? | have many answers, but | have a 
feeling that what | consider most important is not the same as what 
you think." 


"| suppose | can start with something simple," Yimtri said 
indifferently. "What exactly is this creature you call the Primogenitor? 
You've mentioned it several times and even provided a brief glimpse 
of it to Terron and I, but actual details on the creature have been 
rather vague." 


" The Primogenitor... it is a creature that | do not understand as well 
as you would hope. But there are some things | know about it. | know 
that it is not a creature | have seen before, being neither human nor 


Pokémon. It is something that | do not think should exist, yet it does. 
| do not know where it came from or its intentions, yet | know that it 
could not possibly belong to this world or the human world. Yet, 
based on the contact | have had with that creature, | know that it 
could be considered... a deity." 


"A deity?" Novus cut in. "You mean like the great creator? The ones 
the mortals speak of as Arceus?" 


" Yes. The Primogenitor... it holds a very distinct aura. A very 
powerful one that | have never felt from any other creature in 
existence. Not even the godly beings | met on that fateful day | was 
trapped within Blight Forest gave off an aura that potent. And though 
| have never met our great creator or the three dragons he created, | 
can only assume creatures like them can hold powerful auras like 
that. Only creatures that have the power to tamper with the universe 
could possibly affect me the way the Primogenitor did." 


"What does it look like?" Novus asked cautiously. 


" | could never see it in great detail because it was always obscured 
in the shadows. But, | do know that it had a stature that could 
change whenever it wanted to. | remember when it captured me after 
! went into Blight Forest, it was only about three times my size. But 
then, when it captured Rayquaza when he foolishly came to save me 
and the other three who were trapped with me, the Primogenitor 
seemed to become as large as a mighty wave of storm clouds as it 
wrapped up Rayquaza in its grasp. | could not see the sky on that 
day. 


" Then also, it had very peculiar... eyes. It had two eyes as many 
creatures do, but there was something not right with the 
Primogenitor's eyes. Its eyes... they are nothing but white circles. 
There are no irises or pupils; only an empty white that endlessly 
stares into your own eyes. They are eyes that show no soul. They 
only stare into you, hollowed out and empty, able to know everything 
about you only by gazing into your own eyes." 


Nyx squeezed her eye shut as she trembled, the apparent image of 
the Primogenitor's eyes permanently seared into her mind. As 
Novus, Zeverous, and Zekra looked at her with an unsure gaze, 
Terron and Yimtri grimaced. Though it had only been a dream, the 
two of them had seen the Primogenitor's eyes themselves. They 
knew exactly what she was attempting to describe to Novus and 
knew how that very image could cause her such terror. 


Because deep down, both of the Dimitri Pokémon were also afraid of 
the eyes. Those eyes had belonged to the creature that had nearly 
killed them, or worse when they were once the same human. Those 
eyes were all their fear could latch onto when everything else about 
the Primogenitor was shrouded in complete mystery. 


"Well... thank you for that information," Novus then said. 


The Darkrai slowly opened her eye as she nodded, stifling her 
shaking so that she could appear calm and collected once more. Yet, 
the faint shuddering of her dark wisps were still very visible to the 
group. 


"Next question,” Yimtri said. "How did you learn to resist your 
plagued self? Despite the fact that you appear to be severely 
plagued, even more so than Zeverous and |, you seem to be faring 
much better than either of us. | would dare say that you act as 
though you are not affected at all." 


" That is because | do not do what you call 'resist my plagued self". | 
do not fight it. | work with it.” 


As soon as Nyx said this, everyone in the group seemed to freeze on 
the spot. Surely they had misheard the words the Darkrai spoke. 
After all they had been through, Nyx somehow having a sort of 
alliance with her plagued self seemed impossible. However, it was 
Yimtri especially who seemed the most surprised by this response. 
He gave her a disbelieving stare as he slowly shook his head. 


"That can't be right," he said in a hushed voice. "The plagued selves 
are always trying to consume you and turn you into the complete 
Plagued Ones that are flying all across the region. When you 
plagued us, you gave us this corrupted being that latched onto our 
souls that pretended to be us and threatened to take over us. And on 
some occasions, especially when your brainwashed self 
commanded them, they did for a temporary time. They're parasites . 
Everything they do is for their own benefit while they harm us in the 
process." 


" You are right. The blight that merges with a Pokémon's soul is 
supposed to be a parasite. When the blight enters your body and 
becomes one with your spirit, it is supposed to take complete control 
of you right away and turn you into one of the Blight Demons that 
make up the Primogenitor's army. You are very right with saying that. 


" But my blight is not like that.” 
"What?" 
Nyx looked directly at the Sableye. 


" There are no 'stages' of the blighting process like you have thought 
for the longest time. There is only one stage, and that is that as soon 
as the blight enters your body, you become a Blight Demon in an 
instant. The blight is supposed to consume your soul and take over 
your body, locking you away into some unknown place within you. 
There was never meant to be a process. The Primogenitor had only 
planned for a simple way to turn Pokémon into members of its army. 
Except, it did not realize what happened when it infected godly 
beings such as myself with the blight. 


"When the creator made the godly beings, he made our bodies 
different than the rest of the Pokémon in the world. He made it so 
that we could never age, somehow tampering with our bodies so that 
we never seemed to change much in appearance. Even us mortal 
legendaries, who die after a couple of centuries, will never appear as 
ancient as we really are. We remain somewhat youthful throughout 


our entire life, somewhat similar to those of you with the spirit affinity. 
Then also, he made it so that our bodies could hold such divine 
power. Any mortal body could not handle having the raw power we 
each hold without it falling apart instantly. Thus, our bodies are very 
unique. So when the Primogenitor blighted the five of us godly 
beings after it captured all of us, it did not anticipate that the blight 
could not consume us like it could with mortals. Instead, we became 
Blight Demons with our minds and spirits intact, being ourselves with 
all the powers of the Blight Demons. We were not overpowered by 
the blight; it became us and we became it. We became the same 
creature, neither of us having dominance over the other. We did not 
even hold the appearance of Blight Demons. 


"When the Primogenitor discovered this, it was very quick to 
eliminate this problem. It tore apart the union between us and the 
blighted self and then brainwashed the blight into taking over our 
bodies and doing as the Primogenitor pleased. However, | was 
spared this fate, for this had happened to the others first and | saw 
what had occurred. So, | went on to pretend that | was corrupted like 
my godly brethren were to avoid that horrible fate, which the 
Primogenitor believed in because | pulled the act so convincingly." 


"So your plagued self essentially became a symbiote at that point," 
Yimtri realized. "It didn't try to take over you; it just worked with you 
to accomplish your goals. Well, until the Primogenitor found out the 
truth and then brainwashed your plagued self..." 


" Precisely. Thanks to my unique symbiosis with the blight, | was 
able to tamper with it whenever | spread it to others, even in my 
brainwashed state. Instead of giving you the normal blight that most 
Pokémon receive from the Primogenitor, | gave each of you a special 
kind of blight. A docile blight. One without the desire to corrupt you 
yet still held the same power and potential as the regular blight. This 
special blight still had the potential to have you act like a Blight 
Demon, as | could not eliminate the primal instincts within it, but it 
would never try to turn you into a Blight Demon. The only possible 
way you could ever become a Blight Demon was if | fed your blight 


the desire to do so. But thankfully, despite being brainwashed, | was 
able to prevent myself from doing so. | only made it act on its primal 
instincts of violence, death, and spreading its influence into others." 


"But every time | saw you, my plagued self seemed to grow more 
powerful," Yimtri tried to say. "You claim that there are no stages in 
the plaguing process, but how can that be if | could feel my plagued 
self growing stronger within me every time you had me succumb to 
its violent cravings?" 


" There are no stages for my blight or the Primogenitor's. Every time 
my blight seemed to grow stronger in your mind, it was only growing 
more attached to you. It was never trying to take over you like you 
always thought. It was synchronizing and becoming one with you so 
that you could use its power more easily. Though, because it still 
held its primal tendencies, urges to act in particular ways or even 
vicious thoughts might have been amplified thanks to this. But it was 
never growing stronger so it could corrupt you." 


Everyone found themselves baffled by the information Nyx spoke. 
Up until that point, they had firmly believed that their plagued selves 
were a detriment to their lives. They had thought that the plague was 
purely evil and was corrupting them, whether it was taking over their 
bodies for short periods of time or filling their thoughts with its own 
insidious words. Therefore, it was only natural to believe that the 
only solution to their problem was to fight their plagued selves and 
ignore every little suggestion it gave them. 


And yet, according to Nyx, this was not so. The "normal" plague still 
fit their impressions, but not the plague within their bodies. Their 
plague, this docile plague as Nyx called it, meant absolutely no 
harm. It only meant to help them . The only reason why they could 
hear the voices of their plagued selves so much more clearly in their 
minds... was because their plagued selves were giving more of their 
power to their hosts. Because they were slowly becoming the same 
creature. 


Terron almost couldn't believe what he was hearing. It didn't make 
any sense. And yet, the more and more he let the information sink 
into his mind, the more and more he started to see that Nyx was 
speaking the truth. Despite his plagued self's somewhat hostile 
approach, he realized that it never once did anything to put him in 
peril. No, his plagued self had become his voice of reason and did 
everything it could to guide Terron. It had supported him the whole 
time he had known it, leading him to victory in every situation Terron 
found himself in. It, after all, had been the sole reason he had 
survived through the final nightmare Nyx flung him into during his 
battle with her. It had been guiding him and supplied him with a 
special power he knew was not his so he could live and be 
victorious. 


When Terron realized this, he looked around at the ones surrounding 
him. He found all of them seemed to be in the same state of shock 
as he had been in earlier, almost unable to believe Nyx's words. He 
saw it all of their faces. 


But it was in a certain Sableye's face that he saw it in the most. 


Yimtri held up his claws as he stared at his palms, his mouth twisted 
into an unsure scowl. 


"That doesn't make any sense, though," he said in a quiet voice. 
"You plagued us to turn us into Plagued Ones. You didn't want to, but 
that was your brainwashed self's intent. You wanted us to become 
monsters and do whatever terrible things your brainwashed self 
wanted us to do." 


"| did not fill you or your entire organization with the blight so you 
would become Blight Demons. If | had wanted to do that, | would 
have trapped you within the woods and sent you off to the 
Primogenitor. | would have done what | had my copies do all 
throughout the region to the other dungeons. But no, | resisted my 
brainwashing the best | could and gave you the blight because | 
wanted someone to defeat me and break me out of my brainwashed 
State. | knew only someone filled with the blight could possibly defeat 


me. Only someone with the power the blight provided could possibly 
put an end to someone filled with the blight themselves. It was the 
only way for someone to gain the sufficient power needed in a short 
amount of time. | felt you could do it more than any other creature in 
the world. | knew you had the strength." 


Yimtri said nothing more, only choosing to have his stare fixed on the 
one before him. All emotion had vanished from his face, only to be 
replaced with this vacant, unreadable stare. No one could tell what 
seemed to be on his mind. Nyx only kept her eye on him, watching 
him cautiously, as if anticipating him to suddenly snap at a moment's 
notice. 


"But what about me?" Zeverous then asked. "Every time | woke up, | 
always had these powerful urges to kill something. There was no 
way that could have been anything but malice coming out of my 
inner Plagued One. And it could only be silenced if | killed anything | 
could find..." 


" Like | said, once your blight is closely intertwined with you at a 
certain point, it will leak some of its primal desires into you. You are a 
mercenary and you are very used to killing. It is ingrained into your 
mind to kill so frequently. The blight sensed that and could not help 
but want to act on that more. It cannot help it when they were 
designed to cling to violence and negativity. It clung to that part of 
you and found it could not let go until you satisfied some of its needs. 
It did not do it out of malice; it did it because neither it nor you could 
fight off those instincts from how | see it. It is a consequence of me 
making your blight synchronize with you much more quickly than the 
others." 


Zeverous frowned, setting a claw against his head as he seemed to 
deeply contemplate in what he had been told. He slumped against 
the wall, his eyes becoming glassy and void. He reached under his 
scarf and pulled out the silver, anti-plaguing pin Yimtri had found 
some time ago. It gleamed with an iridescent light from the sunlight 
pouring in through the window. 


"SO we were pretty much right," Zeverous uttered to himself. "These 
things just suppress the instincts our inner Plagued Ones have so 
that we don't go crazy. Hmm." 


Zeverous frowned as he brought his stare back up to the Darkrai. 
"What exactly are these things anyway? Who made them?" 
"| do not know." 


"What do you mean you don't know? They look like something that 
you of all Pokémon should know a lot about thanks to how they get 
rid of the violent thoughts in anyone you put the plague in." 


"| do not know where those pins came from. | know where my 
Sableye child found them, but | do not understand why they were 
there. | know nothing about them. All| can assume is that an enemy 
of the Primogenitor created them, but | fail to understand how. Then 
also, | question why one of those pins you wear was once with a 
Weavile who | later found was nothing more than a Blight Demon 
disguised as a regular Pokémon thanks to the use of that pin. 
Everything behind those pins is shrouded heavily in mystery." 


Zeverous sighed as he attached his pin back to the inside of scarf, 
saying no more. Everyone else around him chose to remain silent as 
well, finding they had nothing to say to the information. That was, 
except for one of them in the group. 


"SO, now what?" Yimtri asked. "What happens now that you are 
free? What do we do about this supposedly benevolent plague you 
put inside of us? Are you going to remove it from us now that your 
purpose with us is finished?" 


Everyone brought their stare over to the Sableye to find that he still 
wore a blank expression. His eyes had their radiance restored to 
their former state and seemed to shimmer with a dark light. The four 
Pokémon sitting close to him slowly scooted away from him, 
unnerved by the look upon his face. They realized that he probably 


meant no harm, as it was a typical expression of Sableye, but still 
seeing him like that was enough to make them want to be a safe 
distance away from him just in case. Nyx, however, returned the 
stare with a more collected one and didn't seem frightened in the 
slightest. 


"{ cannot remove the blight from you as much as you probably wish 
| could. Yet, there is a way to remove it even though you do not need 
to rid it from yourself." 


"And that way is?" he asked tersely. 
" By slaying the Primogenitor, the origin of the blight." 
Yimtri slowly scowled, but only out of thoughtfulness. 


"Are you sure that it works like that?" he then asked. "Just because 
you kill a creator does not mean its creations will also perish. It'd be 
like killing Arceus; he may be gone, but the creatures of the world 
will still live without him because they can function without him. Why 
would killing the Primogenitor be any different?" 


" Because the blight and the Primogenitor are special in that they 
cannot live without the other. The blight is nothing more than pieces 
of the Primogenitor put inside Pokémon. Even my own blight, though 
heavily tampered with and contains a bit of myself, is still a part of 
the Primogenitor. Once the true Primogenitor is dead however, all of 
the blight in the world will cease to exist, including your own. After 
all, how can the blight still exist when its true source, the 
Primogenitor, is no more?" 


The Sableye became silent at the information, seemingly at a loss. 


So that's what the plague is. It's just pieces of the Primogenitor. 
Terron thought. /'m surprised | didn't realize that earlier; it just makes 
so much sense. It's why the Plagued Ones always seem so 
coordinated whenever they do anything and are always in those 
swarms. They're always being controlled by their master, even if they 


can have their own thoughts. Well, unless those things | heard them 
saying were just the Primogenitor talking in about a million different 
voices. Probably not, though. 


But huh. So that's how we finally defeat the Plagued Ones. It's just 
like | thought before, only instead of Erebus being the actual source, 
it's that Primogenitor thing. But... 


"How are you supposed to defeat something like that?" Terron spoke 
up. "| mean, | know that we've done a lot of crazy things that no 
ordinary Pokémon should be able to do thanks to the fact that we're 
plagued and all that. We made it through Erebus Woods and 
defeated you, Nyx, of all things. Anyone else who wasn't plagued 
would have died. But the Primogenitor... well, it almost sounds like a 
god from how you're describing it. How are we supposed to kill 
something that powerful?" 


The Darkrai looked over at Terron, appearing neither angered nor 
surprised by his statement. She only gave him a blank stare, as if 
she had no reaction to his words. Terron couldn't see anything in her 
blue eye that shined softly. 


"By fighting the Primogenitor with another god-like creature. Or 
perhaps two." 


Everyone turned to look at the Quilava who had spoken those words. 
They found that he was staring directly at Terron, wearing a firm 
glare of resolve. Terron only had to think for a moment to realize 
what Novus was referring to. 


"You're talking about Reshiram and Zekrom again, aren't you?" he 
asked. 


"Yes, | am. You said, after all, that we could search for them after we 
slayed Erebus," Novus replied. "And though we didn't exactly kill her, 
the end goal was still met. | find that searching those two out 
compliment your current plans at the moment." 


"Well wait. We don't even know if we're going to go kill the 
Primogenitor right now. | mean, we just got done setting Nyx free, 
even if we didn't know that's what we were doing the whole time. 
Killing the Primogenitor after all that is a really drastic move. We 
need to spend some time recuperating for a bit before we even think 
about doing that." 


"But you won't be killing this Primogenitor right now. You will be 
traveling the region in search of those two godly dragons. As you 
search, you can have time to think of what you will do in the end." 


"You're not getting my point. We just woke up. | can barely walk, let 
alone go explore every little crevice in Shiron at the moment! And not 
only that, but | haven't even agreed to anything yet! No one has!" 


Novus gave Terron a dark glare as small embers sparked off his 
quills. Terron only returned the glare of one of his own. The two held 
the stare, neither breaking it off as a tense atmosphere filled the air 
around them. 


After what seemed like an eternity passed, Novus snapped his head 
away and looked upon the other four in the group, none of which had 
dared to interrupt the stand-off. Novus's eyes still glimmered with the 
light of his inner fire stirring within his soul. 


"What plan do you four have in mind at this very moment?" he 
asked, his voice low. "What do you plan on doing now that you are 
awake? What are your current aspirations?" 


"Well..." Zekra spoke up. "| guess defeat the Primogenitor. | mean, 
we can't do anything else really. We don't have anywhere to really go 
and we wanted to go defeat the Plagued Ones in the first place. And 
if killing the Primogenitor is the only way to do that, then yeah, | 
guess that's what we do next." 


"And how exactly do you plan on doing that if you have nowhere to 
turn to?" Novus then asked. "Whose assistance will you ask for to 


defeat a deity-like creature when you can no longer return to your 
Fellowship?" 


"| don't Know... | guess just your idea since it seems pretty cool and 
seeing a legendary would be pretty awesome..." 


"Very well then." 


The Quilava turned his gaze to Yimtri, Zeverous, and Nyx, as if 
waiting to see if they had anything they wanted to say. Nyx only kept 
her vacant stare on the Quilava, a vague glimmer of amusement in 
her eyes. Yimtri seemed to stare straight through Novus, seemingly 
in deep thought over entirely different matters. His eyes were hazy, 
and he nearly seemed gone from the situation. 


Zeverous, on the other hand, almost seemed pleased to hear 
Novus's words. He was beaming at the Quilava, his muzzle twisted 
into a somewhat cheerful smile. 


"Well in all honesty, | kind of like your idea too," he stated. "I mean, if 
we just find Reshiram or Zekrom or both, then they can just fight the 
Primogenitor for us, right?" 


"Potentially, yes," Novus admitted. "I have a high amount of faith in 
those two godly beings. I'm fairly certain that they could eliminate the 
Primogenitor for us." 


"So that means that if we find them... we don't have to fight. And that 
means that none of us have to risk our lives fighting that monster. 
Which means Zekra won't be any danger, right?" 


"If we find those two dragons, most likely." 


Zeverous's smile only seemed to grow, and seemed almost unable 
to contain his apparent joy. He looked over at the little Zorua lying 
next to him and gently picked her up in his claws before holding her 
close. He laughed to himself as he stroked the top of her head, 
Zekra doing nothing but staring up at her brother with an unsure 


stare. The Quilava smirked victoriously before he glanced over at 
Nyx, his smug expression vanishing instantly. 


" Why do you think your plan will succeed? Why do you have so 
much faith in it?" 


"| do not mean offense to you, Darkrai, but those two godly beings 
are much more powerful than you and the other legendary beings 
that were trapped by the Primogenitor," he then said. "That even 
includes Rayquaza, who is often considered to be somewhat similar 
to Reshiram and Zekrom in regards to power." 


" So you are suggesting that instead of the six of us having to fight 
the Primogenitor ourselves, we should find those two godly beings 
instead. Why would you think that those two godly beings could 
stand a chance more than a group of blighted Pokémon with the very 
power of the Primogenitor within them? Why more than the four of us 
mortal legendaries who fell victim to the Primogenitor centuries ago? 
Why more than Rayquaza, lord of the skies?" 


"Because the five of us nearly failed when we tried to take you down 
in your corrupted state. Why would we fare any better against a 
creature that was able to subdue you so easily?" 


Nyx said nothing to the remark. 


"As for why | think Reshiram and Zekrom would fare better when the 
other great beings fell to the Primogenitor, it is for a particular 
reason. Those two great dragons are far more powerful than the 
mortal legendaries. They hold at least twenty times the amount of 
power you do, even if your powers are already horrific enough even 
to the godly beings. They are even more powerful than Rayquaza 
despite being on a similar divine scale of power because they are 
very special among the godly ones. They were given a very special 
task by the creator, and that was to protect the land and its denizens 
from all dangers. They were essentially guardians over the mortals. 
To accomplish such a grand and all-important task, they were given 
much more power than the other Great Beings. | would dare say that 


they were given more power than Yveltal and Xerneas, incarnations 
of life and death. 


"| remember there was once a time that a Regice, Regirock, and 
Registeel had begun a massive rampage across the land for 
whatever reason, destroying everything in their paths with none of 
the mortals able to put a stop to the behemoths. They could only 
watch helplessly as those three ravaged cities and landscapes, 
reducing such places to nothing but rubble and debris. However, 
when Zekrom caught word of this, she instantly eradicated those 
three beings with hardly any effort. Her divine lightning and draconic 
energy lay waste to them within moments. If she could do sucha 
thing to three mortal legendaries without any harm to herself, | see 
no reason as to why she couldn't do similar to the Primogenitor, even 
if it could be considered more powerful than a mortal legendary." 


" So that is your reasoning." 


"Yes. If we find Reshiram and Zekrom, or just one of them, this 
madness will end. Not only that, but none of us will have to risk our 
lives. None of us." 


Nyx kept her gaze on Novus for a moment longer, staring into his 
solemn crimson eyes with her own blank sapphire one. Her eye 
momentarily shifted over to where Yimtri and Terron sat before 
bringing it back over to the Quilava. 


" Your idea seems reasonable enough for me to accept." 


Novus gave a slow nod in reply before he looked over at the 
Sableye, the only one in the group who hadn't shared his thoughts. 


"And what do you think of my plan?" Novus asked. "Do you think that 
it's a suitable plan to follow with the situation you are currently in?" 


Yimtri gave the Quilava a long stare, remaining motionless from 
where he sat as his gemstones flickered dimly. He still seemed very 
much detached from everything, as if he were suddenly on a faraway 


planet. Even still, Novus patiently waited for the Sableye to speak his 
mind. 


The Sableye turned away. 


"... Your plan is acceptable," he then said, his voice unnaturally 
quiet. "| see no reason to object to it." 


"Thank you." 


Yimtri said nothing in reply, still refusing to look at Novus in the eye. 
Upon seeing this, the Quilava at long last, turned back to Terron with 
the faint traces of a smug smile apparent on his muzzle. The Cubone 
only kept his glare fixed on Novus, still feeling the lingering irritation 
coursing through his veins. But then, before the feeling could prompt 
Terron to say something, all traces of pride were instantly wiped off 
the Quilava's face. Soon, Terron found himself looking at a Quilava 
with a much softer, more pitiful gaze. When the Cubone saw this, all 
agitation and malice was quick to disappear. 


"The others have expressed their thoughts, Terron. They agree with 
my plan for their various reasons," Novus stated, not a single hint of 
condescension in his voice. "However, | think | understand why you 
are so reluctant to agree to my plan. You don't want to follow my plan 
because you still want time to recover after our last efforts and so 
you can prepare yourself for this long journey we have ahead of us, 
don't you?" 


"Yeah, pretty much," Terron confessed. 


"Well let me assure you that | have no intentions of making us leave 
so quickly. Though | am rather eager to set out to find those dragons 
after so long, | know that we cannot go just yet. You four still need to 
return to your full strength. It wouldn't be the best idea to have you 
searching Shiron in your current state." 


The Quilava went up to the Cubone and stopped before him. He 
then held up a paw. 


"| apologize if | gave off the impression | was being unnecessarily 
hasty and insensitive," Novus went on. "! didn't mean for it to appear 
that way. But, now that you better understand my thoughts and your 
teammates’ thoughts, | ask again if you agree with my plan. | ask if 
you will help me find Reshiram and Zekrom so we may truly put an 
end to the Blight Demons. | truly think it is the best method of action 
to take." 


Terron thought for a moment. Everyone in the room was all for 
helping Novus in finding Reshiram and Zekrom. Though he didn't 
quite understand why Yimtri was agreeing with Novus when he 
surely had a plan of his own, he understood everyone else's 
intentions. He knew that Zeverous agreed to Novus's idea only 
because he wanted to keep Zekra safe, just like how he had 
promised her he would since they were reunited. He knew that Nyx 
had agreed because she saw it was the best option and had the 
greatest potential of succeeding. Then finally, he knew that Zekra 
agreed because she didn't know what else to do. She was lost, just 
like Terron was, and only wanted to follow Novus's plan because she 
couldn't think of anything else to do. She couldn't after three of the 
Fellowship leaders had turned on them and revealed themselves to 
be working for the Primogenitor. For all they knew, the entire 
Fellowship was working for the Primogenitor. The Fellowship, their 
one place of refuge, was absolutely useless and an outright danger 
to them now. 


We have nowhere else to go. Terron pondered. Even Nyx, the one 
who | thought could help us, is agreeing with Novus. We have 
nowhere else to go. And we're going to have to fight the 
Primogenitor anyway. Doesn't matter how long we delay it; we're 
going have to take down that thing one way or another. No one else 
is going to. 


| guess that settles it then. 


"Let's go find Reshiram and Zekrom," Terron declared. 


He took Novus's paw in his own and grasped it tight, sealing their 
understanding. Novus only smiled in return. 


"Tomorrow," Novus said. "Tomorrow we will search them out and end 
the Primogenitor." 


Chapter 53: Want to Understand You 
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Chapter 53 


Want to Understand You 


After Terron and Novus had reached their agreement, the group 
decided that they would depart on their journey at noon the next day. 
Until then, they were free to do as they pleased. They only agreed to 
stay within the confines of Aurora Town, the closest they had toa 
safe haven amidst the terrible dangers of the world. The last thing 
they wanted was to become lost and separated, not to mention 
running the risk of getting spotted by the Primogenitor's generals. 
They couldn't afford to have that happen at all costs. 


But even so, none of this concerned Terron. He had absolutely no 
intentions of leaving and was content with simply wandering about 
the desolate streets. At least, he would have been content and 
happy, if it weren't for the fact that the cobblestone roads spurred up 
a torrent of memories and emotions he sometimes wished he could 
forget. 


Soon, he found himself sitting beside Zekra at the front of the old 
Aurora Town Fellowship, gazing at the impressive network of trees in 
the late morning sun. Two months of abandonment had done nothing 
to the place, leaving it as a monument of what was once a great 
organization. It was almost as if the buildings were still functional. Yet 
strangely enough, there were no signs of wild Pokémon occupying 
the place. Despite being so empty, it seemed not a single feral one 
had wandered into the massive plants. 


"It's been a long time since we've been here," Zekra suddenly said. 


Terron turned to the Zorua to find that she stared forlornly at the 
mark on the bottom of her paw, the one which identified her as a 
dismissed Fellowship member. Her eyes sparkled dimly with her 
illusion light as she wore a saddened frown. 


"Well actually, it hasn't been that long," he said. "It's only been about 
two months. And It's been a little over three months since we first 
came here." 


"Lots of stuff has changed since then, | guess," Zekra replied 
vacantly. "Kind of hard to believe sometimes that it was just three 
months since we first came here." 


"Yeah. | kind of forget that it's only been that long too. | sometimes 
think it's been at least twice that much, or a year. Maybe even three 
years." 


Zekra nodded silently as she put her paw down and rested her chin 
on the cold ground. 


“These three months have been really weird honestly with time and 
all," she remarked. "Back before | met you and all of this Fellowship 
stuff happened, three months seemed like a long time. | remember 
just a whole week being so long to me and wishing that time would 
fly by so much faster. Time was just so much slower when | could do 
whatever | wanted and | didn't have to worry about anything. But 
then, | joined the Fellowship, and all of that changed. Everything 
started going by faster. The days ended faster since we always had 
something to do with our missions. We always had this routine we 
followed. And then... after we stopped doing missions, time started 
slowing down again. What felt like a week was actually only a day. 
We kept doing something every day to work toward our goals, and 
time never sped up again like it did when we worked for the 
Fellowship. It just kept moving slowly. These three months really 
have been weird." 


Zekra released a sigh as she stared up at the Fellowship base. 


"And in that time, so much happened. So many things | never 
thought could happen. And yet, they all did. Sometimes, | really do 
wonder if | just keep dying and then | come back to start a new life 
again and again like some endless cycle. Like, | sometimes wonder 
if | died when everyone in my old town got taken away by the 
Plagued Ones and | came back as some random wild who suddenly 
became intelligent and was just hanging out where you were. Or if | 
died in Erebus Woods and then | somehow came back as some 
random Fellowship member. Or if the Plagued Ones killed me during 
that invasion and then | came back as some wimp who lost two of 
her friends that day. Because... it really does feel like I've lived 
through a bunch of lifetimes sometimes. A bunch of really 
depressing ones, that is." 


Terron didn't know what to think of the comment, except that he 
knew where she was coming from. Terron had seen everything she 
spoke of, save for the destruction of her old home. Though Novus 
had been with her for much of that time, he had never been able to 
witness all that she had been through. He never experienced her 
fledgling days as Fellowship members, the days she first met 
Impetus and Syn, or traversed through the horrifying dungeon known 
as Erebus Woods. No one truly knew what she had gone through 
those three months. 


No one except Terron. And he knew just how taxing their lives had 
been for those past few months. He could easily see how she had 
those thoughts about her reality. 


"A lot of things have happened," Terron empathized. "A lot of things | 
wish never did happen. | sometimes don't even think it's real since 
it's all so surreal, like I'm going to wake up sometime and realize this 
is alla bad dream. So, | try not to think about it too much because 
we can't really change anything. But | guess we can't ignore it really." 


"Yeah, | think the same thing," Zekra confessed. "But you know, 
even if being here really does bring back a lot of those awful 
memories, | guess it's kind of a good thing that we're here in some 
ways. It's nice to just... reminisce a little. And talk." 


"Yeah, it is. It is." 


The Zorua scooted closer to the Cubone and rested her head 
against the side of his lap. Terron smiled softly as he tenderly ran his 
claw tips through the fur on her head. Then, the two of them 
continued looking upon the great tree, thinking back to their earlier 
days. They viewed it with neither depression nor anger; only a 
vacant sort of acknowledgement that it had happened and that there 
was no point in denying it. It wasn't necessarily a complete 
acceptance, but it was something that helped bring peace to their 
hearts. 


"Do you really think that we'll really end everything this time?" Zekra 
then asked. "You know, stop the Plagued Ones." 


"I'm really hoping it does," Terron started to say. "We're running out 
of time. | mean, | Know there's no way to tell how much time we have 
left before the Plagued Ones take over Shiron, but with Nyx on our 
side now, we probably don't have much left. The Primogenitor is 
probably finding a way to make up for her loss and speed up 
whatever it's doing. It probably realizes that we can ruin its plans 
since we saved Nyx and got rid of all of the dungeons that were 
dragging everyone off to wherever that abomination is so it could 
plague them." 


"Wonder why the Primogenitor is taking so long to turn everyone into 
Plagued Ones. If | were it, | would have done it all at once, but that 
thing's been doing this for fifty years. Why wait so long?" 

"Don't know. Maybe we can ask Nyx about that." 

"Maybe." 

Silence once again came over the two. Terron closed his eyes as he 


sighed deeply, trying to imagine the Primogenitor, wherever it was, 
and what it could possibly be doing to hunt him and his team down. 


"Are you going to try to go back home when we're all done, though?" 
Zekra abruptly asked. 


Terron opened his eyes and looked over at her. He found that she 
was Staring right at him, casting him a faraway look. 


"What do you mean?" he asked. 


"When we put a stop to the Primogenitor, are you going to try and 
find a way to get back to the human world?" 


Hearing this come from Zekra's mouth stunned Terron. He honestly 
hadn't expected her to say those words. Throughout the entire time 
he had known her, she had asked him about his former human days 
only about five times. And even then, they were always questions 
about his culture, such as how humans managed to survive for so 
long without any elemental abilities, or to ask if he had recovered 
any of his memories. Never once had she asked anything about if 
Terron ever wanted to go back to Kuron. 


For just a moment, Terron couldn't reply. But eventually, the shock 
left him, and he found his voice. 


"Well, I'm not really sure to be honest," he admitted quietly. "| mean, | 
kind of like it here on Shiron. Even if it's a little weird having 
everything being a whole lot bigger than me, everything about this 
Cubone body is a lot better. I'm so much stronger and durable, even 
if | don't have that many elemental powers like you do. | can take 
down an entire herd of Tauros as a Cubone if | plan it right. As a 
human, not so much. I'd probably die if | even tried to take out one of 
them. And not only that, but | feel a lot happier here. I'll admit that | 
don't remember too much of my old life, but | just feel a lot more 
content here on Shiron. I've met so many awesome Pokemon here 
and have got even more awesome friends. So, | really don't know." 


Zekra smiled at the remark, but it was only for a fleeting moment, for 
it melted back into a frown. 


"But what about your family?" she asked. "I mean, | know you 
probably can't remember them and all, but they're probably really 
worried about you." 


"Yeah, but still. As much as | don't want them to worry about me, it 
still doesn't make me want to leave here." 


"You should still try to find them and tell them that you're okay, 
though. They're important, after all. They're your family." 


"You're starting to sound like you want me to leave you." 


"No, | don't!" Zekra suddenly snapped, her eyes filling with an aqua 
light. "Don't twist my words around!" 


Terron abruptly backed away from the Zorua, fearing he had struck a 
nerve in her and that she would attack him at a moment's notice. 
When Zekra saw this, she sighed and shook her head, the radiance 
of her illusion power fading. 


"Look, | don't want you to go back to your old world," she started to 
say. "| really don't. I'd miss you if you left. A lot. Probably more than | 
could bear actually. It's just that... even though | said I'd help you 
figure out what's wrong with you and why you have amnesia, | 
haven't done any of that. | just dragged you into my own mess with 
the Plagued Ones and didn't even think about what you wanted 
anymore. | was selfish to put it bluntly. | literally realized that right 
now, now that we're about to finally achieve my goals. I've done 
absolutely nothing to help you with your own. 


"So because of that, I'm starting to think that the only reason why 
you want to stay here is because of me. | made you forget about 
your goal and just made your new goal mine. Because before, you 
really did want to go home. You really did, and | was so caught up in 
my own problems that | didn't even consider what you wanted. | just 
shoved all of my problems on you. So I'm trying to make you go back 
because that's what you wanted. I'm trying to get you to want to go 
back before | put all of that revenge stuff in your head. And, | guess 


what I'm poorly trying to say is that I'll help you find a way back too. 
That's all it is. | just want to make up for the fact that you've been 
helping me with all of my stuff and I've done nothing in return." 


Terron stared at Zekra, his eyes glazed over from behind his mask. 
He could see how much this thought of hers was tormenting her, 
mostly because he saw exactly how she thought that. She had 
dedicated her entire life to eliminating the Plagued Ones since the 
day they took everything away from her, making absolutely sure that 
she would reach her goal. She would tear down anything that dared 
to stand in opposition. She had been so consumed by this resolve 
that for quite some time, that Terron really did think she was self- 
centered and unconcerned with others back when he first met her. 
She certainly gave off that vibe with her carefree attitude. 


However, Terron understood something that Zekra didn't seem to. 


"You're wrong; you've done things for me in return," he spoke up. 
"You stayed with me even though | was pretty useless back then. 
You never left me." 


Zekra cast him a bewildered stare, but Terron didn't let that stop him. 
He carefully took off his persona and set it in his lap before looking 
back at his friend. 


"| understand that you think you were using me and that you got rid 
of my hopes of going back to Kuron," Terron went on. "But, you 
didn't. No matter how much you could have tried, | never would have 
lost my desire to go back or figure out what happened to me. With 
something like amnesia constantly reminding me of that, I'd dare say 
it's impossible. | just didn't pursue after the goal as much anymore 
because | wanted to help you instead. You were kind enough not to 
ditch me, even if it might have been for a selfish reason in the first 
place, and | wanted to repay for that. So, | put aside what | wanted to 
do and helped you instead. You didn't make me forget about going 
back to Kuron; / made myself not worry about it anymore. 


"So please; don't think | want to stay here just because you made 
me forget. It was my choice, not yours. You don't have to blame 
yourself." 


Zekra sat there, her mouth hanging slightly ajar at the words Terron 
spoke. She seemed at a complete loss. However, after a few 
seconds, a small smile made its way onto her face. 


"Thanks, Tear. That means a lot to me." 
"You're welcome, Zekra," Terron beamed. 


The two gave each other a happy glance, glad that the tension had 
been resolved between them. However, it was short lived, for Terron 
suddenly realized something he had not before. Something that he 
had only thought of thanks to Zekra bringing up the topic. 


His once bright smile slowly turned into a pensive frown as the 
pleasant feeling in his heart disappeared. 


"Besides... | did end up finding out what happened to me,” Terron 
uttered, his voice low and quiet. "| know what happened so that I'm 
here on Shiron as a Cubone." 


"You did?" Zekra asked, now baffled. "When was this?" 


Terron stared off into the distance behind her as he thought of a 
certain team member of theirs. And then, a powerful, consuming 
conviction swelled up within him at the thought. It told him to do only 
one thing. One simple yet crucial thing that he best not delay. 


The Cubone got to his feet as he stuffed his persona back onto his 
head. He looked back at his trusted friend with a determined glare. 


"| want you to come with me," he told her. "There's something you 
deserve to know about me and someone else." 


Yimtri entered the main square of Aurora Town, his walk unflinching 
and his face fixed in his seemingly permanent, unfazed scowl. There 
was not a single soul in sight. While the other five had been 
speaking amongst themselves as some sort of afterthought, Yimtri 
had phased through the wall and wandered away from the group. He 
was never particularly fond of remaining in groups as large as that 
for very long; small talk and idle chatter were not things he desired. 
He much preferred the silence of isolation where the only sounds 
running through his ears were his thoughts. 


None of them had noticed that he left, for as he always said, he was 
a ghost-type. Ghosts like him were undetectable to others on most 
occasions, and that occasion had been no different. Even Nyx, the 
one who seemed to be so aware of him, hadn't noticed him. Though, 
Yimtri had entertained the thought that perhaps she turned a blind 
eye. It was the only reason she would have let him go if she saw 
him, knowing how overly concerned she was about him. Such 
unnecessary concern it was. 


But whatever the case, he was now alone just like he wanted. The 
Sableye almost smiled to himself at his accomplishment, but in the 
end decided against it. Instead, he wandered over to a nearby bench 
that sat along the edges of the square and climbed up onto it. The 
moment he did, Yimtri finally grimaced and let himself collapse along 
the bench's stone surface. He wrapped himself up in his cape the 
best he could, shivering as he groaned miserably. 


The toll of his coma still affected him, putting a massive strain on his 
body so that it brought an agonizing sting every time he tried to walk. 
He knew that if he had simply rested as the others did back in the 
house than stand like he did, he would have recovered for the most 
part. If he had even eaten a single Oran berry he would not be in so 
much pain now. But, Yimtri hadn't done any of these things, for he 
couldn't afford to appear so weak in front of the others. He didn't 
care what Nyx said; he couldn't falter, even for a moment. He 
couldn't be weak anymore. 


Not after everything that had happened for the whole twenty five 
years of his life as a Sableye. Not when he had so many Pokémon 
depending on him. Not when he had lost so many he cared about 
because he lacked the strength. 


He couldn't regress back into that frail, pathetic creature he once 
called himself long ago. 


"Never again," he muttered under his breath. 


The Sableye lay there on that bench, doing nothing but letting the 
pain pass. He kept the occasional eye out to make sure that no one 
spotted him in his lowly state, but otherwise, let his thoughts wander 
aimlessly. 


At first, his thoughts held no significant meaning. With his pin 
blocking out his plagued self, he could only hear his own thoughts. 
He found they offered him nothing substantial, his mind strangely 
empty for once. He heavily suspected that it was due to the fact that 
he was fatigued and thought nothing of it, only choosing to enjoy the 
silence. However, after a time, the dark thoughts he was well 
accustomed to made their way back into his mind, and he found 
himself pondering over something that had irked him since Nyx 
spoke of the supposed truth behind the plagued selves. 


Yimtri reached under the collar of his cape and carefully pulled out 
his pin before bringing it close to his face. He stared at it, fixating his 
gemstones on the strange object. He kept his focus on the item for a 
long while, his thoughts slowly going through everything Nyx told him 
and the others until he received a prompting. He thought to resist the 
prompting at first, as it was utterly pointless, but then changed his 
mind when he saw it had potential. 


And so, with a reluctant frown, he dropped the pin on the ground 
beside him. 


What occurred next was something Yimtri had anticipated, but had 
ultimately hoped would have been averted. A searing pain shot 


through his brain, making him flinch as it stung bitterly. A powerful 
burning burst its way out of his mind and rushed into the rest of his 
body. His thoughts were abruptly wiped clean from his mind as his 
plagued self came rushing back into his head full force. Yimtri 
gripped his head as the migraine came over him, but it was not his 
mind that hurt him the most; it was his closed-off heart. 


It was the return of his repressed emotions that brought him so much 
pain. He could feel all of them churning up a tempest inside of him, 
threatening to tear him apart. Now that they were free once more, 
they were out of control, running rampant through him and obscuring 
all of his thoughts. 


"Ngggh, no. No... she's wrong," Yimtri grimaced. "These plagued 
selves. They're... not helpful. They're not. She's wrong." 


The Sableye weakly reached for this pin to put an end to his torment, 
but just before his claw tips could touch it, he heard a familiar voice 
in his mind. A voice so similar to his, yet alien at the same time. 


It's only because you keep blocking me out. You've been 
ignoring my voice for as long as you've known I've existed and 
now drown it out completely with that pin. 


Yimtri scowled as the voice spoke in his mind. It had been a while 
since he last heard his plagued self speak to him. He could still 
remember the first time he heard it So many years ago when he 
abandoned his Fellowship, thinking it had been Erebus speaking to 
him somehow. Even if he understood what it truly was now, it wasn't 
any different than it was back then. Its voice had grown louder and 
clearer in his mind, but otherwise, its words were exactly the same. 


"You've caused me nothing but trouble," Yimtri spat. "Always have 
and always will. You've made me do so many terrible things. You did 
them when Nyx told you to. You did them when you weren't under 
her control. You've caused me so much unnecessary grief. You won't 
let me think. | can't thinkwith all of these things here." 


! don't cause you grief. You are only causing yourself grief by 
the fact that you view my methods of helping you as being 
harmful and outright hazardous. The second you drowned me 
out with that pin, you set yourself up for pain. You have gone so 
long not feeling anything from me thanks to that pin. You've 
grown weaker because of it and now whenever | get a chance to 
help you again, you fall apart. This is what happens when you 
stop feeling after a long time; you don't know how to deal with 
emotions when they come back again. 


"| don't need you drowning me with these... useless emotions. | 
hated having you with me. You clouded my mind with those 
thoughts. Those thoughts | didn't need. Those thoughts and feelings 
about Draven and Zar. And mother and father. And... a home I'll 
never... gauugh..." 


Unable to take it anymore, Yimtri thrust his arm forward and closed 
his claws around the pin. He had put too much force into his action, 
though, for he stumbled forward onto the ground and fell. Even still, 
he had succeeded in grabbing the pendant. He could already feel it 
snuffing out the plagued presence inside him, as well as his 
vehement emotions. It was seeping back into his heart, where it 
would soon be closed off for as long as Yimtri kept his pin on him. 


Fine. Silence me again. It's your choice. Just remember that you 
can't keep living like this. You're on a path to destruction. Turn 
back while you can. Know that, Sableye Dimitri. 


And with that, the voice was gone, as were all of the erratic emotions 
and thoughts within the Sableye. Yimtri released a long sigh as he 
pressed his forehead into the cobblestone, mentally and physically 
exhausted by the encounter. 


"| think | heard his voice over here." 
The Sableye snapped his gaze from off the ground and hastily 


looked in the direction of the voice. He was quick to spot a Cubone 
and Zorua wandering in his direction, both of them glancing around 


from side to side. Yimtri, not wanting the two to see him in his 
pathetic state, swiftly picked himself up and climbed back onto the 
bench. He winced at the pain this sudden action brought, but he 
ignored it the best he could as he attached his pin back to the inside 
of his cape. Once he had done that, he dug his claw into the surface 
of his seat, scribbling out nonsense in an attempt to make it look as 
though he was occupied. 


After he had sketched out a few words, he looked back at the 
approaching Pokémon. He found that they had their eyes set upon 
him, having finally spotted him. The Sableye frowned thoughtfully as 
they came near, observing that the Cubone had an almost fierce 
glare while the Zorua held a more puzzled one. 


"There you are," Terron stated as he and Zekra came to a halt before 
the Sableye. "I've been looking for you, Yimtri. You weren't at the 
house and nobody knew where you went." 


"Looking for me, were you?" Yimtri asked indifferently. "| suppose | 
should have expected someone to do so. Though, maybe | should 
have suspected that it would be you of all Pokémon to find me here. 
After all, this is the very place you and | had our little talk some time 
ago. | think | might have even seen dried droplets of your blood on 
the cobblestone." 


Terron didn't say anything to the remark, only keeping his solemn 
gave on the Sableye. Yimtri stared at him for a moment, trying to 
decipher the reason behind the powerful aura he felt slinking out of 
the Cubone. It had been quite a while since he had seen Terron like 
this. It was admittedly intimidating to the Sableye, but Yimtri didn't 
dare show it and kept it hidden under his own mask of pensiveness. 


"Uh Tear, what did you want to tell me?" Zekra asked awkwardly. 
"You said after we found Yimtri that you'd tell me, and well, here he 
is. So, you know, what's going on?" 


"| wanted to tell you something about me," Terron answered as he 
looked over at her. "I think you deserve to know since you're my 


closest friend and deserve to know the truth about what really 
happened to me when | got turned into a Cubone. And the reason 
why we needed to find Yimtri is because we're going to get him to 
talk about it too." 


Yimtri tensed at the Cubone's words. Though the Sableye had never 
heard their conversation, he had a vague understanding of what 
Terron was trying to say. He knew what was on Terron's mind and 
how he intended to carry out the conversation. 


"Terron, | am not in agreement with this," Yimtri interjected. "We are 
not including Zekra in this." 


The Cubone looked back at the Sableye and scowled. 


"Zekra is my friend, Yimtri," Terron stated firmly. "She's my partner 
who | share all of my secrets with. She knows everything about me 
and I'm not about to let this be the one thing | keep from her. Just 
because you don't want to talk about it doesn't mean she can't know 
what's going on." 


"You and | have no reason to share this information with anybody 
except Nyx and ourselves. Zekra doesn't need to know anything; she 
has no reason to. It's not going to help her in the slightest and quite 
frankly, | suspect she will tell Zeverous and Novus about us if she 
hears it. " 


"Hey! | don't tell Zev and Novus everything!" Zekra cried. "| can keep 
secrets you know! Don't make me sound like I'm some sort of 
tattletale!" 


"Whatever," Yimtri scoffed at the Zorua. "| don't need anyone else 
knowing what your friend hints away at; it's trivial and overall 
something | don't want to talk about much in the first place." 


"It's not trivial, Yimtri," Terron snapped. "You know it isn't. Stop being 
so stubborn and just let me tell Zekra the truth about you and me." 


"You know, I'm surprised with you," Yimtri said bitterly to Terron. "You 
seem so bent on trying to explain what's going on to her, yet you beg 
for me to give you permission. Why did you not tell Zekra in private 
and simply hide that you did so from me? That would have been the 
smart thing to do." 


"| considered that. | really did, Knowing that you get really stubborn 
when you don't want to talk about something, but then | changed my 
mind.” 


"And why would you do a foolish thing such as that?" 


"Because I'm not going to go talking behind your back about 
something as important as this when you're a part of it." 


Hearing this sent an icy thorn into the Sableye's chest, nearly 
making him flinch. He almost couldn't believe what he was hearing. 
Terron had willingly withheld crucial information from Zekra just so he 
could get Yimtri's approval. It would have been so easy to just tell 
Zekra what he wanted her to know. And yet he didn't, because he 
had wanted Yimtri's permission to speak his mind about the subject 
that involved the Sableye. Or, in other words, he cared. 


He cared about Yimtri despite the fact that the Sableye had caused 
him so much grief and torment for some time. 


For a moment, Yimtri couldn't think of anything to say. He could only 
give Terron a blank stare as the Cubone kept his firmer, stoic one. 


A minute of silence passed, and then Yimtri gave a long sigh. 

"Fine," he spoke. "You're free to tell Zekra the truth. | won't stop you." 
"Thank you," Terron said with a nod. 

Yimtri watched as the Cubone glanced over at this Zorua friend, who 


appeared very lost with the whole situation. Terron chuckled quietly 
under his breath as he pressed his skull mask into his face. 


"Alright, Zekra. This is going to sound really, really weird, but | want 
you to stay with me, alright?" he said to her. 


"With all of the stuff I've seen, | really doubt it's going to be that 
weird," Zekra shrugged dismissively. "So yeah, bring it on. What's 
up?" 


"Well first of all, | haven't really been on Shiron for about three 
months," he began, speaking slowly and cautiously. "I've been here 
a lot longer. Twenty-five years, to be accurate." 


"Okay... | don't Know how that's possible when you're like my age or 
maybe a little older, but alright." 


"| don't get it either, but let me keep going. | was brought here twenty 
five years ago and well... I'm not really the human | thought | was. 
I'm just of half of the human that got sent here. And the other half... 
is the one sitting right in front of you." 


Yimtri watched the Zorua with a cautious eye, waiting to see her 
reaction. At first, there was no reaction. Her eyes had completely 
glazed over, leaving her almost as a shell of herself that stared 
vacantly at the Sableye. If Yimtri couldn't sense her spirit or note that 
she was still standing, he would have thought she died of shock. But 
then, the light in her eyes returned and her pupils dilated. She slowly 
shook her head as her jaw dropped open. 


"You mean Yimtri, the guy who's been giving us so much trouble," 
Zekra started to say, "he's you? This whole time... he's just been 
some weird part of you?" 


"| wouldn't exactly say that we are the same person, now that | 
ponder in it more," Yimtri stated. "It's more that we are two separate 
halves of a human once called Dimitri. Yes, we are the same human, 
but we're technically not a part of each other. We're more pieces ofa 
fractured whole." 


"That still sounds a lot like you're the same guy," Zekra insisted. 


"Well you can call it whatever you like then," Yimtri scoffed irritably. 
"Either way, your friend and | are nothing more than halves of a 
singular human being. Nyx had brought us over to Shiron so we 
could help aid her in her fight against the Primogenitor twenty-five 
years ago, but it ultimately backfired, as she ended up tearing Dimitri 
into us when she tried to prevent the Primogenitor from stealing 
Dimitri away from her. After that, Terron was taken away by the 
Primogenitor until Nyx broke him out of its clutches three months ago 
while | wandered Shiron and became the Fellowship leader | am 
now." 


"But, we're not equal halves sadly," Terron then said. "Yimtri got all of 
the memories, which is why | ended up getting amnesia. But yeah, 
that's what ended up happening. Nyx told us when we fought her 
back in Erebus Woods when everyone else was passed out. That's 
why no one except us and Nyx know what happened." 


"| didn't realize that tearing a human into two gave you a Sableye 
and Cubone," Zekra stated simply. 


"| don't understand the logic of it either," Yimtri shrugged carelessly. 
"Perhaps it had to do with the fact that the Pokémon we became are 
humanoid. Or, perhaps it had to do with the fact I'm supposedly a 
majority of the spirit torn out and Sableye are ghostly creatures while 
Terron was supposedly the body and whatever was left of the spirit 
after | came to be. After all, Cubone are very human-like and even 
use weapons as humans do. It would make sense that the husk of a 
human would become a Cubone due to that." 


"And Cubone use their helmets as personas, just like how humans 
do, except they don't have to use helmets," Terron added. 


"Ugggh," Zekra whined, averting her gaze from the two Pokémon. 
"You were right Tear; this is just weird." 


Yimtri and Terron turned to look at the little Zorua to find that she 
now had her eyes squeezed shut, as if trying to block everything out. 
Yimtri almost thought he pitied her for a brief moment. 


"Yeah, | know," Terron sighed. "! Know it's hard to take it in, but well, 
you deserved to know. You going to be okay, though?" 


Zekra took in a deep breath as she opened her eyes and looked 
over at the Cubone. She smiled softly. 


"Yeah, I'm fine," she said. "Don't worry about me; just kind of getting 
used to the weirdness. | haven't exactly heard of something called 
having yourself split into two beings before. And having one of those 
guys being someone who kept giving you trouble. But it doesn't 
change anything between you and me. You're still my friend and 
nothing can change that. Doesn't matter if you're half of a human or 
a whole one; you're still Tear to me. You're still my best friend." 


Yimtri watched from afar as the Zorua pressed her head against the 
Cubone's side and nuzzled him. Terron smiled at the gesture as he 
reached down and pulled her in for a close embrace. Upon seeing 
this happy moment, Yimtri suddenly felt the need to leave the two of 
them alone. He felt surprisingly uncomfortable at having the two 
being so affectionate around each other. He didn't understand why. 


The Sableye got up from his seat and started to leave, but then 
stopped when he saw Zekra remove herself from Terron and look 
directly at Yimtri. She approached him, stopping in front of him 
before looking up into his gemstones of eyes. Yimtri looked back into 
her blue irises that gleamed with a strange light. 


"Why are you staring at me like that?" he asked. 


Zekra pounced at the Sableye without warning, flooring Yimtri in an 
instant. He had been filled with so much weakness that his body 
could no longer keep him intangible, as he was very quick to find out. 
He flinched at the action, afraid of what she would do to him in his 
vulnerable state, and nearly raked her face with his sharp claws. 
However, before he could raise his arms, he saw that she was 
nuzzling his chest. Unable to comprehend her actions, the Sableye 
found himself at a loss, unable to do anything. He wasn't used to 


situations of unexpected affection. He could only lay there 
motionlessly. 


Eventually, Zekra stopped and got off the Sableye. 


"Ah, so you two really are right," Zekra announced. "You guys really 
are the same guy. You both feel the same." 


"Sableye and Cubone don't feel the same, Zekra," Terron stated 
awkwardly. "I'm all scaly and warm and he's... well, really cold." 


"Oh Tear, not like that," Zekra laughed. 


The Zorua smiled at the Sableye before she looked over at the 
Cubone. 


"Both of your hearts feel the same." 


And with that, Zekra wandered away from Yimtri and rejoined Terron. 
Then together, the two left and Yimtri found himself alone once 
again. 


Yet, the Sableye made no effort to return to his feet. He only lay 
there on the cobblestone street, looking up at the pale blue sky, 
attempting to fathom what had just happened. 


Novus sat on the porch of the house that he and Nyx had used to 
hold the four comatose Pokémon, staring out into the distance witha 
long gaze. Almost everyone who had been with him had left some 
time ago. They had all wandered off a little at a time, with Yimtri first 
sneaking out, then Terron and Zekra. Zeverous had left not much 
longer after Terron and Zekra did with the excuse that he wanted 
fresh air and that he would hunt down some supplies in the 
abandoned stores. 


Now, the only one to accompany the Quilava was Nyx. She didn't 
say much to him, only choosing to remain hovering nearby. Not that 


Novus minded, of course. He liked the silence. His mind was filled 
with too many thoughts he couldn't articulate that clearly, all of which 
had something to do with his plan. Though he was quite happy that 
the group was finally listening to his idea and would assist him in 
finding the dragons he sought, he also felt a certain kind of 
uncertainty at the thought. Yet, he could not understand why. Surely, 
after all he had been through, he would have been ecstatic at the 
thought that they were to depart tomorrow. And yet, he felt none of 
that. Instead, there was a vague sense of foreboding deep in his 
heart. 


Novus didn't know what to think of it as he watched the sun slowly 
begin its descent into the horizon. 


"| am surprised that you do not talk to me more when | am one of 
those legendary creatures you seem so fond of." 


Novus turned his head to find the Darkrai still staring into the 
distance, her gaze turned away from him. Novus frowned at the 
remark, but not out of hostility. 


"Well, | already understand your kind for the most part," Novus 
replied. "I've met other Darkrai before. Therefore, | don't really need 
to hassle you with my questions." 


" Yet you do not question why you or the others do not have 
nightmares when you sleep near me when my kin are so infamous 
for that." 


Hearing this honestly surprised the Quilava, for it was something he 
had never noticed before. Despite having been around Nyx for three 
weeks, never once did he question why he was able to sleep so 
soundly. It had escaped his mind that Darkrai held the involuntary 
ability to fling any slumbering creature nearby into a nightmare. 
Darkrai did not have to act in order to do so; it was imbued into their 
aura and crawled its way into others' minds without the Darkrai even 
needing to think about it. 


"| suppose | didn't," he confessed. "Well then, since you bring it up, 
why do we not get nightmares from you?" 


" Because the blight gave me control over that. When it became me, 
| also received the power to control the nightmares that | gave 
without knowing it. | can stop them from coming out of me and 
infecting everyone." 


"So it does. How interesting. And the blight is also what gives you 
access to the power of electricity, cold, and psychics, right?" 


" Yes. They came from the Primogenitor, and my blight gave me a 
piece of its power.” 


"What sort of powers does the Primogenitor have anyway?" 


" My knowledge is limited on the Primogenitor's abilities. But, | do 
know that it can use all eighteen of the elements Pokémon have and 
can even combine them to make powers that do not exist. | 
remember that just before it brainwashed me, it first struck me with a 
strange sphere made of fairy and electrical elements. It had the 
power of the fairy, but with the swiftness of lightning so it could send 
that horrible fairy element into all of my body so quickly." 


"So... the Primogenitor is just like the creator then, in a sense. The 
creator can use all eighteen of the affinities too. It really is a deity-like 
creature." 


Novus shuddered at the thought. While he knew that none of his 
teammates would be fighting against the Primogenitor if they really 
were able to find the two dragons, he still felt dread seep into his 
soul at the thought of the creature. He could clearly picture in his 
mind Reshiram and Zekrom attempting to fight this creature, this 
almost sinister doppelganger of the great creator, and having to fare 
against its slew of horrific attacks much unlike anything they had 
ever seen. 


For a brief second, he wondered what would happen if they couldn't 
find the dragons and if the Primogenitor found them instead. But 
thankfully, the thought couldn't prosper, for Nyx spoke once again. 


" That is all | know of the Primogenitor's abilities, other than its ability 
to change size. | am afraid that is all | can tell you to help you." 


Novus closed his eyes and shook his head, ridding himself of the 
unease coursing through him. Once it was out of his mind, he 
opened his eyes and looked back at the Darkrai. She still had her 
gaze off of him. 


"It's fine. Your words were informative regardless," he spoke. "But, 
back to one of my earlier statements, all of the powers you received 
from the Primogenitor were just the ice, psychic, and electricity ones, 
right?" 


" Correct. It is only those three, for that was all my blight could 
provide me when it gave me a piece of that creature's powers. It is 
what makes me so different from others of my kin. Darkrai cannot 
have the powers | wield under any normal circumstances in this 
current time. | remember centuries ago that the humans crafted 
strange machines that harnessed the power of other elements and 
could give them to Pokémon who could never learn them any other 
way, but when the humans disappeared, so did their technology. No 
Pokémon knows about those machines in this time because it has 
been so long." 


“They were called Technical Machines, weren't they?" 

Nyx finally brought her gaze over to the Quilava. Though her one 
exposed eye remained unfazed, Novus could tell that she was 
somewhat surprised to hear him say those words. 


" Quilava, | have a question for you." 


"Yes, what is it?" Novus asked curiously. 


" Are you as old as me, or possibly older?" 


"Yes... | am," Novus said with reluctance, unnerved that she had 
caught on so quickly. "I'm very old. And | am undoubtedly older than 
you. I've been around since the very beginning.” 


" You are implying that you have existed even before the humans 
and Pokémon were separated and still lived together." 


"Yes. | am." 


Nyx continued to stare at the Quilava. There was a brief gleam in her 
sapphire eye, something that Novus nearly missed. 


"Is that why you know Reshiram and Zekrom exist when all the 
mortals think they are nothing but rumors? When all the mortals 
could truly remember of them is what those two dragons were when 
they were the same creature? That dragon who protected the world 
before it was torn into Kuron and Shiron? The now forgotten 
guardian known as Rem?" 


Novus backpedaled at the mention of the name. His pupils dilated to 
the extremes as he took a few steps back, shaking his head in terror. 
Nyx only kept her eye on him, watching as he shuddered and hastily 
took in raspy breaths. 


"You know that Reshiram and Zekrom were once the same dragon?" 
Novus whispered. "But... you weren't there! You were with the 
Primogenitor. No one knew... no one knew except for three 
Pokémon... we didn't tell anyone. 


"SO how? How did you know about Rem? How do you know what 
Rem did that long ago when you were trapped with the 
Primogenitor?" 


" Because | could still observe the world from the Primogenitor's 
home before | was put on Shiron to make the dungeons. It is ina 
unique place that allows me to see Kuron and Shiron. | did not see 


everything, but | could see some things that caught my eye. Rem 
splitting itself in half, making Reshiram and Zekrom, was one of 
those things. Even still, | know that when you refer to Reshiram or 
Zekrom performing a feat, you are referring to Rem. There are 
exceptions | would imagine, but you mostly speak of Rem. You 
simply give credit to Reshiram and Zekrom to hide the fact that you 
know Rem no longer exists when hardly anyone else even knew it 
existed anymore.” 


Novus didn't know how to respond to her comment. He found himself 
at a complete loss, his throat dry and his heart thudding violently in 
his chest. She was clearly a perceptive Darkrai, able to deduce all of 
that just by making simple observations, and that greatly worried 
Novus. He worried that she would soon figure out what he 
desperately wished to keep hidden from the rest of the world. There 
would be a time he could tell the ones with him, and then the world 
what was on his mind, but not yet. It wasn't time yet. He wasn't sure 
if she had figured it out yet, given everything else she had said, but it 
troubled him deeply. 


"When we find Reshiram and Zekrom, do you plan on having them 
recombine to become Rem?" 


Novus internally sighed. It seemed that Nyx hadn't realized what he 
was so terrified of. Or at least, she had no intentions of asking about 
it at the moment. He felt his heart calm itself at the question he had 
no qualms in answering. 


"No, | don't," he replied. "Rem split on its own choice, and much 
preferred to stay as two beings rather than one. It doesn't want to be 
whole again, and | respect Rem's wishes. Therefore, | will not force 
Reshiram and Zekrom to become one creature when their whole 
would never want that. | only want them to fight for us, combining 
their efforts to take down the Primogenitor." 


" A creature that does not want to be whole again. How different than 
how | thought someone in that situation would be. | would imagine 
split beings would want to be whole again." 


"Well, not Rem. Rem didn't want that." 


Nyx said nothing to the remark, only keeping her gaze on him, as if 
studying him carefully. Novus tore his gaze away from her as the last 
rays of light disappeared over the horizon. The quills on the crown of 
his head became aflame, and then he wandered back into the 
house. 


"I'm heading inside," he announced. "It's dark and the others should 
be coming back soon. I'll see you later." 


He didn't even look back to see if Nyx had given any sort of 
acknowledgement to what he said. He only stepped inside the home 
and made his way into one of the unused rooms to meditate in 
peace. 


He didn't need to peer outside to know that Nyx was still watching 
him from the porch, unmoving and pondering over everything he had 
said. 


Terron and Zekra finally came back to their temporary home an hour 
after sunset. They were both somewhat exhausted from the walking 
they had done and were ready to call it a night. While they had not 
done much other than visit old sights of the town, walking nearly all 
day made their legs very strained and weak. They felt that if they did 
not sit soon, they would surely faint. 


As the two came to the house, they were quick to spot Nyx hovering 
by the doorway, staring at both of them. When she seemed to realize 
that they had spotted her, she swooped over to them and looked 
down at their fatigued states. 


" You did not rest very much, did you?" 


"Well, we didn't really do anything that was that strenuous," Terron 
stated. "We just walked around and talked to Yimtri and that was 
really it." 


" So you did not rest much despite how you said you needed to 
today." 


Terron scoffed as he and Zekra stepped onto the porch and entered 
the house. Nyx followed after them as they entered the room where 
they had all been sleeping for the past three weeks before Terron 
and Zekra collapsed onto the quilt sorawled out before them. As 
Zekra lazily stretched out her limbs, Terron released a deep sigh, 
glad that he was finally able to relax. 


" You are just like my Sableye child. You do not rest when you need 
it. You two really are so similar." 


Terron scowled as he turned his head to find Nyx floating near his 
side, watching him with an almost disappointed gaze. 


"I'm fine," he grumbled. "Zekra and | took breaks. Besides, we have 
to get used to walking again anyway. We're going to be doing a lot of 
that starting tomorrow, so it's better to get used to it." 


"Even still. You and my Sableye child worry me sometimes.” 
"Eh, don't worry about it. I'm fine." 

The Darkrai didn't seem swayed by this, but made no further 
remarks. But just as she was to slink away from the two, Zekra 


slowly sat up and gave her an odd stare. 


"So uh, | have a question for you, Nyx. If that's what we're calling you 
now," Zekra started to say. 


"| have no preference to names. They mean nothing to me. 
Regardless, what is it?” 


"Why is Tear my age and Yimtri is like way older?" Zekra asked 
carelessly. "| mean, you're the one who brought them into this world 
and tore up that human they were, so what did you do so that Tear 


didn't age at all even though he's been here for like twenty-five 
years?" 


Terron's jaw dropped at the bluntness of Zekra's question. He was 
about to shoot her a sharp glare, perhaps reprehend her for not even 
explaining how she knew about the truth behind him and Yimtri, but 
he stopped when he saw that Nyx was completely unfazed by the 
question. It didn't even strike a flinch out of her. 


"| do not know. That was something that was beyond my control. 
The Primogenitor probably had something to do with it, though | do 
not know what." 


"Oh, okay," Zekra said, her ears drooping slightly. "| thought you 
might have known. Never mind then." 


The Darkrai narrowed her unconcealed eye a slight amount. 


" Cubone Dimitri and Sableye Dimitri were the ones who told you the 
truth, were they not?" 


"Yeah, they did. Tear wanted me to know, so he got Yimtri to talk to 
me about me. So yeah." 


Nyx slowly nodded. Terron anticipated that she would glare at him, 
demanding to know why he had let Zekra in on such a massive 
secret, but it never came. Nyx remained calm and composed, 
accepting of Terron's decision. Terron almost didn't believe it. 


However, he could not ponder much longer, for in the corner of his 
eye, he saw Zeverous enter the room with a sack lugged over his 
shoulder. Everyone in the room stopped as he came in and settled 
down on the quilt next to Terron and Zekra, a happy smile smeared 
across his face. 


"Hi Zev!" Zekra cried cheerily. 


She leapt at her brother, clinging to his front as she nuzzled the side 
of his face. Zeverous laughed as he gently pulled Zekra off himself 
and set her on the ground next to him. He then set his sack down in 
front of him and undid the string tying the bag up, allowing it to open 
up and reveal its contents. Inside was a large map of sorts, an 
assortment of berries, seeds, and meats. 


"| found these when | was running around town today," he explained. 
"Apparently not everything here is empty, like this little store | found. 

So, | took what | thought we needed and brought it over. Pretty cool 

stuff huh?" 


"Yeah! We could use all of this stuff!" Zekra said. "Especially after we 
lost everything back in Erebus Woods after we got attacked by those 
leaders. Awesome! Just look at all this stuff. So many cool things..." 


"Ah, so you found supplies for our journey." 


Everyone turned to find Novus standing in the doorway, smiling 
pleasantly at the sight as his fiery quills burned brightly. He went up 
to the four and then sat down beside them, looking into the pile of 
goods. 


"| thought | heard all of you come in, but | didn't bother to come here 
until | heard Zeverous come,” Novus said. "But hmm, interesting 
items you've gathered. What kind of seeds are these? I'm afraid I'm 
not too familiar with seeds in general, except that they're apparently 
useful in some cases. And while I'm normally not very interested in 
using items of any sort, I'm starting to see that perhaps they can be 
useful to us." 


"Well, that's a Blast seed," Zeverous explained, pointing to a white 
seed. "If you eat it, this huge fire blast comes flying out of your 
mouth and you can hurt others with it." 


"And what about this one?" Novus then asked as he prodded a seed 
with a greenish hue. 


"That's a Totter seed, which makes you get confused if you eat it. 
Though, you're supposed to throw it at an enemy most of the time." 


"And this one?" 


"That's a Stun seed, which is basically the same thing as a Totter 
seed, only it paralyzes you instead." 


As Novus continued to ask about the many items Zeverous had 
looted, Terron and Zekra reached into the pile and started eating the 
berries and meats. They were both hungry from the long day, and it 
was best not to sleep on an empty stomach. Especially when they 
needed their full energy as soon as possible. It was not long until 
Zeverous and Novus joined them and soon, it was only Nyx that 
wasn't eating. She only stared from afar, watching them contently. 


As everyone just about finished their share of food, a familiar 
Sableye finally wandered into the room through a wall. Everyone 
turned around to look at him. He stared back with his typical scowl. 


"Hi Yimtri!" Zekra greeted. 


The Sableye cast her a stare, and then gave her a short wave with 
his claw before abruptly breaking off the glance. 


"What took you so long?" Terron wondered. "We've all been here for 
like an hour. We were starting to wonder where you went." 


"| lost track of time," Yimtri said dully. "The night does that to me." 


"Whatever you say. There's still some food if you want some, though. 
We didn't eat it all.” 


"I'm fine. | had something before | came here. Besides, | don't eat 
much in the first place. Ghosts such as myself do not require that 
much food because we're so very different than you fleshy 
creatures." 


Terron wasn't sure what to think of the comment, so he only 
shrugged and said nothing more. Yimtri, rather than join the group, 
came to Nyx's side and sat down near her as he watched the four 
from afar with her. 


Zeverous packed up all of the scattered supplies and remaining 
rations into his sack before tying it back up. He then set the sack ina 
corner as he, Terron, Novus, and Zekra gathered close together on 
the quilt, their eyes dropping from the lull their meal had put them 
into. 


"See you guys tomorrow," Terron said. "Tomorrow's... going to be a 
special day." 


"Yes," the Quilava replied. "We will leave right at noon and head to 
the first destination. Remember that." 


"Yeah. | will. | will." 
"Me too,” Zekra chimed in. 


And with that, the four Pokémon fell asleep as they lay together ina 
bundle, ready for their journey to start. 


Chapter 54: Don't Need You 


x 
Chapter 54 


Don't Need You 


Not far from the place his companions slept, Yimtri stood upon the 
roof of an abandoned church and stared out into the star-filled 
horizon. He knew he needed rest; after all, once sunrise would 
strike, the journey to find Reshiram and Zekrom would begin, and 
there would be no guarantee he would ever have a chance to enjoy 
a full-night's rest again. But there was something the Sableye valued 
more than rest, and that was loneliness. His most precious time was 
always that which he spent by himself, examining his thoughts and 
piecing together his conclusions without the distractions of others. It 
was a luxury he knew he was quickly losing, especially now that he 
would be stuck with his companions for the foreseeable future as 
they would venture all across Shiron. So, after he knew the others 
had fallen asleep, he stole away to somewhere quiet - it was nota 
difficult task in such a ghost town - and found one last moment to be 
alone with his own mind. 


Soon we leave to begin our journey. the Sableye thought to himself. 
Soon | will be forced to remain around those five as we search 
around Shiron, turning over every rock to find those supposed 
dragons Novus speaks of. And though he probably wants to give the 
impression that this journey isn't going to be perilous, | highly doubt 
that. The Fellowship and Primogenitor are searching for us, even 
more so than they did previously. They want to purge us from this 
world because we set Nyx free. 


The Sableye grimaced as he felt something in his heart churn at the 
thought of the name. It reminded him of the fact that, for a very long 


time, he wasn't actually alone. There was always a Pokémon who 
accompanied him... and for some reason, he didn't mind. 


| had managed to gain a sense of companionship with Chloe, Yimtri 
reflected. /t never felt draining to talk to her or to be in her company 
like it does with this pack of misfits. Somehow, even after what 
happened to Draven and Zar, she could speak to me in a way | 
would listen. | know it's the same type of bond which keeps everyone 
else in this team close together. | can understand that, even though | 
am not able to share it with them. 


But Chloe isn't here anymore. She has been replaced with someone 
else. She says she's the same Pokémon, but if that is the case, why 
don't | feel close to her anymore? She acts the same, and speaks 
the same, but my heart does not react the same way to her. To me, 
she is just another part of this bothersome group. An annoyance. 
Someone to keep out of my thoughts, someone to find solace from. 
The love | felt is gone, and it is once again replaced with the pain of 
loss and emptiness, just as it always Is. 


| don't understand. If she is truly the same creature she was 
before... | don't understand what changed. Perhaps nothing has 
changed. Perhaps | am only so dense and narrow-minded that | 
judge her based on what she looks like instead of who | know she Is. 


Yimtri pushed his hands into his face, feeling his knot of thoughts 
begin to bring him pain. 


Tch. | know this is only going to get worse the more | keep thinking 
about it. It's a very good way to give myself a headache. If I'm going 
to survive on this journey, | can't afford to keep distracting myself- 


"Oh, there you are. Thought | heard you get up." 


Yimtri straightened himself at the sound of the familiar voice, quickly 
hiding away his bitterness and mental anguish from the eyes of 
onlookers. He lowered his hands and then turned to find Zekra 
standing at a distance, looking at him with a happy smile with the 


Deception Amulet strung around her neck. There wasn't a glimmer of 
fatigue in her eyes despite the fact that she had presumably just 
woken up. If anything, she seemed rather energetic. 


"So it's you," Yimtri stated simply. "Surprised you even heard me. 
You were fast asleep." 


"Actually, | wasn't really asleep," Zekra admitted nonchalantly. "| was 
just faking it. There's so much for me to think about now, my mind 
just won't settle down. So | just decided to give up and stay awake." 


"So | see," Yimtri muttered. "| believe | can relate..." 


Yimtri watched the Zorua, anticipating that she would leave his 
presence to find somewhere else to be alone with her thoughts. After 
all, she had no further use in talking to him. He was nobody to her, 
nothing but an acquaintance, the best friend to the half of his soul he 
didn't lament losing. There was simply nothing to say between them. 


Yet, Zekra didn't leave. She remained where she stood, continuously 
staring at Yimtri with a strange, almost puzzled gaze. Immediately, 
Yimtri began to fear the worst, anticipating that she would say 
something awkward and uncomfortable that would bring pain to both 
of them. Or even worse, that she would tackle him again. But he did 
not so much as sigh, and kept himself collected as he confronted 
her. 


"Is there any particular reason you aren't heading back to bed?" he 
asked her. 


Zekra bashfully looked down, pawing at the ground. Yimtri scowled 
at the sight. 


"Are you infatuated with me?" Yimtri asked curtly. "Is that why you're 
here?" 


"Wait, what?!" Zekra suddenly cried, bringing her alarmed gaze back 
to the Sableye. "No! No, that's not it! Why would you say something 


like that ?" 


"The abrupt tackling from yesterday gave me that impression, as | 
don't know too many Pokémon that would do that voluntarily to 
Pokémon they aren't well acquainted with." 


"What are you talking about? | tackle everybody!" Zekra replied 
indignantly. "That's just something | do. Maybe you'd understand if 
you didn't have hands." 


"Then there's also the fact that you clearly aren't just here to be 
alone with your thoughts, as you claimed," Yimtri added further, still 
not convinced. "There isn't any other logical reason you'd follow me 
here. Of course, you're nothing but a fool if you're trying to pursue 
me. | can list the reasons-" 


"Alright, alright, fine, you win," Zekra spat out angrily. "| came 
because | wanted to talk to you. But not because of that . It's 
because... | couldn't sleep tonight because | had a lot to think about. 
About Zev and Nyx and Tear and you. And | realized that... maybe | 
just want to get to know you better." 


The Sableye stopped, finding his thoughts stumped. He looked at 
Zekra, studying her to see if he could find any sort of indication that 
she was toying with him. After all, she was a Zorua; her species was 
always known for playing around with others’ feelings. But much to 
his surprise, Yimtri only saw the awkward solemnness in Zekra's 
eyes. She was completely serious in her remark. 


"Why?" he asked, keeping the surprise out of his voice. "You hardly 
ever seemed to want to acquaint yourself with me in the past." 


"Because... well, you're Tear in a way," Zekra explained, seemingly 
forcing herself to Keep her eyes glued to the Sableye. "| mean, 
you're not really him since you're a Sableye and you've got a 
different personality and all, but you still have the same soul as him. 
So now that | know who you are... | just want to get to know you 


better. | kind of want to start over and just try to understand you 
better." 


"So what you are saying is that you only want to understand me 
because | happen to have some part of Terron in me," Yimtri said 
flatly. "If you claim you're not infatuated with me, saying this does not 
help your case." 


This time, Zekra seemed to ignore Yimtri's comment. 


"Just listen, okay?" she said. "| guess there's something | just want 
to make up to you. Like, | feel really bad about everything that you 
went through, whether it was because of Tear and me causing you 
problems or having to deal with hiding everything from the 
Fellowship. | didn't know at the time because | thought you were just 
a really stubborn and messed up guy who was scared of dying or 
whatever. But now that | finally see you were just trying to do the 
right thing... well, | feel really bad about the way | thought about you, 
even if | probably didn't do that much to you when compared to 
everyone else. You just had a different way of going about 
everything, even if it really was extreme at times. 


"That's all it is, | think. | just want to know who you really are, not the 
Pokémon | thought you were when you were causing me and Tear 
so much trouble." 


The Sableye stared at her with a blank expression. In his memory, 
he couldn't remember Zekra ever doing anything that was 
considered hurtful to him. Sure, she sided with Terron whenever he 
got into his fights against the Sableye, but she never did anything 
beyond that. She had never attacked him out of a vengeful rage in 
an attempt to kill him or slaughtered him with a variety of choice 
words. She had only held a very low opinion of Yimtri was all, which 
was still apparently enough to make her feel guilty. 


Yimtri almost didn't know how he wanted to respond to her. He had 
never had this sort of talk with anybody else. Not even Chloe had 
been like this when he first met her. All that Turtwig had said was 


that she wanted to help him, and then it had grown from there. Never 
had someone blatantly told him that they wanted to grow closer to 
him. It was a very odd predicament for the Sableye. 


But eventually, his confused thoughts did settle and he found himself 
with a suitable answer. 


"You want me to talk with you," he said. "But what if by talking to you, 
| only further disappoint you? What if | confirm your fears instead of 
dispelling them? What good will that do?" 


Zekra shrugged. 


"Well, at least then I'll Know the truth," she said. "If I'm going to hate 
you, it's better that I'll hate you for the truth, and not for things I'm just 
assuming, right? Besides, | think you underestimate me. You'd have 
to try really hard to say something | won't accept. So go ahead, try 
me." 


Yimtri didn't say anything in return and looked back at the night sky. 
In truth, he had wanted to tell the Zorua that she was wasting her 
time on someone like him and that he held nothing against her for 
thinking he was heartless before. But, something had stopped him 
from speaking those words. Something he didn't understand, no 
matter how much he pondered. 


She doesn't need to know anything about me. | barely even know 
her and have no reason to form any sort of camaraderie with her. So 
why am I even bothering to give her this chance? Why do | want to 
be somewhat open with her when | would never even think of doing 
this with anybody else? 


"Fine, then," Yimtri said after he finished contemplating, not even 
turning to look at her. "If you want to talk, let's talk." 


Yimtri didn't even have to look to know that the Zorua felt quite proud 
of herself for getting this far. In a way, she had a right to; he knew it 
wasn't easy to get him to open up to other Pokémon. He only 


wondered if there would be a point to their conversation, or if it would 
just trail off into irrelevant, meaningless subjects that would be of use 
to nobody. 


"So let's see... well why are you still up?" Zekra asked, cutting off 
Yimtri's stream of thoughts. "Aren't you tired?" 


"Starting off this way, are we?" Yimtri asked facetiously. "Very well 
then, | suppose. No, I'm not tired. Ghost-types such as myself are 
special in that we don't require that much rest. We are not like you 
fleshy creatures where our bodies need to recharge after depleting 
so much energy from our daily activities. Our bodies are special 
because a good majority of our bodies are made of plasma, which 
has its energy constantly renewed thanks to us being so closely 
connected to the spiritual dimension that resides right alongside this 
current dimension of reality you live in. Sure, we do sleep and need 
to not exert ourselves too much, but not nearly much as you 
creatures who only connect with one dimension of reality." 


"| guess | can understand,” Zekra replied. "| guess it's like how dark- 
types are supposed to be more active during the night than in the 
day. It's in our instincts. So sometimes it feels weird when everyone 
else around me wants to sleep, but | feel just fine. But... what do you 
mean when you say that you're connected to the spiritual 
dimension? | kind of don't get that. Are you in two places at once?" 


Yimtri refrained from making a snide comment about how he 
apparently was in two places at once, thanks to the existence of 
Terron. Instead, he focused on forming a coherent explanation to 
answer Zekra's question. 


"Dimensions are different realities, if you want to call them that. 
They're like their own universes separate from ours, filled with their 
own little worlds or planets as some prefer to call them. They are 
universes that live right alongside us, yet most creatures don't even 
realize that they're there because there's a sort of veil that blocks 
you from sensing them. Haven't you ever wondered why actual 
ghosts, as in dead Pokémon's wandering spirits, are able to be on 


Shiron when they should supposedly be in another faraway place? 
You'd think that it would take them forever to travel to our dimension 
if the spirit dimension is so far away from Shiron. Well, it's actually 
because they keep wandering between the spirit and mortal 
dimensions because there are some tears in the veil that | speak of. 
They can disappear so quickly from our dimension because their 
true dimension is literally right in front of them, just on a different 
plane of existence. It just involves finding tears in that veil to go to 
and from the places with ease." 


"So like... there are things that could be right in front of my face,” 
Zekra said in consideration, "but | can't see them because | wasn't 
meant to see them. And if | want to see them | need to find these 
tears? So they're like doors, right? Except you don't need a door 
because you're already a ghost. But | would need to find a door if | 
wanted to see it. That's really weird to think about. | feel like | could 
go insane if | tried to think about it too much." 


"Nothing was ever meant to sound sane, Zekra," the Sableye said 
simply. "Many things in life are surreal when you really think about it. 
For example, have you ever wondered how evolution works? Have 
you ever wondered how a creature could simply gain or lose 
elemental attributes from its own body? It's something Pokémon take 
for granted, because it's part of everyday life for you. But when | was 
a human, it was something | could barely even imagine... the ability 
to command an elemental attribute just as simply as | could move 
my arms or legs. It seemed insane. That is until, of course, | became 
a Pokémon myself. Now it is simply second nature. But that is the 
nature of life; you don't need to understand it; it merely works. For 
instance, as a dark type, why are you so incredibly melodramatic all 
the time, hmm? Why do you think you are always blowing your 
emotions all out of proportion?" 


Yimtri watched the Zorua open her mouth to speak, but then saw 
how she paused. She looked at him for a moment, her mouth still 
hanging ajar in confusion, before she shut it and frowned. 


"It is for fear," Yimtri said, answering his own question. "Fear is 
important in the wild. It gives your prey the instinct to flee from you, 
making it harder to catch them, so that the weaklings of your species 
will die out while only the strong will survive. Also, it protects you 
from those who would prey on you, and makes them think that 
instead you would prey on them, and so they stay away from you. 
Most other Pokémon have their ways of intimidating their enemies. 
Some Pokémon appear to be on fire. Some have sharp blades on 
their bodies, or large spikes dripping with poison, or huge gaping 
mouths filled with teeth. Dark-types have none of those. Instead, you 
intimidate your enemies by acting unpredictable. Nobody knows 
whether or not they can trust you. You are volatile and unstable. At 
any time, you might snap into a rage, or betray those who are close 
to you. At any time, you can show your evil side. It is because dark- 
types are the predators of the world. And your emotions have a 
special hold on you for this very reason, so that all the rest of the 
creatures in your company never forget how dangerous you really 
are, and you never appear weak." 


He grinned and added, "Of course, it made more sense when 
everyone was just a wild animal, and instilling fear into your enemies 
would mean the difference between life and death. Civil Pokemon 
don't always need to listen to all of their instincts all the time. Some 
can be ignored, because they only apply to the wild, not to everyday 
life. But if you want to understand why you feel the way you do, that 
is the reason." 


"Oh! You know, that actually does make a lot of sense," Zekra 
confessed. "Never really thought about that. Would really explain 
why | always get this urge to attack anybody when I'm really mad 
even though nobody else seems to be that violent. Huh." 


Zekra seemed to think about these things for a moment. 


"So... have you actually been to the spirit dimension, or what?" she 
then tried asking. "Are you already inside of it? Can you see it all the 
time?" 


"No, | haven't. But like | just said, I'm connected to it. | can see the 
holes in the veil that separate this dimension and that dimension. | 
don't actually enter the tears since | have no reason to, but they're 
there. I've seen glimpses of that world even. Then also, | come from 
another dimension that isn't the spirit dimension. You probably know 
that dimension to be a world known as Kuron." 


Zekra shot Yimtri a disbelieved stare. The Sableye remained 
unfazed by her surprise. He had honestly thought she would have 
figured out by now what he felt like was an obvious fact to him. 


"You didn't ever wonder why Kuron and Shiron have the exact same 
landscape? Figured Terron would have told you since he 
undoubtedly would have noticed it," he said nonchalantly. "They are 
indeed just parallel dimensions. They're the same world, but they 
have different species living on them. | suspect they probably were 
even one dimension before something tore apart the world and 
turned it into two dimensions. Would explain why one year on Kuron 
is five years in Shiron. Parallel dimensions, | imagine, have different 
speeds of time. But that is simply my opinion." 


"Well yeah, Tear did tell me once that Kuron and Shiron had the 
same number of continents and all, but | never thought of it like that," 
Zekra said in confusion. "| thought maybe Kuron was somewhere far 
away. Or maybe it was in space on a different planet. But you're 
saying it's right here, all around us? We just can't see it because 
there are no rips or doors that let us see it? That's really hard for me 
to think about. How can two places be the same place, but different 
at the same time?" 


"If you don't want to think about difficult things, you don't have to ask 
any more questions,” Yimtri said with a hint of irritation. "You 
understand that you were asking for trouble by talking to me. | am 
not a Pokémon who is easy to understand. | myself am nothing but a 
walking paradox. Fate was not kind to me in that regard. The fact 
that I'm half of a human, and part of my soul is something strange 
created by Nyx and the Primogenitor, is something I'm not even sure 


| understand completely. I've learned to stop questioning certain 
things. Perhaps you should do the same." 


Yimtri wondered if Zekra would actually consider leaving. He was not 
exactly being polite to her, or perhaps even helpful. He knew that his 
forceful hints that he did not enjoy explaining himself were enough to 
chase away most rational Pokémon. But he admittedly didn't really 
care about keeping her company; if she would leave, he would lose 
nothing of importance. 


The Sableye looked over at Zekra, and much to his surprise, found 
she was still with him. She hadn't even moved an inch and was 
staring at him with an almost pitiful expression. 


"Nice try, but you're not getting rid of me that easily," Zekra replied. 
"Besides, | guess you could say the same about me. To a lot of 
Pokémon, I'm the weird one. Even to Tear. | constantly have a lot of 
weird thoughts that don't make sense to anybody else except for me. 
And sometimes they don't like it when | talk about what's on my 
mind. Like... | remember how | was once talking to this Eevee, and 
trying to tell her why | didn't think that killing stuff was so bad. But no 
matter how | tried to explain myself, she couldn't understand me. 
She thought | was crazy because she didn't follow anything | was 
saying. So | kind of understand what you mean. | guess | believe 
you. | mean, you're right. You don't have to understand something in 
order to believe it is true. So... maybe you're really not all that 
different from me and all of the weird stuff you talk about makes 
sense too. Maybe." 


Yimtri didn't say anything at first. In a small way, Zekra was 
beginning to surprise him, at least in the way that she didn't 
immediately storm out of the room when the topics became 
confusing. 


"You are open-minded,” Yimtri finally said. "That's something | 
admittedly do not see in many Pokémon, especially those of your 
age. Either that, or you just don't back down from a challenge." 


"Oh, please," Zekra replied with a smug smile. "My conversations 
with Tear have been more challenging than this. But you can keep 
trying! So... what was it like before you became a Fellowship leader? 
Like... what did you do when you first came to Shiron?" 


"| admittedly didn't do much of anything for a time when | awoke in 
this strange dimension," Yimtri answered after a small pause, 
wondering whether or not he should say more and risk getting into 
the sensitive issues. "| understood what you strange creatures were 
and that | didn't belong to your world, but that was all | could fathom. 
So for about a year, | simply wandered about the world with no 
tangible aspirations in mind. | didn't know how to get back to Kuron 
and | certainly didn't understand how | had become a Sableye in the 
first place. So with nothing to help me get back to the world | 
belonged to, | spent that year trying to find a place that would give 
me a purpose." 


"You didn't have anybody with you at all?" 


"No, | didn't. No one knew who | was and nobody really wanted to be 
around me. After all, Sableye typically do not travel from what I've 
come to understand about this dimension. They prefer to live in 
caves in isolation and the few that I've seen in cities weren't too 
pleasant in the way they gazed at me and their mannerisms were 
incredibly bizarre and somewhat demented. If you think being in my 
presence is unsettling, then you do not know what real Sableye are 
truly like. | have always made a point of trying not to be too much like 
them." 


"Oh, so you didn't have someone like Tear did when you woke up. 
You were all alone without any kind of support... that must have 
been awful." 


Yimtri frowned. He reached underneath his cape's collar and pulled 
out the pin before reattaching it to the front, finding its cold metallic 
surface to suddenly be bothersome. 


"Don't feel sorry for me," he stated dismissively. "It wasn't a terrible 
time in my life. I'd dare say it was one of the more happy times since 
| wasn't shackled to fulfilling certain responsibilities and | was still 
somewhat in my youthfully ignorant bliss. | visited many of Shiron's 
most magnificent cities, and | came to understand the culture of the 
Pokémon who lived here. | learned more about my new body and 
how to fight, something | was never good at when | was a human... 
that time of my life wasn't what I'd consider ‘awful'’." 


"Well still. I'd hate to be all alone no matter what the circumstances 
are," Zekra insisted. "It always feels like there's something missing in 
your life when it's just you and your shadow wherever you go." 


"After that fruitless year of aimless venturing, something eventually 
did change," Yimtri went on, pretending he didn't hear Zekra's 
remark. "| remember | was staying at a particular town for a few 
days. Wasn't there for any particular reason; was simply there 
because it happened to be along the way. But anyway, there were 
these rumors floating around that a nearby city had been completely 
gutted of its inhabitants. As in, every single Pokémon in the city was 
swept off the face of the planet in a single night, and nobody knew 
what happened to them. There were no traces of anybody there. And 
so, because | had absolutely nothing better to do in my time back 
then, | decided to go investigate this supposed ghost town and see if 
it really was true. 


"So the next morning, | departed from the city | was visiting and 
made my way to the desolate town." 


"And what did you find?" Zekra asked. 

"I'm getting to that. Don't interrupt me." 

"Well alright then..." 

" As | was Saying, | arrived at my destination to find that sure 


enough, not a single Pokémon was in sight. All of the buildings were 
empty, and it bore such an uncanny resemblance to the town we are 


residing in at this very moment. So | wandered around for a time, 
trying to see if | could find at least one Pokémon. | thought that there 
had to be at least someone still alive. And sure enough... | did find 
someone." 


Yimtri scowled unpleasantly as the memories came back to him. He 
wandered away from the Zorua and jumped onto the ledge of the 
church, peering up at the crescent moon that cast its eerie light upon 
him. 


"| saw this Kecleon wandering about, using her camouflage abilities 
in some attempt to stay hidden. But, | could still see that Kecleon 
since the stripe was still apparent and because | could sense her 
Spirit. | tried to ask her why she was all alone, but she ran away from 
me. So | chased after her in some sort of vain attempt to gain 
answers. | chased her all throughout the city, never losing sight of 
that Pokémon as we ran through every street and every building. 
That was, until | finally cornered her in some alleyway. And then, | 
asked her again why she was all alone and where everyone else 
was. She wouldn't answer me, only keeping her appearance 
invisible. | asked her a few more times, and she would still not 
answer me. So finally, out of sheer irritation, | grabbed her and 
glared straight into her unseen eyes in an attempt to scare the 
answer out of her. And then... her camouflage faded away and | saw 
that | wasn't actually holding a Kecleon." 


"Wait... was she a-" 


"She was a Plagued One in the form of a Kecleon. That Plagued 
One, | imagine, was scouting out the city to make sure that there 
were no survivors left. It didn't want to get caught by anyone for 
some reason, so it used that invisibility as it did so. But when it 
revealed its true form to me... it promptly lashed out at me to do God 
knows what. | remember being filled with so much cowardice at the 
sight of that creature... so much cowardice. | couldn't fight or 
anything; so | fled from that monster. | fled from that monster thanks 
to my intangibility and ran away from that town. | remember | couldn't 
stop running for hours. | ran through so many fields, never once 


stopping until | could finally take it no more and collapsed near some 
lake of sorts." 


The Sableye shuddered. He could still remember the eyes of that 
creature. He could remember how they burned with that unnatural 
light that seemed to burn away his very soul with one glance. That 
light that was exactly like that other light he once saw long before he 
encountered that Kecleon... 


"Are you okay?" Zekra asked cautiously, slowly drawing nearer to 
the Sableye. "Your eyes are flickering a lot and you're shaking real 
bad..." 


"I'm fine," Yimtri uttered hastily. "It's nothing." 
"You sure?" 
"Yes . | already said | was. Don't ask again." 


Zekra flattened her ears against her head and backed away from the 
Sableye. Yimtri felt a twinge of regret upon seeing this, but kept his 
indifferent fagade up. 


"When | woke up again, | didn't know what to think for a while. | was 
in this sort of stupefied trance for a day or so, and | didn't do 
anything except reside near that lake. Because let me tell you, 
seeing that Plagued One was beyond horrifying to me at the time. | 
never thought I'd see something like that here in Shiron, and having 
myself nearly killed or turned into a monster myself was traumatizing 
on its own. | just never thought I'd see that thing on Shiron... | didn't 
understand how it existed... it was all so confusing to me. 


"But eventually, | managed to gain some sense back and made my 
way into civilization again. Spent half a year wandering about like | 
did before, but this time, | was always on edge. | kept thinking I'd see 
that monster again. | Kept wondering what it was, why it existed, and 
what it was doing here. | had so many questions, and nobody was 
able to offer any answers to me. Had so many restless nights where 


those questions would torment me, plaguing my sleep and giving me 
these nightmares... | remember | was always so tempted to end 
everything on some nights. Was always so tempted, but thankfully 
my emotions were very subdued, so they never drove me to that far 
extreme. | kept telling myself there were answers, and that | was 
going to find those answers. That's all | could do back then. 


"And one day, | found out there was a place that had the answers | 
sought. There was this organization called the Special Tasks 
Fellowship that seemed perfectly innocent on the outside, but there 
were rumors that something much darker was happening on the 
inside. Something that no one could quite understand, but always felt 
there was because there was this strange vibe that the organization 
gave off. So because | was so desperate for my answers, | infiltrated 
the only base they had at the time, which was the Pledge Mountain 
one. | thought maybe I'd find answers hidden throughout the base. 


"| wandered around for a time, and after for a while of finding 
absolutely nothing, | finally came across a rather interesting room. It 
was locked behind a series of complicated locks of sorts, something 
that | knew would take any normal Pokémon a long, long while to 
figure out, if they weren't caught by the time they were done. So 
because it looked so suspicious, | phased through that door to see 
what could have possibly been hidden. At first, there was nothing of 
note, being nothing but a very vacant room. It was a very ordinary 
room and | couldn't understand why they'd have such tight security 
around that room. And then that was when | saw something on one 
of the walls. 


"It was an ominous painting of sorts. Or at least, that's what | thought 
it was, since the door abruptly opened just as | laid my eyes on it and 
| soon found myself in a room with the very leaders of the 
Fellowship, all of them seemingly ready to kill me. | don't know how 
they did it, but somehow they had found out that | had gotten into the 
room. | couldn't even give the painting a second glance as one of the 
leaders tossed me out of the room. All three of them cornered me, 
and at that moment, | really did think that | was going to die. But 


much to my surprise, one of the leaders said to me, ‘We are very 
surprised with you, little imp. No one has ever managed to get into 
that room before. Not even ghost-types like yourself. You are the 
very first to evade the watchful eyes of this Fellowship and make it 
into that room for that long." Then, one of the other leaders spoke, 
saying. "We are very impressed with you because of that. You could 
be very useful to us. So, instead of kill you like we do to anyone who 
dares to try and enter that room, we offer you a choice, little imp. You 
can become a Special Tasks Fellowship member right now for the 
rest of your living days... or you can die right here, right now. What 
would you have happen to you?" 


"You can probably guess what | chose to do. It wasn't a very difficult 
choice. From that point, they stuck me to a random team of two, 
which happened to contain a Gabite and Zangoose named Draven 
and Zar, and | was stuck in the Fellowship ever since then. It wasn't 
exactly what | had in mind, but | didn't mind too much since it still 
provided me access to the answers | thought the Fellowship had. 
Then also, it gave me a sense of purpose, which was something | 
came to realize | missed quite a bit. But | never did find out what was 
in that room after that. The leaders specifically told me that if | even 
looked in the direction of that room, they'd slaughter me on the spot. 
From what everyone explained to me, that room held the leaders' 
most precious belongings and were put under such tight security 
because there were valuables in there like orbs that could grant you 
a certain elemental immunity. Of course, | Knew that wasn't really the 
truth and the leaders were obviously hiding something, but | never 
pressed the issue because | had no real intentions of getting myself 
killed. So alas, that room's contents forever are a mystery to me." 


The Sableye paused for a moment. 


"But | found the answers | truly wanted after working there for a few 
days. As in, everything about the Plagued Ones that the Fellowship 
knew at the time. | was told how they sweep across the land and 
ravage everything in sight, eliminating everything in their path. | was 
told of the orphans and the broken spirits they created with their 


destruction. | was told of how this had been going on for nearly 
twenty-seven years at the time and that no one was one step closer 
to stopping them. How no matter what the Fellowship did, everything 
was still so futile and that there were still thousands dying or 
becoming plagued every year. | was told everything. And... | just 
remember after finding all of that out... | just couldn't believe all of 
that was true. | couldn't believe that something so evil and 
monstrous could exist in this world. That something that could ruin 
SO many lives and emotionally scar others for life was in this world. 
Something... something that... 


"That something | saw could have..." 


Yimtri pushed both of his claws into his face, his mind now swarming 
with the unfortunate memories. His voice was now raspy, barely 
even above a whisper. He could feel his legs trembling and felt that 
he would collapse to his Knees at any second. He tried to subdue the 
weakness filling his body, but he could not. It was too strong for him 
to overpower. 


And yet, despite how frail he felt, he found himself unable to stop 
talking. 


"So when new leaders were to be called for the four new bases 
about three years later, | jumped at the chance. | dragged Draven 
and Zar into it, not even bothering to get their approval and 
requested to my superiors that we be the leaders of one of the 
bases. | didn't care about how strenuous and laborious it would be to 
run an entire Fellowship; | only wanted to find a way to stop the 
Plagued Ones the best | could. | had to stop the Plagued Ones. | had 
to stop all of the suffering they were bringing everyone here on 
Shiron. Even if this wasn't my world, | still... wanted to put a stop to 
it. Wait no, not wanted to; | had to. Like there wasn't any sort of 
choice. Like if | didn't do everything | could to eliminate the Plagued 
Ones, then | was better off being dead. And to me, being one of the 
leaders of one of the bases was the best way to fulfill that ambition. 
And so, after testing our proficiency, our superiors allowed Draven, 
Zar, and | to be Dusk Mines' new leaders. 


"And then of course, Draven, Zar, and | made Dusk Mines with our 
followers, and then we discovered Erebus Woods. Then we all got 
plagued, and then brainwashed Nyx forced me to kill Zar and Draven 
sometime later. Then | ran away because | couldn't handle the stress 
and guilt that came from allowing my entire Fellowship to get 
plagued. Then Chloe brought me back after convincing me 
otherwise. Then | spent years trying to find a way to stop the one | 
thought was the true source of the Plagued Ones while preventing 
anybody from finding out the truth so they couldn't ruin everything. 
Then you and Terron came along with your little posse and gave me 
all of that massive trouble. Then... you know the rest. 


"SO many things | had to go through just so | could find a way to stop 
the Plagued Ones, and | sti/l haven't succeeded. All those years... 
those years of so much effort... and the only thing that's happened is 
that I've broken Nyx out of the Primogenitor's grasp. And by doing 
SO, I've received So many more questions | don't even know how to 
answer at the moment... It's so tiring. So very, very tiring..." 


Yimtri let out a long sigh as he let his claws fall to his sides and hung 
his head. He felt the fatigue come over him, lulling him into a state of 
rest, but he refused to give in. He wouldn't let himself give into the 
weakness. He was stronger than that. 


"Wow... that's... | didn't realize that you... wow," Zekra managed to 
say after so long. 


The Sableye turned to find Zekra was still with him, staring at him in 
disbelief and horror. The second he noticed this, he forced his weary 
expression into a blank scowl. 


"You wanted to understand me," he stated dryly. "Well there you go. 
Have | proven to be a challenge to you yet?" 


"| had no idea you were forced to work for the Fellowship like that," 
Zekra said, her smug and optimistic grin long since replaced with a 
baffled stare of reverence. "Anyone could be driven insane having to 
go through that. | think... I'm starting to see why Len wanted Tear 


and me to be discharged from the Fellowship. Maybe he actually 
cared about us. He didn't want to see us end up like you." 


"But you came back," Yimtri replied darkly, looking at his claws. 
"Because your heart told you that you had to come back. A simple 
and carefree life wasn't enough for you. Your heart tells you that you 
need to live the life of a hero and follow on a dramatic journey 
against all odds. Your heart tells you that you need to ignore what's 
safe and what's simple and to do the things that other people don't 
have to courage to do. That's an instinct that doesn't come from the 
wild. That's something only civil creatures seem to have, whether 
they are human or Pokémon. And most of the time it's useless. It 
makes Pokémon do things that are stupid and risky and ultimately 
makes everyone unhappy. But do you know why we still have that 
instinct?" 


"Why?" Zekra asked. 


"Because sometimes, it's absolutely correct," Yimtri said. "For 
instance, Novus could be correct in thinking that we are the last hope 
for destroying the Primogenitor and stopping all of this death. If we 
did not have this instinct, we could let the opportunity slip through 
our claws, and all would be lost. That is why we all want to be a 
hero. It is because there are times when the survival of everyone 
truly does rely on the valor of only a few. So perhaps you are correct 
after all; perhaps we have more in common than it seemed at first. 
Are you starting to understand?" 


"| think | understand," Zekra said, nodding. "Yeah, |... | had you 
completely wrong. | had no idea you had been through so much. You 
joined the Fellowship against your will... and had to fight for such a 
long time, even though the Primogenitor was eating your mind 
alive... now that | know that, | think | respect you a lot more. And so 
I'm sorry for just assuming all this time you were a... well... that you 
were a bad guy." 


"Maybe | am a bad guy," Yimtri said flippantly. "When you live for 
long enough, you will one day realize that there is no such thing as a 


perfect victory. We all need to hurt others in order to accomplish our 
goals. It's unavoidable. The bigger our goals, the more people we 
need to hurt. We just have to decide whether the goal is worth the 
losses." 


"Well, I'm not sure about that," Zekra said oddly. "Maybe it's 
something else I'll understand over time." 


"It's like the way you have to kill wild Pokémon in order to eat them 
and survive," Yimtri said. "Those Pokémon suffer and die so that you 
can live another day. But that's just something you don't even think 
about. That's something which happens naturally in the wild. In 
civilized society, something similar happens. We might not shed one 
another's blood directly, but if we want to survive sometimes we lie, 
or we betray one another and cause one another suffering. 
Sometimes we don't even realize it's happening. It's just what we 
need to do in order to survive in our harsh reality." 


The Sableye fell back from the ledge and began to walk past Zekra, 
who was still staring at the moon and contemplating everything he 
had told her. 


"Does that answer all of your questions, Zekra?" he said tersely, not 
stopping to wait for her answer. 


Zekra did not respond. She only continued to stare at the giant white 
light in the sky, seemingly in deep contemplation over something. 


Thinking that she was finally satisfied with him, the Sableye turned 
away from her. 


"| think | might try to get some rest now, at last," Yimtri said as he 
returned to the stairwell which would lead back down into the church. 
"| suggest you do the same." 


"Wait," Zekra said suddenly. "Wait, I'm... not done. | think | have one 
more question." 


Yimtri sighed, turning around once more to face her. This time, she 
continued to stare into the starry sky, not turning to look him in the 
eyes. 


"There's something about your story that | don't understand," Zekra 
said softly, shifting her tail. "I think... you're still hiding something." 


The lethargy within him instantly vanished. He shook his head as he 
let out a low, guttural groan. 


"| have already told you enough," Yimtri returned. "Every Pokémon is 
entitled to Keep their secrets. | expect that you will respect that." 


The Zorua turned her head to face him. Yimtri quickly shot her a 
deep and hateful glare, hoping to catch her off-guard, but she didn't 
back down. 


"Not when keeping a secret is hurting the rest of us," she replied 
darkly. 


She got up and started to walk towards him. 


"| know what it's like to hate the Plagued Ones," she said, 
approaching him slowly and cautiously. "They took everything from 
me. My family and my friends are all dead. My home is empty. All 
that's left from my old life is Zev. And there's a Plagued One eating 
at my soul, too. Even if it's supposed to be docile, it's still this 
demonic thing growing more and more attached to me every day, 
filling all of my thoughts with its own words. And not just me, but all 
of my friends too. We're all becoming one with them... but you know 
what that feels like. So maybe we really are just the same, right?" 


She paused close to him, staring him in the eye. She was shaking 
with fear, but her eyes sparkled with resolve in the blue moonlight. 


"... Except, we're not the same," she finally said. "Because... that 
didn't happen to you. | mean... losing all your family didn't happen to 


you. You don't have a reason to have a vendetta against them like | 
do. You said that you just saw a plagued Kecleon one day." 


Yimtri grimaced as an icy thorn struck deep into his chest. He wasn't 
liking what Zekra was trying to imply. Because if she was implying 
what he thought she was implying... 


"Are you trying to say that | can't be just as committed to a cause as 
someone who has suffered a greater loss than myself?" he asked 
venomously, masking his true thoughts. 


"But | didn't suffer a greater loss than you," she said, her eyes 
glowing with her power. "There just isn't a way that could be possible 
if you just Saw a random Kecleon one day. Not after all the torture 
you went through, leading the Dusk Mines Fellowship and putting up 
with your plagued self. Not after all this time you've spent fighting 
just to stay sane. At first | thought it was because you were fighting 
in memory of your teammates. But now you're telling me everything 
that happened before that... You couldn't have gotten all that 
willpower just from seeing a single Plagued One after an attack ona 
random city. | know you suffered a greater loss than me. You're just 
not telling me what it is." 


The Zorua looked at the Sableye right in the eyes. 


"Why do you keep fighting even after everything that keeps 
happening to you?" she asked solemnly. 


Yimtri's grimace deepened as the cold within his body grew, 
stiffening his posture. 


"| don't want to talk about this anymore," he said quickly. 


"Of course you don't," Zekra shot back. "You never want to talk to 
anyone about anything. But that's the problem. That's why you're 
here with us. Because you need to start talking to us about whatever 
you're keeping locked up inside your head." 


"| thought | told you that we all have a right to Keep our secrets," 
Yimtri returned with a scowl. "| don't have to tell you everything about 
my life. | don't have to tell you every little secret | have. Now drop 
this subject, Zekra . " 


"But | think you know something that the rest of us need to know!" 
Zekra shouted back. "You know something about the Plagued Ones. 
That's why you fight them! It's because there's something about 
them you know that you never want to tell anyone else! That's why 
you're here, isn't it?" 


"| TOLD YOU TO STOP TALKING ABOUT THIS." 


Zekra backpedaled at the sudden demonic edge in Yimtri's voice. It 
overpowered the strength and confidence she had been gathering in 
herself. Yimtri anticipated that she'd flee, Knowing how fearsome and 
imposing he could be when he began speaking with that voice, but 
once again, Zekra surprised him. She strengthened her stance and 
gave the Sableye a firm stare, refusing to cower away. She only kept 
her eyes fixated on him, saying nothing and showing no fear. 


"|... Speak the truth,” Yimtri said powerfully, growing wary of her 
tenacity. "That Kecleon was the first time on Shiron | saw a Plagued 
One. And | did not suffer a great loss, as you accuse of me. | am not 
lying to you. If you do not believe me, there's no reason | need to 
prove myself to you. " 


And then, Zekra's eyes widened as something seemed to dawn 
upon her. 


"That means... you saw them earlier than that," she said in a low, 
quiet voice. "You saw the Plagued Ones... when you were still a 
human." 


Yimtri's icy persona nearly shattered at the remark. For just a 

moment, a deep, primal fear consumed him, turning his body very 
cold and nearly making him shiver. It took all of his willpower not to 
flinch. He quickly turned his head away and looked off the edge of 


the church. He needed to get away from Zekra. He couldn't be 
around her anymore. 


"This discussion is over." 


Just as the Sableye was to bound off the roof and hastily find a new 
place of seclusion, something grabbed him by the collar of his cape 
and yanked him back. He phased through the ceiling of the church, 
taking his assailant with him. They crashed right in front of an altar, a 
dull thud resonating throughout the empty church thanks to the 
impact. 


Yimtri found himself pinned down by the claws of a Banette, it glaring 
at him with its red eyes that seemed all the more eerie in the 
darkness that surrounded the two of them. At least, it would have 
been, if it weren't for the fact that Yimtri could see through the black 
thanks to his night vision. And through that vision he could see a 
particular amulet strung around the Banette's neck. 


"You know, | really shouldn't be surprised by this," Yimtri hissed. 
"Everyone else I've known has turned on me and tried to kill me at 
some point. | Suppose it was only a matter of time before you'd do 
the same." 


"Am | right with thinking that you know something?" Zekra snarled. 
"Get off of me, Zekra." 

"AM I?!" 

"| said get off of me!" 


There was a flash, and a black sphere fired out of Yimtri's palm. The 
attack hit Zekra directly in the face, blowing her off the Sableye as 
she skid along the carpet and slammed into a lengthy chair fastened 
to the ground. Her form fizzled out, and soon she was a Zorua once 
again. Yimtri scoffed as he sprang to his feet and scanned his 
surroundings. 


The two of them were in a chapel as far as he could tell, with there 
being a single altar at the very front of the room and dozens of seats 
going down the room all the way to the entrance in two rows. A 
massive, glass chandelier hung high above him near the altar, and 
several smaller ones hung above the two rows. All of them held unlit 
candles, unsurprisingly none of them filled with the light of a fire. 
Several stained glass windows lined the sides of the building, each 
one depicting various legendary Pokémon in situations he knew 
were from Shiron's supposed past. 


Yimtri recognized the meaning of many of the depictions, such as 
Kyogre and Groudon clawing and sinking their fangs into each 
other's flesh over a massive torrent of water, but chose not to stare 
at them too long lest he become distracted from what truly mattered. 


Just like the churches back in Kuron. Hmph, Pokémon really did take 
ideas from humans and added their own twists to them. How 
amusing. 


The Sableye brought his gaze back over to Zekra to find that she 
was no longer there. Yimtri scowled as he drew his claws and made 
his gemstones cease to give off their glow. 


"You're such a typical child," Yimtri scoffed, scanning the room and 
posing to defend himself from further attacks. "You just don't know 
when to stop pushing your luck. You don't know that children are 
supposed to obey their superiors when we tell you to be quiet!" 


Yimtri dove out of the way as a large pillar of ice struck where he 
once stood, forming a glacier. He snapped his gaze into the distance 
to find Zekra standing there as a Glaceon, glaring directly at him with 
cold eyes of hostility. 


"| am not a child! " Zekra spat distastefully. "What are you hiding, 
Yimtri?! What aren't you telling me?!" 


" Nothing you need to know," Yimtri seethed. 


The Sableye abruptly leapt out of the way as the false Glaceon spat 
out a large whirlwind of snow, pelting the carpet and chairs with the 
cold. The Sableye landed onto one of the chairs just before it 
became encased in the white substance before bounding off of it and 
descending upon a wall. He sank both of his claws into the stone 
and after skidding down a few inches, came to a halt. He slowly 
shook his head in disapproval. 


"Yimtri, tell me what's going on," Zekra stated in a firm, fierce voice. 
"| don't think that you're a bad guy anymore. But if you know 
something about them, you need to tell us. Tell us so that we can 
help you fight!" 


"I'm getting really sick of this conversation. This is your final warning, 
Zekra. If you don't cease your ridiculous nonsense right now, |'m 
going to put an end to you. And don't you dare think I'm bluffing; just 
because you happen to be my other half's partner does not mean | 
will not hesitate in murdering you. Don't test me further. " 


Yimtri remained there on the wall, keeping his sharp gaze glued to 
the false Glaceon standing below him. He knew he could have easily 
slipped away at that moment thanks to his intangibility, but he didn't 
bother. If Zekra really was bent on arguing with him, then she would 
have chased after him and the effort would have been for naught. So 
instead, he kept an eye on her, waiting for her response. Perhaps 
she'd be reasonable and actually let the subject go. Perhaps there 
would be no need for violence between the two of them and they 
could be civil. 


Zekra gazed at him for a silent moment, and then took a single step 
forward. 


"No, I'm not backing down," she spoke vehemently. "We've all had 
enough of your secrets, Yimtri. You're going to tell me what's going 
on, even if | have to beat the answer out of you." 


That was all it took for Yimtri to snap. A raging inferno ignited in his 
chest as his frustrations and wrath leaked out of his frozen heart, 


giving him all of the incentive he needed to fight. He tore his claws 
off of the wall as he pounced at the Glaceon, quick as lightning. He 
and Zekra tumbled back before crashing into one of the chairs, 
Zekra's head slamming into the hard wood. She morphed back into a 
Zorua as Yimtri held her against the chair by her jaw. 


" You just couldn't let it go," Yimtri hissed, his voice becoming 
warbled as his plagued self's influence seeped into his words. "You 
just couldn't." 


He took his free claw and immediately thrust it at Zekra's throat. 
However, he hadn't moved fast enough, for a purple light came over 
the Zorua and she instantly shrank in size. By the time the light died, 
she was smaller than Yimtri's palm, now being a tiny Joltik. She let 
out a low hissing noise as she leapt at him, sinking her fangs into his 
shoulder. A powerful surge of electricity shot through Yimtri's body, 
frying his insides as he let out a loud scream. Through grit teeth, he 
clawed at the Joltik, only for her to narrowly avoid the sharp points 
and leap over him. She landed back on the ground as a Zorua, her 
teeth stained with a purple residue. 


Then, she opened her mouth wide to show that a black sphere 
forming at the back of her throat. It shot out of her body as a massive 
pillar of darkness, greatly dwarfing her in size as it closed in on the 
Sableye. Yimtri dove out of the way as the beam crashed into a 
window far behind him, shattering the colored glass and littering the 
floor with its jagged shards. 


Zekra scowled before she turned into a Chandelure and flung a 
volley of blue fireballs at the Sableye. Yimtri hurried out of the way, 
letting each fireball slam into chairs he ran past. Each piece of 
furniture was quick to catch fire and give off a thick, grey haze, but 
neither Yimtri nor Zekra cared about the damage. Zekra only 
continued to chase after the Sableye as he ran through the chapel, 
everything in his path burning ablaze as he formulated a plan in his 
mind. 


"Just talk to me, Yimtri!" Zekra screamed in desperation. "Just tell 
me what you know! | swear, I'm not going to hate you or anything! 
Just tell me why you keep fighting so much!" 


" YOU HAVE NO RIGHT TO KNOW!" 


Yimtri threw himself into the ground just as a fireball was to impact 
him, bringing himself to the black world of the underground. The 
Sableye scowled as he looked up, knowing he wouldn't be safe for 
very long. That was the thing about dealing with illusionists; they 
were able to transform into any Pokémon they had seen before, 
complete with all of their abilities they had also seen. It was what 
always made them a massive pain to deal with when they went 
berserk on him. He could still remember the many annoying and 
agonizing tricks Zeverous pulled on him and Chloe when his plagued 
self completely consumed the Zoroark after Erebus had plagued 
him. It was somewhat of a miracle that he and Chloe had even lived 
through that fight, given that Zeverous had cycled through at least a 
dozen forms before they finally caught him off guard and dealt a 
harsh blow to his head. 


She's just as troublesome as her brother. God, should have known 
she'd never back down. She's the same as Terron; always so 
stubborn to the end, even if she's more violent than that Cubone 
ever was. Still, | need to end this. She can't know the reason. But 
how when | don't have any assistance this time? 


Yimtri was suddenly yanked upward to the surface by an unseen 
force, and then thrown at the altar. He crashed into it, his intangibility 
failing him, before collapsing along the ground. Because he didn't 
require oxygen, the wind wasn't knocked out of him, but he still felt 
the stabbing pain in his back from the assault. He grimaced as he 
looked up to find Zekra hovering over him, still in the form of a 
Chandelure. Crackling malicious in her ghostly appendages were 
eerie, blue flames. Yimtri's grimace deepened as he pushed himself 
backwards, finding that his options were becoming limited if he ever 
wanted to win this fight. 


Then, something came to his mind. Something he was surprised he 
hadn't thought of earlier. It was risky, as he didn't know if it would 
work, but he was willing to try anything by this point. 


His eyes filled with light once more, becoming brighter and brighter 
until they rivaled that of the sun. Then, there was a sudden flash, 
and a single tendril shot out of Yimtri's newly formed shadow. It 
snapped at Zekra, slapping her away from the Sableye and sending 
her careening into one of the fiery chairs. She let out a loud cry as 
she quickly leapt out of the flames as a Zorua, snuffing out the 
flames that had latched onto her fur by rolling along the ground. 
Yimtri's shadowy appendage came slithering back to him before it 
disappeared back into his actual shadow. He knew that he wouldn't 
be able to use that tactic again; without any sunlight or some artificial 
source of light, he couldn't conjure up that power as much as he 
would have liked. He could only rely upon the light of his eyes, and 
even then, that only provided for very limited use of his power since 
it Sapped away so much of his energy just making his eyes give off 
the sufficient amount of light. 


Even now, he felt sluggish, his vision becoming disoriented as he 
tried to focus all of his attention on Zekra. He was growing weak, and 
he knew that. 


When all of the flames were gone from Zekra's body, she shot a 
glare at the Sableye before pouncing at him, ready to knock him out. 
However, just as she closed in on him and was to change forms into 
something that gave her easy access to elements that harmed the 
Sableye, it became apparent that something wasn't right. 


She wasn't changing into anything; she was only flying through the 
air as a Zorua, her form stagnant. She frantically looked over herself 
as she flew through the air, attempting to fathom what was going 
wrong. 


"Maybe it's because you don't have this anymore?" 


Zekra brought her gaze back to the Sableye, and was instantly 
horrified by what she saw. Clutched in his right claw was her 
Deception Amulet, illuminating softly so that she could see better see 
the smug grin across the Sableye's face. 


She quickly brought herself down before she could come in contact 
with the Sableye, landing within a couple feet of him. 


"No... when did you...?" she muttered. 


Yimtri's grin grew as he wound the necklace around his claw, making 
sure it didn't fall out of his grasp. He let out a mocking, knowing 
laugh as his eyes dimly flickered. 


"When that shadow tendril smacked you, its purpose wasn't only to 
get you away from me," he explained. "It was to steal this away from 
you. Took me long enough to remember, but this is the source of 
your power, isn't it? You still can't make illusions of Pokémon that 
aren't with you on your own, can you?" 


Zekra didn't answer, only choosing to shoot Yimtri a tense glare as 
she crouched low, still determined to fight despite her main power 
being stripped from her. However, Yimtri knew it was over. She was 
powerless without that amulet he had provided her when he first met 
her. 


The Sableye ran toward her, ignoring the stinging in his legs as he 
closed the distance between them. Zekra filled her maw with the 

power of Dark Pulse once more, but it was too late. Yimtri tackled 
her down, shoving one claw against her head to keep it sideways. 


"You should have left me alone," Yimtri said simply as the tips of his 
free claw gleamed. "You should have listened to me. But no, you just 
had to keep pestering me for an answer. Tch, well like | said, | don't 
exaggerate threats. Pity you didn't believe me. You were a good 
Pokémon." 


Zekra, in her desperation, thrashed about and swiped at the 
Sableye. Yimtri moved out of the way, but she still managed to rip 
her claws through the collar of his cape, tearing three thick lines 
through it. Yimtri scowled as he dug his claws into her head, 
prompting a shriek out of her as she became still. 


However, it seemed that she was far from giving up. 
"Wait... wait," Zekra said weakly. 
Yimtri shook his head. Something wasn't right. 


He looked down at her to find that Zekra had transformed one more 
time. She had become a copy of him. It was the only form she could 
take without the amulet's power to assist her - a Pokémon she saw 

with her own eyes. 


Yimtri hesitated at the sight of himself at his own mercy. The Sableye 
beneath him was weak, powerless, and resigned to its fate. It barely 
struggled, and didn't raise its claws. It only gazed back at him with 
the same blank stare of the gemstone eyes, waiting for his next 
inevitable move. 


"|... think | understand now," the false Sableye said to him. "I... think 
| see what's wrong. There's... there's only one reason you'd want to 
keep a secret so badly and not tell anyone. If it were just a regular 
secret, you'd tell the Pokémon you know you can trust. But this 
secret is different. It's the reason you fight the Plagued Ones so 
hard. But you want to keep it so bad that you're willing to kill anyone 
who wants to find out. Even from Pokémon like me and Tear and 
Novus who could help you. And there's only one reason it could be 
that bad of a secret." 


He glared at her, still holding his sharpened claws above her as 
though he could end her life at any time. Yet, he waited for her to 
finish speaking. 


"It's because... it's something you feel guilty about, isn't it?" Zekra 
said weakly. "It's because something is your fault... that's the only 
reason you wouldn't want to let anyone else know." 


"Are you still going to argue with me even when you're practically on 
your death bed?" Yimtri asked in disgust. "God, you really are 
persistent and stubborn." 


"If you really are going to kill me right now... can you at least tell me 
why you fight the Plagued Ones so much? | mean, it's not like I'm 
going to be able to tell anyone." 


"Oh, trying to get me to use that sort of logic, are you? That's cute. 
But no, I'm not telling you anything. It was a somewhat reasonable 
tactic, but sadly for you, | don't work that way. You're just going to 
have to die with no answers and a million regrets." 


"Was | at least right that you know something about the Plagued 
Ones and why they're here on Shiron? Can you at least answer that 
for me?" 


The Sableye scowled hard as he felt a flare of irritation within him. 


"Have fun in the spirit dimension, Zekra. Maybe you'll actually 
believe it exists alongside us now." 


The Sableye filled his free claws with a black energy, and pressed 
them into Zekra's neck, feeling her warm blood pool around his 
fingertips. Zekra didn't even scream as she was forced back into her 
Zorua form; she only laid there, eyes frozen wide in absolute terror. 


You shouldn't be killing her, Sableye Dimitri. 


Yimtri froze, his claws still in the Zorua's throat. A deep panic settled 
in his heart as the voice echoed in his mind. He withdrew the claws 

from within the Zorua's punctured neck and gripped his head as the 
rampant emotions broke out of his heart, overwhelming him. 


"You... how are you here?!" Yimtri demanded. 
Why don't you look to your right to find out? 


Reluctantly, the Sableye turned and much to his horror, found his 
anti-plaguing pin laying on the floor a few feet away from him. Zekra 
had torn it off him when she swiped at him. 


Yimtri shot his gaze back to the Zorua to find that she was shooting 
him a weary, but confused look. With haste, he slammed his blood 
claw down on her muzzle, forcing her to remain pinned down. As 
tempted as he was to abandon her temporarily to retrieve his pin, he 
knew there was the possibility that she'd recoil and strike him down 
while his back was turned. He couldn't afford to let that happen. 


"Of all the times for you to be here..." Yimtri cursed under his breath. 
"Yimtri, who are you talking to?" Zekra asked. 
“No one!" 


You shouldn't kill her. You might not be close to her, but she's 
still your companion. You care about her. You know you do. 
That's why you saved her back when she was rampaging under 
her Instinct Infestation rather than simply kill her, isn't it? 


Quiet! Yimtri mentally shot back to his plagued self. Leave me alone! 
| don't care about Zekra! She can't know what's going on! | can't tell 
her! | can't tell anyone! 


So you're going to kill her to make sure she doesn't know, 
which will give you even more to feel guilty over. You don't see 
the problem with this? 


| don't care! Get out of my head! | don't need you here with me! Get 
out of my head, you parasitic monster! 


You are only saying that because you don't want to feel 
anything anymore. 


| don't need the emotions you give me! They're detrimental! 
Because you want to pretend they don't exist. 
They're useless! All of them! They always have and always will! 


Because every time you feel them, you remember what you've 
done. 


No... NO DON'T YOU DARE SAY IT. DON'T YOU DARE. 


You remember what you did back as a human. You remember 
that what you did caused so much suffering to everyone on 
Shiron. 


| DON'T WANT TO HEAR IT! SHUT UP! JUST SHUT UP! 


You can't run away from this, Sableye Dimitri. You can't keep 
pushing me out and denying that this ever happened. It doesn't 
work that way. 


| don't have to admit to anything! YOU'RE the only one who keeps 
making me think | have to! 


Because | AM you. You're refusing to listen to yourself. 


You're not me! You're a monster! You're a part of the Primogenitor 
that's latched onto my soul and is trying to take over me! | don't care 
what Nyx says about you! You're evil! | know what you things really 
are! 


So if I'm a monster for wanting to make you confess what 
you've done wrong, what does that make you? What does that 
make you, someone who's killed so many Pokémon and taken 
such extremes to quell your guilt? Someone who keeps telling 
himself that all of these horrible acts are justified? What exactly 
does that make you, Sableye Dimitri? 


He was quiet for a long time. 


He could see Zekra watching in terrified anticipation as he wrestled 
with the voice in his head. Somehow, Yimtri knew that she 
understood what was happening to him. Her eyes said it all. 


Leave me alone, Yimtri said again. /... | need to think about this. | 
can't think about anything when you're constantly screaming at me 
and telling me what to do. 


You truly want me to be silent, don't you? Well, then, perhaps 
we can strike a deal. 


A deal?! What could you possibly have to offer me? | will not take 
blackmail from a monster such as you! 


It is not blackmail. Perhaps you could call it a gesture of 
understanding. Something to prove to you that | have your best 
interests in mind. Spare Zekra's life, and | will fall silent. That is 
my Offer. If all you wish to do ts to block me out of your mind, 
then for once in your life, show some empathy for your fellow 
Pokémon. Don't make this mistake. 


You are better than this, Sableye Dimitri. Do not give yourself 
one more thing to feel guilty about. 


Yimtri shuddered for a moment. Something gleamed in his eyes. 


And how long can | trust that you will leave me alone? He shot back. 
If | do as you say and | spare her life, how long will you be gone 
before | find you invading my thoughts and breaking my focus 
again?! 


Forever. | will fall silent forever. Or at the very least, until you 
wish to speak to me again. 


After hesitating for just another moment the rage-filled Sableye let go 
of his opponent, backing away from her. Zekra lay on the church 
floor, half-unconscious from weariness. 


Very well. If silence and solitude is what you value most in this 
world, take it. It is yours. 


| just hope that your thoughts are enough to give you all the 
answers you need. 


After that, as promised, the voice went silent, leaving behind a 
pounding in his heart and a ringing in his head. 


There was nothing but silence. The entire church became deathly 
quiet, save for the flames still eating away at the furniture scattered 
about. Yimtri curled his trembling claws into his palms, trying to stifle 
his wildly beating heart. His entire being was filled with an awful 
knowingness, bringing with it a bitter sting in his eyes. He wanted to 
cry, to release the tension from his heart, but he couldn't. His 
Sableye body made that impossible. 


"| didn't Know what the Primogenitor was when | first saw it on 
Kuron," he finally told the Zorua, staring away from her. "When | was 
a child, | was on a trip with my parents. We were visiting this cave 
that was part of a tourist attraction and sometime while we were 
exploring... | got lost and | wandered very far into that cave where no 
one was supposed to be because the ground was incredibly 
unstable. Sure enough, when | went in there and wandered around 
for a few seconds, the ground caved in beneath me and | fell into a 
very deep hole. At the very bottom of that hole... | found the 
Primogenitor locked in a deep sleep. | didn't know what it was or how 
it got there, but it fascinated me. | thought it was a Pokémon that | 
hadn't read about in the legends quite yet. 


"| thought | could use it. | thought | could control it, make it obey 
me... let me have unimaginable power. Just like the humans who 
had Pokémon in the legends did. 


"| didn't stop to consider the risks. | didn't think it through. Even 
though | knew deep down that creature was evil despite its 
seemingly harmless, oddly adorable appearance, | didn't care. | 
just... | acted in my own selfishness and nothing else. 


"So... | woke it up. | didn't know what it was or how it corrupted 
anything it touched... All | knew was that | was going to make this 
creature bow to my whim and make my dreams come true. 


"And for a while, that dream was quite the reality. It awoke, and it 
seemed eager to comply to my demands. It brought me out of that 
dark hole and into the light of the outside world. And then when 
everyone found me again... | showed them that creature. | showed 
them what | had found and told them that how powerful | was now 
that | had this monster on my side. Everyone was horrified by what | 
had found, but | didn't care. | was going to be just like one of the 
humans from the legends! | could do whatever | wanted with the 
Primogenitor on my side! 


"And then... | decided to learn more about that creature. That 
creature and | left everyone behind as we went to some forest. | told 
it to show me what it was capable of. | wanted to know what kind of 
power | was capable of controlling. So... it attacked some animals 
and it... spread its influence into them. It made them its puppets and 
manipulated them into doing whatever it wanted. It turned them into 
premature Plagued Ones from what | can gather. | remember being 
so entranced at seeing that. | imagined all of the things | could do 
with that kind of power. All of the selfish things | could do with that 
monstrous power... 


"But before | could make any childish decisions, the Primogenitor 
promptly absorbed their bodies into itself. And then... it promptly fled 
from me. | chased after it, unable to understand what was happening 
when everything was going so well. | didn't understand what could 
have gone wrong. But | was able to understand as soon as | caught 
up with that monster deeper in the forest... 


"It was plaguing every single animal in sight and absorbing them into 
its body, nourishing itself so that it could grow stronger and stronger 
with each creature. It had apparently eaten so many animals that by 
the time | caught up with it... it had grown into a horrifying 
abomination that bear almost no resemblance to the creature | 
awoke not even an hour earlier. And at that moment... | understood 


what | had truly awoken. | understood that what | had woken up was 
never under my control; | was under its control. And then that 
creature finally saw me and attacked, but it didn't try to absorb me. | 
don't know what it did to me... but | do know that after it engrained 
its tendrils into me, | was filled with this horrible cold. This horrible, 
awful cold that never truly went away, even after years passed. And 
then, after it finished whatever it did to me... it fled. 


"But the damage was done, Zekra. The Primogenitor might not have 
left wounds on me, and | never saw it again on Kuron, but | never did 
forget what | saw. | never forgot those eyes. Those eyes were 
forever burned into my mind. And then Nyx dragged me to Shiron 
five years later where the Primogenitor had been plaguing everyone 
there for twenty-five years thanks to that strange time speed 
difference and... | learned exactly what my terrible, terrible choice 
had brought upon everyone..." 


Yimtri buried his hands into his face, a hoarse croak escaping his 
throat. 


"So that's why you keep fighting the Plagued Ones," Zekra said, 
awestruck. 


"Now do you see?" Yimtri said quietly. "Now are you starting to 
understand why | acted the way | did? How do you think you would 
act, if you looked all around yourself, and saw hundreds, thousands 
of good Pokémon dying and... knowing that every last one of those 
deaths was your fault? Now do you understand why | kept the 
secret?" 


"Yeah..." Zekra replied. "Yeah, |... | get it." 
He stared at the ground. 


"| trust that you'll also understand why | need to leave you now?" he 
said. 


"Wait..." Zekra said, climbing back to her feet but making no effort to 
follow him. "Wait, don't..." 


"| thought it would be different," Yimtri growled. "I thought that being 
around all of you would be bearable. | thought that I'd at least find 
some satisfaction in helping you stop the Primogenitor. But no, | see 
it was pointless to think that. All of you will forever remain the 
constant thorn in my side that you've been since the very day | met 
you. You're always going to bring me trouble and fill with me pain 
whether you intend to or not. Nothing's ever going to change that. 
Not after what's happened between you and me. So, it's best for 
both of us to go our separate ways. Neither of us will ever be able to 
look at each other the same way again after what's happened 
tonight. Besides, who knows what else will happen if | continue to 
remain around the rest of your friends. | have no intentions of staying 
to find out. | don't need a repeat of what has happened between the 
two of us." 


"But... what about Nyx?" Zekra replied. "You're going to leave her 
behind, too?" 


Yimtri felt his heart sting at the mention of that name. He scowled 
irritably as he approached his pin and scooped it off the ground. He 
quickly fastened it to the inside of the collar that hadn't been torn. He 
didn't know what good it did, now that the Plagued One had agreed 
to leave him be, but he felt like he wanted to have it on him... just in 
case. 


"| don't need Nyx. My feelings for her are utterly useless and best 
forgotten. They were unneeded when she was with me as Chloe and 
the same holds true now. Best to abandon and forget about her 
completely. | don't need someone like her holding me back." 


The somber Sableye approached Zekra one last time, lowering down 
to her and tenderly returning the amulet back to its place around her 
neck. 


"| can't stop you from telling them what you know," he said, standing 
back up. "But | can't promise | will spare your life again if | find out 
that you did. It's your decision, Zekra. It's the same decision Terron 
had when | told him what | knew. Now it is yours. | hope for both of 
our sakes that you make the correct one." 


He turned to face the chapel wall. 


"W-what are you going to do now?" Zekra called to him. "What are 
you going to do all alone?" 


"| will put a stop to this. | will find a way to stop the Primogenitor to 
undo the mistake | made as a human. And nobody will stop me from 
finding that answer, even if | have to slaughter everyone who 
crosses my path to do so. Nothing is ever going to stop me from 
setting everything right again." 


He began to walk into the wall, turning one last time to the 
bewildered Zorua. 


“Thank you for the talk," he said plainly. "It... has helped me. | didn't 
realize how much | needed it until now." 


And with that, the Sableye disappeared out of the chapel, never 
looking back as he wandered down the lonely road with his black 
cape trailing behind him in silence. 


Special mention goes to ScytheRider for assisting me and 
writing out a majority of this chapter. The chapter would never 
have turned out as awesome as it is now without him. 
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Chapter 55 


Did This For You 


Zekra found herself frozen stiff upon the church floor as the flames of 
battle continued to burn all around her, almost unable to comprehend 
what had just happened before her eyes. 


After a long and tiresome battle, Zekra had finally learned the one 
dark secret that Yimtri had refused to tell anyone. That he, when he 
was still human, had been the one responsible for the Primogenitor's 
oppression upon Shiron. He had been the one to awaken it from its 
slumber, all because he had wanted to obtain power that he had only 
heard about in myths. Even after she thought that she knew all of his 
secrets... he had still managed to keep that one all the way to the 
very end. And so, partially because he was running out of time and 
because he couldn't bear to be around Zekra when she knew the 
awful truth, Yimtri had abandoned her group and left her in the 
ruined church with a ravaged mind. 


"Yimtri... Yimtri!" Zekra suddenly cried, her mind temporarily 
Snapping back into order. "Yimtri, wait! Come back!" 


He couldn't have gone very far, especially not in his weary condition. 
He had only left a mere minute ago, even. With this information 
pushing her forward, Zekra struggled to her feet. Standing on all 
fours instantly sapped away a good majority of her vigor, but she 
refused to relent. She had to get Yimtri back. She had to stop him 
from making a huge mistake. So with all of her willpower, she limped 
toward one of the walls and transformed into a Chandelure. Then, as 


the Deception Amulet ate away at her limited energy, she flung 
herself out of the building and down the street. 


She was only able to fly for about a minute before all of her energy 
abruptly left her. With nothing to keep her going, Zekra abruptly fell 
onto the cobblestone road, skidding across the rocky surface and 
tearing open a few of her healing wounds. She let out several raspy 
breaths as she closed her eyes and rested her throbbing head 
against the cold stone. She thought of letting herself fall into the 
darkness again so she could get her strength back, but it wasn't to 
be, for she was once again filled with the burning ambition to find 
Yimtri and bring him back. 


Zekra forced her eyes open and tried to become a Skarmory, but 
unfortunately, her powers failed to heed her call. They could not 
when she was without strength. 


No... | need to bring him back! Zekra told herself. | need to find him! 


Zekra, in her desperation, crawled along the road, her blood 
smearing the ground as she sluggishly made progress. 


Come back Yimtri... you need help. You need someone to help 
you... You're going to die if you do this all by yourself... 


Zekra, he's gone. You're not going to find him, especially not 
when you're half-dead. 


The Zorua stopped moving. She knew that voice that now clearly 
echoed so clearly in her mind. 


You! Not you again! 

Oh, still talking to me like that, huh? Didn't you hear what 
Mother told you about me? I'm perfectly harmless. You don't 
have to hate me anymore. 


You're not harmless! 


You want to explain how I'm not? 


Because even though you're docile or whatever Nyx called you, 
you're still part of the Primogenitor. You're still some weird demonic 
thing that can make me do so many horrible things! 


Yeah, but only if your Instinct Infestation snaps in. And even 
then, I'm only doing it for your own good because you're too 
weak to do it yourself. Worst I've done is make you kill those 
Fellowship leaders because they were preventing you from 
getting to safety. 


How is that not a bad thing?! You made me kill two of my leaders! 


! did it to protect you, not because | was hungry or because 
someone told me to act like a bloodthirsty maniac. There's a 
difference. Either way, | can tell you're not going to be snapping 
into that Instinct Infestation any time soon, so I'm not going to 
be causing you any problems until then. So really, you have no 
real reason to hate me right now. 


But anyway, we're getting off topic here. You can do one of two 
things right now. You can argue pointlessly with me over silly 
little things like how I'm some kind of evil demon living in your 
body, or you can listen to what | want to say to you. Just be 
warned that if you choose to keep arguing with me, | can't 
guarantee I'll be patient with you. | might just decide to not put 
up with your attitude after a while and let you pass out right 
now. You're only awake still because I'm giving you my energy 
since you used all of yours up just now. In fact, you'd be DEAD 
right now if it weren't for the fact that I'm healing you as we 
speak. 


So go on, make your choice. There's no pressure at all. 
Zekra cringed internally at her plagued self's words. For a brief 


second, she saw a vague, shadowy form of a Zorua in her mind flash 
her devious smile, as if it knew that its words were slowly breaking 


Zekra. Zekra started to question whether her plagued self really was 
as benevolent as Nyx claimed. 


You already know the answer to that question. It's pointless to 
keep questioning me when you already know that I'm not evil. 


Stop reading my thoughts! You're not helping! Just leave me alone! 


Then why don't you tell me if you want to listen to me for just a 
few minutes? That's all | want. Then after that, I'll leave you 
alone. 


With an irritated sigh, Zekra set her chin on the cold cobblestone 
road and looked toward the path she presumed Yimtri had wandered 
down earlier. 


Fine. What do you wanna tell me? 


That you can't find Yimtri. He's gone, and you're never going to 
find him. You need to let him go and let him do his own thing. 


But he's going to get himself killed if he tries to beat the Primogenitor 
all alone! 


He's got his own Fellowship to help him. He's got thousands of 
loyal followers who would all die for him if he asked them to. 
He's better off than you and everyone else. Even if he's 
probably making a mistake, you can't do anything about it. 
You're not exactly in the best condition right now. You can't 
even walk. You wouldn't even be awake still if it weren't for me. 


Well we still need him! We need his help to stop the Primogenitor. 
He knows so much about that monster and it could really help us if | 
can just get him to talk about what he knows. And having his whole 
Fellowship help us would be great too... 


He doesn't want to talk to you anymore, Zekra. He can't stand to 
be around you. He said it himself that he left because of you. 


Maybe one day he'll get over what happened between you and 
him, but not now. 


That still doesn't- 


Ugh, why won't you just let it go? I'm done with trying to knock 
some sense into you the "right" way. Quit arguing with me, or 
else I'll make you pass out right now. Would lift a giant burden 
on me and make healing you a whole lot less draining. 


Zekra felt like making a snippy remark at her plagued self, but forced 
herself to stop when she felt a sudden wave of fatigue slowly come 
over her. The world around her started to fade to black, and within 
that darkness, she saw her plagued self shooting her a resentful 
glare. 


Alright, fine! I'll quit arguing with you. | won't go after him anymore. I'll 
let him go. 


Finally. 


The lethargy abruptly ceased, allowing Zekra to leave the dark world 
of her plagued self and back into the real world illuminated by the 
pale moonlight. She growled under her breath at the thought that she 
was basically her plagued self's puppet at the moment, but it was 
only to hide her true feelings. In reality, though she was angry with 
how easily her plagued self could manipulate the current situation, 
she was also very afraid. Because as of that moment, her plagued 
self was just as powerful as her, perhaps even more so. It had all of 
the power over Zekra's body right now. It couldn't take complete 
control of her body and do who knew what with it, but it was the only 
thing keeping Zekra alive right now. Its energy was all that was 
allowing Zekra to live. However, Zekra knew better than to dwell in 
these thoughts. She knew that her plagued self would be able to 
sense her fear, and perhaps it would exploit it for its own gain. 


So, she channeled her thoughts elsewhere. She considered the idea 
of heading back to the house to get some rest, as she clearly 


needed it, but a rather troubling thought was quick to take root in her 
mind and fill her with dread. Breathing suddenly seemed to become 
much more difficult for her as the thought prospered and 
contaminated all of her thoughts. 


What am | going to do about Yimtri's secret? He told me not to tell 
anyone about what he did but... everyone does deserve to know. It 
could help us find some answers. | mean, I'm not sure how, but 
maybe Nyx could help out if! told her all about what Yimtri did when 
he was a human. 


So you're saying that you want to tell everyone about Yimtri's 
secret when he specifically told you not to talk about it? 


| thought you were going to leave me alone after | quit talking about 
going after Yimtri. 


! was, but then you started talking about this and really, | don't 
think you should go blabbing about Yimtri's secret like you're 
thinking about doing right now. 


Ugh, my friends and | don't keep secrets from each other. We made 
a promise a long time ago, right after | got you , that we'd always be 
open with each other. There's literally nothing we hide from each 
other if it's important. And Yimtri's secret is pretty important. 


That might be true... but you forget one little thing, Zekra. One 
thing that you're somehow forgetting about despite it being a 
pretty obvious problem. It's honestly kind of amusing. 


Oh yeah, what? 


How exactly is Tear going to react when he finds out that HE 
woke up the Primogenitor? 


Zekra's irritated scowl shattered at the question. Her heart sank 
deep into her chest as a very uncomfortable feeling washed over. 


Yimtri wasn't the only one who woke up the Primogenitor; he's 
just half of the person who did. You want to know who the other 
half was? Your precious friend Tear. Tear is just as responsible 
for waking up that monster as Yimtri is. You know how Yimtri is 
reacting to knowing that horrible information. So how do you 
think Tear would react? 


How would your friends react knowing that not only was the 
guy they used to hate was responsible for everything, but so 
was someone still with them? Think about it, Zekra. How do you 
think they'd react? What do you think they might do to Tear? 


Tear... Tear is stronger than Yimtri! He'd get through it! He wouldn't 
go crazy like Yimtri did! And everyone else would be fine too! They 
wouldn't hurt Tear or anything! They'd understand it was a mistake! 
Because if | can be understanding about this whole thing, why can't 
they? 


There was a pause from her plagued self. Zekra was about to smile 
victoriously at the thought that she had won against her plague for 
once, but stopped when the voice in her mind started laughing. 
Zekra couldn't help but flinch at it. It sounded too much like her own 
laugh. 


Hahah. You're so funny when you're lying to yourself, Zekra. 


What? I'm not lying to myself! I'm telling the truth! | really do believe 
in everything | just said! 


You really think anybody can be as understanding as you 
claim? NOBODY ts that understanding, even if they want to be. 
Hate is a powerful emotion. Once hate latches onto you, it never 
wants to let go no matter what you do or tell yourself. | mean, 
look at yourself. Even you're not really as understanding about 
this whole thing as you're claiming you are. 


What are you talking about? | am being understanding! 


Really? Prove it. Tell me that you don't hate Yimtri. 


Zekra tried to scream out a retort at her plagued self, but found she 
couldn't. No matter how hard she tried, she couldn't think the 
thoughts for some reason. 


Go ahead, say it. 


Zekra tried again, but once again, the thoughts refused to form. At 
first, she couldn't understand why this was happening. She had been 
so confident in thinking that she held no ill will toward Yimtri earlier, 
but now, she wasn't so Sure. 


That's right, you can't say it. You want to know why? 


Zekra didn't answer the question, but she didn't have to, for her 
plagued self answered anyway. 


It's because even though he feels guilty for what he's done, it 
doesn't make up for the fact that everything that's gone wrong 
in your life is his fault. If he hadn't of woken up the 
Primogenitor, none of the horrible things you've had to deal 
with in life would have happened. Your mom and dad wouldn't 
be dead. Your old village wouldn't be gone. You'd still have 
Impetus and Syn and all of your friends from Blackoak. You 
wouldn't have me in your head. A lot of things wouldn't have 
happened if he had just let the Primogenitor alone. 


Zekra was horrified by those words. They couldn't have been true. 
She was better than that. She was understanding and not one to 
keep hating someone if they really were regretful of their actions. Her 
plagued self had to be lying to her. 


And yet... it quickly became apparent to her that her plague spoke 
the truth. Though she did understand that Yimtri truly felt guilty over 
the horrible mistake he made as a human, some part of her couldn't 
help but hate him for waking up the Primogenitor. That dark side of 
her couldn't help but want to kill him to make him pay for all of the 


suffering that he had brought not just brought about on her, but 
everyone in all of Shiron. And no matter how much she tried to 
reason with herself, she couldn't convince that part of her otherwise. 
It was absolutely bent on hating Yimtri. 


Something in Zekra's heart fractured at the thought. 


Now Iet's go back to how Tear would react if he found out that 
the truth. If Tear finds out that he was also responsible for 
waking up the Primogenitor, he can't possibly take that well. 
He'll know that he's the reason everyone's suffered so much. 
He'll know that he's the reason YOU have suffered. He'll know 
that the one he cares so much about Is in all of this horrible 
pain because of something he did. And depending on how 
badly he takes it, he might take really drastic measures. He 
might end up like Yimtri and feel so guilty that he'll run off ina 
haste to stop the Primogenitor all by himself. Or he'll go into a 
very dark depression that no one can take him out of. Or he 
might just kill himself. 


Tears formed in Zekra's eyes as the truth her plagued self spoke 
dawned on her. The horrible, awful truth that she wished she didn't 
have to know. She vainly stifled her whimpering. 


Why... why are you doing this to me? You were never like this 
before! You didn't tear me apart like this before! 


Because you've never been so ridiculously stubborn before. 
You always listened to me before when | talked to you, but now 
you're like some kind of unmovable boulder. Some furry, over- 
reactive and overly optimistic boulder. | always thought that 
was a great thing about you, but then | remembered that you're 
stubborn about stupid things too. So because trying to be 
reasonable wasn't working with you, | used the one tactic that 
you | know makes you see the truth: | broke all of your 
delusions. | broke every single one of them you threw at me so 
that your mind would finally clear up and let the truth get in 
there. Because Zekra, the truth can't get into your mind when 


it's so clouded with false hopes. All of those fake things have to 
be cut and destroyed if you ever want to see the truth. 


But to answer your real question, I'm telling all of this to you 
because I'm helping you. You need as much help as you can get 
when you're so close to achieving the goal you've wanted to 
reach for so long. You had to see that even though you're trying 
to be optimistic and everything, that's not going to work here. 
Everyone is plagued, and no matter how much they try, their 
plague will latch onto the first sign of hate they'll show. And 
then, that hate will always be on everyone's mind and slowly 
drive them insane until they finally act on the hate. We plagued 
selves don't like doing that, but we can't help it. It's in our 
instincts to latch onto it, even if we want you to get over the 
hate. 


You've gotta keep this secret between you and me, or else you'll 
tear all of your friends apart and you'll never be able to stop the 
Primogenitor. It's a sad but true fact. 


Zekra curled into a tight ball as she wept bitterly. She found she 
could no longer talk to her plagued self. Even though she knew it 
was right and wanted to say that it was, she couldn't bring herself to 
do it. The thought that she was going to have to lie to everyone she 
knew about such a massive secret was tearing her heart to pieces 
and making her sick to her stomach. 


It'll be less painful in time. Maybe not right away, but eventually 
it will. But, 'll get rid of the pain for a while. You need some rest 
anyway for tomorrow. 


Zekra couldn't even ask what her plagued self what it meant by that 
before she abruptly blacked out, joining the darkness in her mind. 


It was morning when Zekra woke up again. She didn't know long she 
had been passed out for, but she knew that it would be noon in 


another hour or so based on how high the sun was shining in the sky 
and what her instincts told her. 


Zekra groaned loudly as she opened her eyes and stretched out her 
limbs, finding that doing so caused a terrible ache to fill her limbs. It 
seemed that even with her second dose of rest, she still hadn't 
recovered from her fight with Yimtri. 


She frowned painfully as she released a deep sigh and looked 
around. She was still in the same spot she had passed out on, 
having not moved even an inch. Her plagued self, it seemed, hadn't 
made her do anything as it had been healing her. 


"Ugggggh," Zekra whined, not even bothering to get up. 


She was about to close her eyes, perhaps to get a few more minutes 
of rest before she would head off to reunite with her friends, but was 
quick to realize that they might already be awake and worrying over 
her. And with that thought, a consuming reluctance was quick to 
wash over her. 


Do | really have to see them right now? Zekra thought to herself. Do 
| really have to face them again after everything that's happened? 


It didn't take long for the answer to come to Zekra. She knew she 
didn't have a choice; she would have had to return to them 
eventually. It was better to return to them now than later and have all 
of them worrying sick over her. 


She slowly stood up, grimacing as she steadied herself on all fours. 
When she found she could stand without feeling light-headed, she 
then made her way down the road and toward the house that Terron 
and the others were still at. At least, she hoped that they were still at 
the house. They could have been looking for her if they had woken 
up already and noticed that she wasn't with them. But, she tried not 
to dwell in that too much and kept moving forward, ignoring the 
stinging in her legs. 


Sometime later, Zekra finally came back to the home she had been 
searching for. With a gulp, she made her way into the house and 
entered the bedroom with the quietest steps she could manage. She 
was quick to find that everybody was awake, all four of them 
gathered together. Everyone except Nyx was shooting each other 
frustrated and anxious glances. 


"Ugh, where did those two run off to?" Terron asked in exasperation. 
"Today's an important day and both of them decided they just had to 
disappear." 


"| cannot think of anything they could possibly want to do," Novus 
stated. "If | had to guess, I'd say that they disappeared sometime last 
night, but for what reason? | realize that they're both of the darkness 
affinity and that particular kind of affinity enjoys frolicking about the 
night, but | don't think that would give them any excuse to wander 
away when such an important journey starts the next day. Not to 
mention why they'd be gone even until the late morning..." 


" And there she Is." 


Everyone stopped bickering amongst themselves and looked over at 
Nyx to find that she was pointing a claw at Zekra, who was still 
standing at the entrance to the room. The second that everyone 
realized this, all of them except the Darkrai rushed over to Zekra, 
nearly crashing into her. Zekra grinned nervously as she took a 
couple steps back. She immediately wished she could leave the 
room. 


"Hey guys... hi," she greeted awkwardly. 

"We were worried sick about you," Zeverous said, sighing in relief. 
"We thought that you got kidnapped by someone from the Fellowship 
or something like that." 


"Oh no... no, no one kidnapped me. I'm fine." 


"You sure?" Zeverous asked. "| mean, where'd you even go?" 


"Uhh... just out. Just went out last night and | kind of fell asleep while 
| was busy running around. Kind of got addicted to running around at 
night since | haven't done it in a while." 


"Well that's... nice," Zeverous replied, seemingly not sure what to 
make of the statement. 


"Yeah, was sort of an impulse | had. But I'm back. Sorry that | was 
worrying you guys So much." 


"Did you see Yimtri by any chance?" Terron then asked. "He 
disappeared last night too, and Nyx says that she can't find him 
since she can't sense his blight. Apparently it's being snuffed out or 
something like that because he's got that pin." 


Zekra tried to say something, but was quick to find that no words 
were coming out of her mouth. She'd think she'd know what to say 
and open her maw to speak, but the words would then promptly 
disappear from her mind and leave her in a stupor. 


"Zekra?" Terron asked, more softly this time. 


The Zorua brought her gaze to the Cubone, but then turned away 
when she found that she couldn't keep eye contact with him. 


" She saw him." 


Everyone snapped their glances over to Nyx to find that she was 
staring at Zekra, a strange mix of curiosity and edginess in her eye. 
Zekra frowned reluctantly, feeling the Darkrai's gaze boring into her. 


"| know you were with my Sableye child last night. You would not 
have left in the middle of the night on the very same night that he left 
unless you wanted to talk to him. So, why exactly is he gone?" 


Zekra didn't know how to reply to the comment. All she could do was 
shirk back and avert her gaze from the horrified glances everyone 
gave her. 


Augh, of course Nyx figured that out! Why'd she have to go and put 
me right on the spot? I'm not ready to talk about this... 


Because she wants to know what happened to Yimtri. He's 
basically her child and since you were with him last, she knows 
you know what happened to him. Not like it matters really 
though, since you would have had to tell everyone what 
happened anyway. Mother just made you have to talk about it 
faster than you expected. 


Gah! You again! 


Stop acting like that every time | talk to you. It's not that big of a 
deal. 


Whatever! What are you doing here? 


I'm helping you by preventing you from having a meltdown in 
front of everyone. Now, start talking to them. 


| really don't want to do this right now. | really don't want to lie to 
everybody... | didn't even get time to make something up! 


You don't always get time to prepare for things, Zekra. Things 
don't work like that. Just say something and if you slip up, I'll 
stop you. Or something. Just start talking. You'll think of 
something. 


Zekra's uncomfortable frown deepened as she heard her plagued 
self told her this, but knew that it was right. She kept her gaze off of 
the ones before her and desperately formulated the words she had 
to say next very carefully. 


"Alright fine, | was with him last night," Zekra sighed. "| was hanging 
out with him because | wanted to talk to him since you know, | was 
kind of curious about him. And everything was going fine for a while, 
but then... he told me that the real reason he was away from 
everyone was because he was going to leave us in a few minutes 


and go stop the Primogenitor in his own way. He said he didn't want 
to be with us anymore and that he was better off doing it on his own 
with his Fellowship. He didn't like being around us because | guess 
we clashed with his personality too much or something. | tried to 
convince him to stay, but he didn't want to listen. And after some 
arguing, he ended up getting away from me before | could stop 
him..." 


"But | don't know where he went, alright? He didn't say where he was 
going; he just said he was going to finish everything without us. He 
could be halfway around the world for all | know." 


Zekra felt her legs shaking again. She wanted to say so much more, 
mainly how Yimtri knew of how the Primogenitor came to be and how 
he had been spending his entire life to stop the Primogenitor to make 
up for the horrible mistake he made so long ago and that she had 
nearly died in trying to pry that information out of him, but she knew 
she couldn't say it. She had to keep that a secret. She didn't have 
any other choice, no matter how much her heart begged her to 
speak of it. 


The four Pokémon before her stared at her, completely speechless. 


"He left?" Terron asked in disbelief. "Yimtri left, just like that? He's 
not coming back?" 


Zekra slowly shook her head, unable to speak anymore words. 
Terron, upon seeing this, seemed to become at a loss. 


The entire room became filled with an awkward silence, no one able 
to comprehend how they wanted to feel about the situation. On one 
hand, everyone was somewhat glad that the Sableye wasn't going to 
be with them anymore. His abrasive and condescending remarks 
were extremely grating and could have easily caused massive 
contention in the group. Though he was a respectable leader of his 
Fellowship and all of his followers were pleased with him, they only 
knew him from afar and saw the facade of an unwavering, tactful 
Sableye. They had never had to spend continuous hours in his 


presence. Having him around as a companion was an entirely 
different experience and brought out a dark side in the Sableye that 
the team found to be intolerable a good majority of the time. No 
longer having the Sableye around was beneficial in that regard. It 
would allow the group to function in better harmony. 


But at the same time, they had just lost what was arguably their most 
valuable team member. While he was borderline insufferable in 
personality and social etiquette around them, Yimtri made up for it by 
being talented at practically everything else. His intangibility made 
him a difficult target to enemies and granted everybody else some 
safety in knowing that he could protect them by temporarily sharing 
his power with them. His ability to manipulate his shadow in 
demented ways was also incredibly valuable, it being a power that 
no one in all of Shiron had due to how much he was synchronized 
with his plagued self. There was hardly a way to counter against the 
power, and the only way to truly fight against it was to either copy the 
power or be Nyx. Then also, the Sableye was highly revered for 
being a master of strategy. While not all of his plans fell through, 
most of them always seemed to be met with success. He knew how 
to find a weakness in any of his opponents, and then exploit it 
completely. And if he could not find a weakness, then he knew how 
to manipulate the situation and create a weakness, such as 
infuriating someone out of rational thought and turning them into a 
rampaging fool. Now, they no longer had that talent in their lives. 


As everyone remained in contemplative silence, trying to figure out 
their own feelings, Zekra noticed Nyx drift toward the door. 


"| want to ask you something outside, Zorua. For the rest of you, 
stay here and leave us alone until we come back." 


Nyx shot Zekra a firm, almost imposing glance, and then 
disappeared out of the room. Zekra stood there for a brief moment, 
unsure of what to make of the Darkrai's demand. She looked over at 
her friends to find that they too seemed just as confused as she was. 


However, Zekra knew it was best not to keep the Darkrai waiting and 
exited the room. She didn't even bother to look back at the three 
behind her to see if they were following her or not. Though, she 
doubted that they'd dare to test Nyx. No one in their right mind would 
blatantly ignore her vague threats. 


Zekra made her way to the outside of the house and was quick to 
find Nyx hovering far down the road at quite a distance from the 
house, staring at the Zorua. Zekra thought that the air around Nyx 
was becoming increasingly cold. It nearly made Zekra shudder with 
anxiety. However, she kept herself together and came over to the 
Darkrai before stopping a few feet away from her. Nyx seemed to 
want Zekra to come closer with the way she kept staring at her in 
silence, but Zekra refused to come any closer. She didn't like being 
alone with Nyx. Whether she was on her side or not, Nyx was still a 
powerful Darkrai capable of flinging Zekra into her worst nightmare. 
Then not only that, but she could easily manipulate Zekra due to 
being the master of the plague within her. With but a snap of her 
claws, Zekra could instantly become Nyx's puppet. 


Because of that, Zekra found herself wary of the Darkrai when no 
one was with her in case something went wrong. It didn't help that 
Nyx hadn't bothered to explain why she wanted to talk to Zekra in 
the first place with no one else with them. 


"Why is Sableye Dimitri gone?" 


"Uh, because he didn't want to hang out with us anymore," Zekra 
answered slowly, not sure what to make of the question when she 
had explained this earlier. "He said he'd have a better time stopping 
the Primogenitor on his own than with us. He just really doesn't like 
being around us." 


" That is what he said?" 


"Yeah... | told you this back at the house. Just didn't want to be 
around us anymore because he thought having a bunch of Pokémon 


with him was annoying. He just wanted to be all alone again like he 
was when he first came to Shiron." 


Nyx shot the Zorua an unimpressed glare, sending a nervous shiver 

down Zekra's back. She could even feel her plagued self shirk in her 
mind. However, she refused to let the fear consume her and kept her 
gaze glued to the Darkrai. 


" Really?" 


"Yes, that's what he told me!" Zekra cried desperately. "| mean, didn't 
you notice that he was always avoiding everybody ever since we 
woke up here? He hated being around us. He didn't even want to be 
around me when | was trying to talk to him, but | kinda convinced 
him to let me stay with him for a while. Why else would he leave us?" 


The Darkrai kept her dark gaze fixed on Zekra, as if trying to pry the 
answer out of Zekra's soul. Zekra could feel her heart churn up a 
tempest at the sight and heard it tell her to tell the Darkrai the one 
other reason the Sableye left, but she shut out the voices the best 
she could and remained firm. A moment later, Nyx released a short 
sigh. 


" Alright, fine. Well then, | have a different question for you." 
"And what would that be?" Zekra asked, still on edge. 
" Why did you want to talk to him the night before he left?" 


Zekra frowned cautiously at the question, not sure what she wanted 
to think. It was a rather strange question to ask, and for a moment, 
she didn't say anything. However, after more thought, she realized 
that there wasn't any harm in answering the question. It would be 
odd to talk about, but it was certainly better than staying on the topic 
of how she was responsible for Yimtri's leave. It would distract Nyx. 


"Because... well, | wanted to get to know him better," Zekra 
confessed. "Didn't really know him too well, so | wanted to change 


that." 


" Was it because you found out that he and Cubone Dimitri were 
once the same human?" 


"Yeah, pretty much. | just wanted to make up for the fact that | saw 
him as a bad guy and stuff. Because after everything that happened 
with you in those woods and finding out that he was Tear, | figured 
that maybe | should give him a second chance. | thought that maybe 
he was a nice guy and he just looked messed up from the distance 
or something." 


" And how did that go for you?" 


"He had a lot of interesting things to say. He tried to get me to go 
away for a while, but | think he was kind of impressed with how | was 
being accepting about all of this stuff he was talking about. And then 
we kind of talked about ourselves and he told me about his life. | 
learned a lot of other stuff too." 


" What did you learn?" 


"Hmm, well. He told me why we dark-types are always so emotional, 
and that was kind of cool since I've always kind of wondered why 
that is. And then he told me a little about dimensions, which was 
weird, but | kind of understand what he was talking about. And then 
he was telling me about all sorts of stuff about life in general, and 
some of it was kind of messed up, but he was kind of right when | 
think about it." 


Zekra sighed as she reflected in the depressing information, but was 
quick to shake it out of her mind. 


"But really, it was a good talk," she said with a more cheerful tone. "I 
liked talking to him, and | think he might have liked talking to me 
too." 


" So if everything was going so well for you two, then why did he 
suddenly decide that he wanted to abandon us after that talk? 
Sableye Dimitri is not someone who enjoys having personal 
conversations with anyone. It took me quite a long time to have him 
be open to me when | was Chloe, and even then, there were many 
things he would not talk to me about, such as that he was a human 
being. If he liked you so much that he was willing to share his life's 
story with you, he would have stayed. He would have tolerated 
everyone else and stayed simply because of you. So what could 
have happened so that after opening up to you, he decided to leave 
us?" 


Zekra felt her stomach tie into a knot. She realized now that Nyx had 
been asking these questions to gain more information out of her, and 
now, Zekra had fallen right into her trap. 


" What did you do so that Sableye Dimitri left?" 
"|... | didn't..." Zekra sputtered out. 


Nyx was giving Zekra that glare again. The glare that was trying to 
bore into her soul and force the answers right out of her. Even with 
her voice perpetually fixed in a collected and mellow tone, it still 
made Zekra take a fearful step back. Nyx stayed where she was. 


" So you are saying that it is a coincidence that Sableye Dimitri left 
right after you talked to him on a personal level?" 


Zekra felt as though she was being backed into a corner. She tried to 
think of some sort of an answer, some sort of lie she could conjure 
up to satisfy Nyx, but she couldn't think of any. Her mind was in too 
much of a frenzied mess to accomplish that. The only tangible idea 
she had was to tell Nyx the truth, but she knew she couldn't. No 
matter how easy or how much her heart demanded it, she couldn't 
tell anyone the horrible truth Yimtri revealed to her. Who knew what 
would happen if Nyx found out the truth. 


"| am waiting for your answer, Zorua." 


Say something, Zekra. 
I'm trying! You have no idea how much | am! But | just can't! 


Well you better say something soon, or else Mother just might 
start taking pretty drastic measures. Sure, she's not as vicious 
as you other dark-types, but she wants her answers. And if you 
don't give her an answer soon, she's going to get mad. You 
don't want to see Mother when she's mad. 


Just shut up! | don't need you to tell me what | already know. 


Just start talking, Zekra. You can think of something. You're 
good at lying. Or at least, you should be since you're a dark- 
type and all. 


Zekra felt like making another hostile remark at her plagued self, but 
then she saw Nyx's glare and was quick to bring her priorities back 
into order. She gulped as she searched through her erratic thoughts 
and hastily constructed something to say. 


"Alright fine, it was my fault!" Zekra spat out. 


Zekra's mouth gaped in horror at what she had just said, but before 
she could take back her words, she quickly realized that she didn't 
have to. She knew what to say now that would satisfy Nyx, yet still 
keep Yimtri's secret hidden. 


"It's my fault he's gone," Zekra said again to Nyx, keeping her rueful 
tone. "Yimtri left because... he never wanted to open up to me. All 
he wanted was for me to leave him alone so he could think about our 
little trip. But, he caved because | wouldn't stop bugging him. And, 
when | think about it, | really don't think he wanted to talk about 
anything personal with me. He kept trying really hard to get me to go 
away by saying a bunch of cold things, but | wouldn't leave. So he 
kept telling me things just to satisfy me when | really don't think he 


wanted to... but after a while | think | just pushed him way too hard 
and he couldn't take it anymore. So he left! He left because he didn't 
want to be around me after all of the pestering | did. He couldn't 
stand being around me anymore. So it's my fault he's gone. | drove 
him away." 


For a moment, Nyx didn't say anything. She only hovered before 
Zekra, staring her down with her relentless gaze. But then, she 
simply looked away from the Zorua and with a disappointed sigh, 
she drifted away from the Zorua. 


"| have somewhere to go to." 


"Wait you're not going to leave us too, are you?" Zekra hastily asked. 
"We need you!" 


" As tempted as it would be to leave you to find my lost child, | will 
not. | do not know where he is, and | have Cubone Dimitri to look 
after. | will not leave him behind to go find the other child, even if 
what he is doing is a mistake. However, there is something | can do." 


A bright light rippled across the Darkrai's body, and then, a 
transparent copy of herself shot out of her back. It hovered near Nyx, 
staring vaguely into the distance with eyes that held no light within 
them. Then, in the blink of an eye, it rushed past Zekra, disappearing 
far down the road and out of sight. Nyx's single eye dimmed as it 
vanished and Zekra saw the Darkrai falter for a moment. But despite 
this weakness, the Darkrai still hovered imposingly above the Zorua. 


" Maybe it will find him. Maybe it will not. | will give it a week. But it 
will do when I can do nothing else. My splitting ability has been 
greatly sabotaged thanks to my fight against you five. | should be 
thankful it was the only piece of my power that was crippled thanks 
to all of you.” 


"Nyx look, I'm sorry-" 


" My conversation with you is over. There is nothing more to be said. 
We have a journey to start anyway. We best prepare for it when we 
are leaving so soon. Tell the others | will meet them when they leave 
this town. All of your blights will give away your location." 


And with that, Nyx left the Zorua to herself as she retreated deeper 
into the ghost town, never once looking back. Zekra frowned glumly 
as she turned away from the sight, feeling the ache in her heart 
return. 


Great, she hates me now. Zekra thought bitterly. Just great. But she 
can't know the real reason he left. She can't know about Yimtri's 
secret. She might love him, but if she knew that he was responsible 
for the Primogenitor being here... | just can't imagine what she'd do 
to him. Or Tear. Tear... 


She squeezed her eyes tight and took in a few deep breaths, 
calming herself. She couldn't afford to dwell in the subject anymore. 
She had a mission to go on soon, and she couldn't be weighed down 
by the guilt and depression. She had to be strong and fight just as 
much as everyone else, all while keeping her cheery and carefree 
attitude. 


When the painful feelings were dampened just enough so that she 
could tolerate them, Zekra opened her eyes and made her way back 
inside the house. When she reunited with her friends, she was quick 
to find that they all had their belongings strapped to their persons, 
presumably ready to leave for the day. She raised her front paw and 
was about to announce her return, but a sudden stupor came over 
her, silencing her voice. She grimaced as she lowered her paw back 
down. 


However, it turned out that Zekra didn't need to say anything, for 
Terron was quick to notice her standing nearby. He was quick to 
flash her a smile. 


The second Zekra saw that smile, something pierced her heart. She 
didn't know what it was, but she did know that it was preventing her 


from returning the smile. 


"Oh hey, you're back," he greeted. "Did everything go okay with 
Nyx?" 


"Yeah, everything went okay," Zekra said. "She just wanted to talk 
about some stuff. But everything went alright." 


"What did she want to talk about?" Zeverous then cut in as he 
approached his sister. 


"Just about which way Yimtri went so that she could maybe figure 
out where he went," Zekra explained hollowly. "But she's not running 
away from us too. She's just not here right now because she just 
wanted to go do something for a bit. But she said she'd find us." 


"Oh, alright then," Zeverous replied, breathing out a sigh. "I was 
worried for a second that she was going to hurt you or something." 


"No, she didn't do anything," Zekra stated. "She's a nice Pokémon.” 


Zeverous nodded solemnly, and then allowed for silence so that 
Terron could speak to Zekra again. However, Terron didn't say 
anything. He only kept his stare fixed on Zekra, his expression 
hidden well behind his ivory mask. Upon seeing this, Zekra felt an 
uncomfortable awkwardness come over her. She was about to 
initiate another conversation with her brother so she could ignore the 
sudden feeling, but Novus, at long last, spoke. 


"Well since it seems that everything is fine, is everyone ready to 
leave?" Novus asked. 


Terron and Zekra nodded wordlessly. 


"Well, if they're all set, then | am too," Zeverous said carelessly. 
"Where are we heading?" 


"Since Nyx claims that she will meet us on the outskirts of this city, 
we will probably go to the north end for now and wait for her there," 


Novus answered. "Then afterwards, I'll show you our first destination 
so that no one will be uninformed of the plan." 


"Sounds like a plan then!" Zeverous said enthusiastically. "Awesome. 
Well then, let's get going. | can't wait to go find some awesome 
dragons..." 


With a smug grin spread out across his face, Zeverous exited the 
room, Novus following shortly behind him. Zekra took a step forward, 
but before she could, Terron stood in front of her. She stopped and 
looked up at him, seeing that he now wore a more concerned 
expression compared to earlier. 


"Are you okay, Zekra?" he asked her in a gentle voice. 


"Yeah, I'm fine," she answered. "Kind of nervous about going out and 
getting those dragons, but I'm fine. Why do you ask?" 


"Because I'm worried about you," Terron replied as he came closer 
to her. "| mean, you look okay, but | still wanted to ask." 


Zekra felt the uncomfortable awkwardness overwhelm her once 
again. But unlike all of the other times this feeling came over her, she 
now felt another emotion growing inside of her. It was a very strange 
sense of wariness, like she was suddenly needed to get away from 
him. But, she didn't Know why. She considered it might been out of 
fear, but then she realized that absolutely nothing about Terron 
scared her. 


So if it wasn't because of fear, then why did she want to get away 
from her dear friend? 


"Zekra?" Terron asked again, waving a hand in front of her face. 


The Zorua shook her head. The feeling still persisted, but she knew 
she couldn't dwell in it any longer. She'd have to ignore it. 


"I'm fine," Zekra admitted, partially speaking her feelings. "Really, | 
am. | mean, I'm a little nervous about everything, but I'm fine other 
than that." 


Terron nodded slowly. Zekra waited for him to move out of the way 
so the two of them could after their other friends, but he didn't. He 
only remained where he was in front of her, staring down at her with 
a pitiful gaze. Zekra felt the awkwardness in her spike. 


"We should get going," she then said. "We shouldn't keep Zev and 
Novus waiting." 


Zekra stepped around the Cubone, but before she could get very far, 
she suddenly found her head buried into the front of Terron's coat. 
She flinched for a moment, but was quick to stifle the reaction and 
was soon to figure out that Terron was holding her in a tight 
embrace, his chin resting on the top of her head. 


"Hey Zekra," he said, his voice low and somber. "Can you remember 
something for me?" 


"Yeah?" she asked, her voice just as quiet. 


"Just remember that no matter what happens, whether you get 
caught by the Fellowship's generals or something happens to one of 
our friends... remember that we'll get through this together. I'm not 
going to leave you." 


Zekra's gaze fell. She understood what was going through Terron's 
mind now. He was still worried about her because of their quest to 
find Zekrom and Reshiram. Though the very idea of the journey 
didn't seem harrowing at a first glance, it actually would be a very 
dangerous mission. With the Primogenitor out to get specifically 
them and it controlling so many powerful Pokémon, there was a very 
good chance that they'd have a number of tribulations ahead. Even 
with all of the support on their side, Terron and Zekra knew that they 
were not much safer than they had been when it was only the two of 
them in the Fellowship. 


But despite the dread that thought had surely brought, Terron was 
still giving Zekra the reassurance that he'd be there for Zekra, no 

matter what happened. He was still trying to be the best friend he 
could be. Zekra closed her eyes as she pressed her head into his 
chest. 


"Thanks, Tear." 


But even as she said this, Zekra still couldn't feel the love she had 
for her friend. 


After wandering for some time, Nyx finally found herself by a river 
that was near what once was Aurora Town. It was a peaceful place 
with the trees’ thick canopy protecting her from the bright rays of the 
noon sun, and no wild Pokémon in sight to bother her. However, she 
couldn't feel any of the peace the forest was emitting. She couldn't 
even feel the warmth of the stray beams of sunlight that hit her wispy 
flesh. All she felt was her energy slowly draining away, making it 
more difficult to remain hovering. But, she paid this no mind and 
brought herself to a half by the river's side. 


With a deep sigh, she closed her eyes. 


From within the darkness of her mind, something slowly manifested 
itself before her. It was incomprehensible at first, there only being a 
bright light in the seemingly endless void of black, but eventually 
everything became clearer. The darkness retreated away from her 
mind's eyes as the light grew, and soon she found herself seeing 
through the eyes of Terron. She saw him sitting somewhere outside 
the town, his three companions among him. She heard their 
conversations, and after listening for a short while, was quick to 
figure out that they were in the northwest outskirts of the city and 
were waiting for her. 


| have a moment or two before | need to go back to them. she told 
herself. Though my time alone was short lived, it was something. 


She cut off her connection to Terron's plagued self, erasing the vision 
from her mind. She felt some regret at invading Terron's privacy and 
spying on some conversations that she had no reason to eavesdrop 
on, but was quick to justify her actions by telling herself that it was 
the only way she'd know when it was time to depart. Besides, it 
could have been worse. She could have done much worse things to 
the plagued self within not just Terron, but anyone who was almost to 
the point of synchronization with their plague, as she had done in the 
past when she had been brainwashed. Their numbers were few, but 
they were the only ones she had wanted to keep an eye on in the 
first place. 


That was, she still could do those things, except to one certain 
Pokémon she held dear to her. Nyx felt her heart sink at the thought 
of that Pokémon. She had come here to get her mind off him, but 
apparently it had been in vain. 


She closed her eyes and for what had to be the tenth time that day, 
tried to locate Yimtri through his plague. She called out to his 
plagued self, asking it to heed her call and let her know where he 
had gone to and if he was safe. 


But there was no answer. There was only silence. An awful, lonely 
silence. 


Nyx opened her eyes. 


You are making a terrible mistake, Sableye Dimitri. she said within 
her mind, futilely hoping that her words could somehow reach Yimtri. 


She gazed down into the water as it rushed past her, looking at the 
reflection of herself staring back at her vacantly. It rippled with the 
water's current, making it so that her body seemed to flow 
rhythmically even more than it already did. She looked at the mirror 
version of herself, noting how different it looked compared to the 
Turtwig body she had been so accustomed to for so many years. 
There were times she had forgotten she was a Darkrai when she 
had a good majority of her soul masquerading as that Turtwig for a 


time. She had forgotten how imposing she actually was compared to 
that seemingly harmless grass-type. 


| know why you are really gone, Sableye Dimitri. Though she refuses 
to say it, | know that Zorua discovered what you did as a human. You 
thought you had kept that a secret from everyone up until last night, 
but | knew the truth. | knew for a long time, ever since | saw it in your 
dreams when | first brought you here as a human. 


While | understand that you are so desperately trying to make up for 
all of the suffering you have brought to this world, you do not realize 
what you are doing is hopeless. Even though you stood so strongly 
against me when | was brainwashed, never wavering in your 
commitment, | am nothing compared to the Primogenitor. A Darkrai 
like myself is nothing to that monster. You may think you know what 
it is capable of, but you know nothing. You only know a tiny sliver of 
knowledge that | offered you. 


She shifted her vision to that of the copy she had created and saw 
that it was roaming an empty field far away from Aurora Town. It had 
still not found Yimtri nor any traces of him. She quickly detached her 
mind from it as she let it continue to do as it pleased. She could feel 
small waves of pain rolling through her body as her energy continued 
to be sapped away, but she didn't withdrawal her clone back into 
herself. It was her only chance of finding Yimtri. She would give her 
clone one week. She was sure that was the longest she could 
endure without it hindering her ability to protect Terron too much. 


| told you that | wanted to send you back to Kuron when | brought 
you here because you were a child. | told you that was the only 
reason. But that was a lie. There was another reason that | hid from 
you and Cubone Dimitri. 


Come back before you can discover what | had to hide from you for 
your own safety. 


Come back before the Primogenitor can find you. 


Come back so ! can protect you. 


Chapter 56: Unravel 


X 
Chapter 56 


Unravel 


"So Novus, I've got a question for you." 
"Yes?" 
"How long do you think it will take us to find Reshiram and Zekrom?" 


"Hmm, an interesting question. It's difficult to say, but | had to give a 
guess, I'd say that it might take a couple of months. Given how many 
locations we need to search out, and the distance between them, it 
could take quite a long time. Then not only that, but it also depends 
upon if we want to find both of the dragons. | realize that finding only 
one of them could be adequate enough, but perhaps having both of 
them on our side would be better. If that's the case, it could take 
quite a long time. Perhaps six months if that were the case. Even 
with our illusionists being able to take on rather swift forms, | know it 
would still take quite a while." 


"All the way to winter ? Novus, how many locations are there 
anyway?" 


The Quilava turned his gaze away from the baffled Cubone as he 
reached into the bag resting beside him and dug around through its 
contents. Seconds later, he pulled out a map and laid it out along the 
grass, carefully placing nearby rocks down on the corners. Terron, 
Zekra, and Zeverous gathered around the map and were quick to 
find that there were a large number of black dots scattered across 
the paper region. Some marks were on places that were labeled, 
such as Senkiru Graveyard, while others were in a seemingly 


insignificant part of Shiron with no cities or landmarks of any sort in 
sight. 


"Fifteen places," Zeverous counted. "You have fifteen places you 
want us to search through." 


“There used to be more at one point in time, but thankfully | was able 
to eliminate a number of them. But yes, fifteen," Novus sighed. 


"How do you even know that Reshiram and Zekrom are in these 
locations anyway?" Terron then asked. 


"Because long ago, | was there with those dragons before they fell 
into a deep slumber," Novus explained. "And though nobody ever did 
figure out specifically where they went to rest, | was able to deduce 
where they most likely are based on information | Knew about those 
two. After all, | knew them for a time. | might not have known them 
personally, but | have had conversations with the both of them. So 
because of that, | think | Know where they might be resting.” 


"But you're not one hundred percent sure that they're actually at 
these locations," Terron said again. 


"lam actually," Novus said, a bit more firmly this time. "I know that 
they're at two of these locations. The one thing | don't know for 
certain is which one. But they're at two of those marks. Trust me 
when | say that | know that. We will find them if we search out these 
locations." 


Terron looked at his Quilava companion, finding that he was shooting 
the Cubone an intimidating stare. It wasn't necessarily a hostile 
stare, but Terron couldn't help but feel tense about it. Novus really 
did seem bent on finding Reshiram and Zekrom, even more so than 
he had in the past. He seemed absolutely unwilling to let the 
Opportunity slip out of his grasp. However, Terron knew it wasn't out 
of malicious intent. He knew that it was probably because Novus had 
been growing impatient with the team and how they never really did 
give his plan a chance when he announced it a time ago. Novus 


really did want to stop the Primogenitor just as much as anyone in 
the group, and his plan was his way of going about to achieve that 
seemingly impossible goal. 


It was the only concrete plan that anyone had if they wanted to puta 
permanent end to the Plagued Ones. 


"Alright, just wondering," Terron said with a short sigh. "Just kind of 
intimidated by how many places we have to go visit." 


"I'll say," Zeverous spoke up. "But, | do recognize some of these 
places. Like Diamond Crossing. That place is notorious for having 
this Froslass that loves to follow you around the place and tries to 
keep you with her forever. She'll freeze you and then keep you in her 
little ice house in this mountain near the place." 


"So what, she's like a Pokémon collector or something?" Zekra 
asked. 


"Yeah, pretty much," Zeverous replied. "Not that I've met her of 
course, but that's what I've heard." 


"Wow... SO she like keeps you as a trophy or something,” Zekra 
considered. "Creepy." 


"Hah. | think a Froslass isn't nearly as bad as everything we've seen 
and done, though,” Zeverous taunted. "She can't Summon up 
monsters or whatever. All she can do is shoot ice at us. She could be 
kind of a problem with her whole Destiny Power ability that a lot of 
Froslass have, but | wouldn't worry about it." 


"Yeah | know that," Zekra assured. "I'm not worried about that 
hoarder Froslass. Would be kind of cool to get a Froslass form 
anyway. Never did get to see what they could do besides than 
hover." 


"And then this dot is right on this secret place where all of the newly 
evolved Greninja go to train to become competent Greninja," 


Zeverous went on, pointing to a dot in the middle of a barren area of 
the map. 


"Really?" Novus wondered. "Last | remember, that location was 
nothing but miles of uncharted jungle." 


"Yeah, well that's just what they make everyone think," Zeverous 
Clarified with a nod. "Really, it's where all of the Greninja learn how to 
use their power. | don't know why they'd only have one place to train 
and not a bunch all over the place, but it's just something they do. 
And they're really good about hiding that place from Pokémon that 
aren't Greninja. Like, if they spot you hanging around nearby the 
place and you're not a Greninja, they'll Knock you out and dump you 
on the other side of the jungle. They've got spies everywhere. " 


"And | presume you know this much about the village because a 
client asked you to find something in that village?" Novus asked. 


"Heheh, well not really," Zeverous chuckled darkly. "It's more like... 
heheh, that | had to end up pretending to be one of the trainee 
Greninja there for a little while. Because you see, | kind of killed the 
Original guy on accident." 


Everyone slowly turned toward the Zoroark with unnerved stares. 
Zeverous continued to wear his awkward smile, shaking his head 
softly. 


"It was like a couple of months after | got plagued," he explained. "I 
was in that jungle area you've got marked on the map and | had only 
woken up an hour ago or something. And well, you know what 
happens to me the second | wake up. Except back then, | wasn't too 
good at stopping when | went on killing sprees. | pretty much killed 
everything in sight for a couple of hours and only really stopped 
when | got tired. My inner Plagued One really liked killing things. So | 
was just going around killing all of these wild Pokémon just to satisfy 
my inner Plagued One, and then just after | kill maybe my fifth 
Pokémon, | see this Greninja. And then the next thing | knew, he 
starts attacking me since he didn't want me finding the village. | 


knew he was a civil and | really didn't want to kill him, but | really 
didn't get a choice. Because let me tell you, if there's one thing that 
makes your inner Plagued One even more violent, it's having 
someone attack you. That really gets them all crazy and into a killing 
mood. 


"So long story short, | eventually got ahold of myself, but with a dead 
Greninja at my feet. | was just going to run and pretend that none of 
this happened, but then | heard the guy's friends coming for him 
since | think they heard all of our fighting. So because | didn't want to 
get murdered by five other Greninja, | got rid of the body and 
pretended to be him. So | told all of them | was fine and that | had 
been fighting some intruder, but he was gone. And so, they believed 
me, and they took me inside the village to get me all healed up. Was 
a cool place really. | learned a lot of interesting battle tactics from the 
teachers there and what not. Shame | had to sneak out after a few 
days so that nobody would figure out who | was. Would have liked to 
stay and learn some more." 


"Wow, that's pretty cool," Zekra said, her troublesome frown now 
replaced with an impressed grin. "They didn't come looking for you, 
though?" 


"Not really," Zeverous shrugged. "I think the Greninja | was 
masquerading as was actually supposed to leave the village soon 
anyway. The teachers always did seem to give me pretty advanced 
lessons from how | saw it. They probably thought it was just his time 
to go and do whatever graduated Greninja do." 


"Oh, okay," Zekra nodded thoughtfully. "Still, cool! | didn't know you 
actually got to train as a Greninja. | thought you stole all of those 
abilities like you do with all of your other forms when you first see 
abilities get used." 


"| stole a lot of them," Zeverous confessed. "Like, from the second | 
took on his form, | Knew how to use those water stars and 
everything. He was pretty much using everything he had against me 
when he was fighting me. | just got better at using those powers from 


the teachers. Figured that if | was going to be in that village fora 
while, | might as well get something out of it. Like, one of the things 
they taught me was how to kill things with those stars and swim at 
the same time. Never knew how to do that before." 


"Hmm so you are very well informed of this Greninja village and the 
surrounding area then," Novus then said. "That'll be useful for our 
journey. It might make finding one of the dragons much easier than | 
anticipated." 


"Yeah, if there's something there, you can bet I'll find it," Zeverous 
grinned. "Been doing stuff like that for years." 


Novus smiled, but only for a moment, for it Soon melted back into a 
blank frown. He then dug into the bag and pulled out a small pad of 
ink. After dipping the tip of his paw into it, he gently scribbled 
something onto the map where the Greninja village was. 


" Sorry that | kept each of you waiting. | had something to take care 
of." 


The voice surprised the four Pokémon, provoking a jump out of each 
of them. They hastily turned to find Nyx hovering not far from where 
all of them sat. Though she seemed fine, Terron couldn't help but 
think that her gaze was slightly downcast for some reason. 


"Oh hey, you're back," Terron greeted. "Everything okay?" 
" Yes. Everything is fine. Sorry to have taken so long." 


The Darkrai swooped closer to the group and settled herself in an 
empty space between Terron and Novus. Terron noted that Zekra 
seemed to take a subtle step closer to her brother. He considered 
asking her why this was, but then realized it was best not to ask in 
front of all of his friends. With that in mind, he pushed the thought 
away and brought his focus back to more important matters. 


"You didn't miss much, Nyx," Terron said. "Novus was just showing 
us some of the locations he wanted to go to. He hasn't really gone 
over any sort of plan yet." 


The Darkrai glanced down at the map. 
" You have a somewhat large number of destinations, Quilava." 


"Yes, | realize that," Novus responded. "But | doubt that reaching any 
of them should pose a real problem." 


" You do realize that to search out all of them, it could very well take 
guite a time to do so, do you not?" 


"| know. I'm very well aware of that fact and informed the others of it. 
They weren't too fazed by it and are still willing to search out the 
locations." 


"Very well. But there is something you should know before you 
leave. Something that you should consider carefully." 


"And exactly what would that be?" Novus asked earnestly. 


" You know that there is a good chance that you will die before you 
can find Reshiram and Zekrom, do you not?" 


Everyone became stunned at the remark, not expecting Nyx to bring 
up the grim topic without hesitation. Though deep down they already 
knew she was speaking the truth, no one had discussed it with as 
much gravity as Nyx was. No one said anything as Nyx continued 
speaking. 


" You cannot evade the Primogenitor for too long. It may not have 
found us for the past few weeks, but it will find us in time. It always 
finds what it wants. It is an undeniable truth. So, do you think you 
can find the dragons before the Primogenitor finds you with so many 
locations to investigate? Can you win this race against time?" 


Nyx kept her stare fixed on Novus, unwavering and intent on 
standing by her words. However, Novus proved just as steadfast, for 
his confidence was soon to return, breaking him out of his 
astonished state. He only released a short sigh and frowned. 


"Yes," he stated vehemently. "Do not think that | do not know what 
we are up against. | know that we cannot afford to wait around. But | 
never did say that we had to search out each of these locations as 
one unit." 


It didn't take long for everyone in the group to understand what 
Novus was trying to say. In hindsight, it should have been obvious, 
given that they all knew that they were short on time, but nobody had 
actually considered that it would actually be implemented into 
Novus's plan. 


"Wait, are you trying to say that you want us to split up and go after 
the dragons on our own?" Terron cut in, asking in a subdued voice. 


"Not necessarily alone," Novus corrected. "That's simply suicidal. My 
idea was more that we split the team into two groups and divide the 
number of places to visit among those two groups. So, seven places 
to search for one group, and eight places for the other." 


"Still, that's kind of risky," Terron argued. "| mean, wouldn't we 
become easier targets for the Primogenitor if we're all split up? It'd 
mean that it could eliminate all of us more quickly. Even if we're still 
in groups, we wouldn't have a whole lot of support from each other. 
Having four Pokemon compared to one Pokémon be on your side is 
a pretty big difference." 


"But it would buy us more time to search out the dragons," Novus 
insisted. "If we are spit up, then the Primogenitor would have a more 
difficult time finding all of us. Even if one group was eliminated, the 
other still has a chance to finish the mission. Consider our options. 
We can either sacrifice our time and play it safe with a high risk of all 
of us being eliminated, or we can sacrifice our numbers and finish 
our mission much more quickly with the risk of less support. We 


have to choose one, and frankly, the latter is the one with the highest 
success rate. Even Nyx agrees with me on that." 


" That is not necessarily true, Quilava. | only agree with it more than 
traveling as one group. But ! do not agree with it completely.” 


"Yes, but you still agree nonetheless," Novus stated, a hint of 
irritation entering his voice. "You know it's the best option we have 
right now." 


Nyx didn't say anything to the comment, choosing only to avert her 
vaguely resentful gaze away from the Quilava. 


Terron thought for a moment. He knew that Novus's plan did have 
good reasoning for existing and that it would be the best choice for 
their current situation from a logical standpoint, but a part of him 
couldn't quite agree with it. For as long as he had been on Shiron, he 
had always had his full team by his side. Everywhere he went, all of 
his teammates followed. He always felt most secure with all of his 
friends and allies surrounding him, knowing that not just him, but his 
friends were safe. The only time he didn't have his entire team with 
him was in his first journey into Erebus Woods, when Nyx had flung 
them into separate depths of the dungeon. He could still remember 
how unnerving that was, always worrying if Zekra, Impetus, and 
Vantis were still alive. It had nearly broken all of his focus on keeping 
himself alive in the dungeon. 


Now, Novus wanted Terron to go through that again. Granted, he 
and Zekra were much stronger now, and they had even stronger 
companions, but the fear was still there. He didn't want to lose any 
more of his friends. He had already lost Syn and Impetus. And 
though the loss of those two no longer haunted his mind at all times, 
there were still two holes in his heart. He wasn't sure if he could bear 
to have his heart broken further if someone else he cared for ended 
up dying or suffered an even worse fate. 


| don't want to lose anyone. Terron thought. | want everybody to be 
together so we can all be safe... 


But you can't do that. Everybody will die if you go with that 
plan. 


Terron frowned as he felt a certain entity make itself known in his 
mind. 


So it's better that | let everybody split up and become easier prey for 
the Primogenitor? 


You will only become easier prey if you stay together in a pack. 
The Primogenitor is hunting you down, Cubone Dimitri. It wants 
to find you through whatever means it can, and then It's going 
to kill you. If you split the group in two, you can at least get to 
the dragons faster. | can't promise that everybody will be alright 
if you do that, but I can say this: if you keep everybody 
together, all of you are going to die. That monster is going to 
find you. You got away from it for a little while because the 
Primogenitor wasn't actively looking for you, but now it's bent 
on finding you. You and your friends are its main targets. 


It's going to find you. Maybe not today, maybe not even 
tomorrow. But it will find you sometime soon. You can't hide 
from it. 


But, you already knew this, didn't you? 


Terron's frown deepened as the truth of his plagued self's words 
sank in. 


Make the right choice, Cubone Dimitri. You can't let your 
attachments get in the way. 


Terron sighed as the voice left his mind, giving him the peace he 
craved. However, it was short-lived, for he knew what he had to say 
next to his teammates who were oblivious to the conversation he just 
had. All of them were staring at him, waiting for their leader's 
decision. 


"Alright fine," Terron finally said. "Everyone, we're splitting up. It's the 
only way we're going to get this mission done fast enough." 


"You sure, Tear?" Zekra asked. 


"Yeah... | am," Terron answered, trying his best to sound confident 
with his decision, but ultimately sounding unenthusiastic. "It's the 
best choice right now." 


Zekra slowly nodded, though with a glum frown across her muzzle. 
Terron wanted to say something to her, but realized that he didn't 
have any encouraging words for her. He couldn't say anything when 
even he didn't actually agree with his own plan. 


"Well then, it's settled," Novus spoke up, breaking the awkward 
tension between Terron and Zekra. "Now that we have a plan, it's 
time to create the teams. So, based on everyone's abilities and 
Skills, | think it's best if we create one team with Terron, myself, and 
Zekra and have the other team have Nyx and Zeverous. That way, 
we have an illusionist on each team that can quickly get us to our 
destinations. Then also, it allows each team to have one member 
who has a talent for locating the items. Are there any objections?" 


" | would rather be on my Cubone child's team instead." 
Novus frowned unsurely at the request. 


"| understand you want to be with him because you care so deeply 
about him for some unfathomable reason," Novus started to say, "but 
that would mean that if you were to be on Terron's team, Zeverous 
would be alone. I'd rather not have anyone on the teams be alone, 
no matter how competent they may be." 


" What if he instead were to join the Zoroark and I? No one would be 
alone if that were the case." 


"Well | could, but | would rather have Terron be with me," Novus 
stated. "| made a promise to a friend a time ago that | would protect 


him, and | have no intentions of breaking that promise. | cannot keep 
that promise if he is not with me." 


Nyx shot the Quilava a dark glare, her eye glimmering maliciously. 
Terron backed away from her as the air grew colder, chilling him to 
the bone. 


Terron was about to speak up before anything could escalate, but 
just as he was about to, something else happened. 


"You can take my place, Nyx. You and me can swap places." 


Everyone turned away from the spectacle to find Zekra standing in 
front of her brother, wearing the same reluctant frown as she had 
earlier. Nyx's hostile aura vanished as she stared suspiciously at the 
Zorua. 


" You want to leave the company of your dear partner on what could 
very well be your last journey?" 


"You're really not making the decision any easier but... yeah," Zekra 
sighed in defeat. "You can go with him instead and I'll just hang out 
with Zev." 

" Are you sure about that?" 

"Yeah. Yeah... | am." 

The Darkrai kept her gaze on the Zorua a moment longer. 

" Fine. If you insist. | will not argue with your choice." 

"Wait, what?" Terron babbled, almost unable to comprehend what 
had just happened. "Zekra, you don't have to do this! We could work 


out something else." 


"It's fine, Tear," Zekra said quietly. "Really, I'm fine with this whole 
thing." 


"But how are we supposed to get anywhere if you're not with us?" 
Terron then asked. "We really need your illusions to fly us 
everywhere." 


" You do not need to worry about that. | can carry you and the 
Quilava. You two are small enough for it not to affect my flying." 


Terron shot the Darkrai an exasperated glare. 
"Nyx, that's not the poi-" 


"Tear, it's fine!" Zekra cut in, snapping Terron's gaze away from the 
Darkrai. "Don't argue with her." 


The rage in Terron's heart abruptly died, leaving him with an 
unbearable emptiness within him. All he could do was stare at his 
friend in horror, still not believing his ears. Zekra couldn't want to 
actually be separated from him. The two of them had been at each 
other's side since the day they met. No matter what, they were 
always there for each other. Through loss and endless hardships, 
they refused to leave each other. 


Something had to be wrong. There had to be a reason for why Zekra 
would suddenly want to separate with no warning whatsoever. 


"Well, if we are all satisfied with teams," Novus started to say, "then 
it's time to-" 


"Can you give Zekra and | like five minutes to talk?" Terron 
interjected. 


Terron saw Zekra shoot him a bewildered stare in the corner of his 
eye, but he didn't let that move him. Instead, he patiently waited for 
Novus's reply. 


"Hmm, go ahead," Novus said after a moment of consideration. "I 
don't see why you two cannot have one last conversation. Though, 
don't try to drag it out for too long.” 


"We won't. Thanks." 


The Cubone got to his feet and brought his full attention to his 
partner. 


"Let's go, Zekra." 


He took a few steps away from the group, then stopped and waited 
for her to follow. It took a few seconds, but eventually, Zekra made 
her way toward him. Once he saw that, he led her back into the 
empty city. 


Terron brought Zekra to one of the many trees that were scattered all 
throughout the town. It wasn't exactly the best place to have a 
private conversation, but he knew it would have to do. After checking 
to make sure that nobody had followed them, he released a sigh and 
looked back at Zekra. She was grimacing uncomfortably, as if being 
in Terron's presence was physically painful to her. Terron felt a 
stinging pain in his heart at the sight. 


"Are you okay?" he asked as gently as he could. 
"Yeah, I'm fine," Zekra answered. "| already told you | was." 


"| know, but... why are you trading places with Nyx? That doesn't 
really seem like you. You've never really wanted to leave me alone 
before." 


"Because she really wanted to be there for you," Zekra answered, 
turning away from Terron. "And I'm not going to stand in her way. 
There wasn't anything else we could have done anyway. Not without 
making at least one of us be on our own." 


"Just because Nyx wanted to do something doesn't mean that you 
have to agree with her, though. | could try reasoning with her. She'd 
listen to me. Really Zekra, you don't have to give up your place for 
her. You're not obligated to go along with what she says." 


"It's fine, Tear. Really, it's better this way. Kind of wanted to hang out 
with Zev more anyway. | never did get a whole lot of time to catch up 
with him after | found out he wasn't dead. Not with all of that stupid 
Erebus Woods stuff we had to go through and the three week coma. 
| want to spend some time with the brother | thought | lost a long 
time ago." 


Terron frowned in dismay, his heart dampening at the words she 
spoke. He could tell that she really was adamant about her decision. 
No matter what he'd say, Zekra would somehow think of a way to 
counteract it and insist on being away from him for the entirety of 
their journey. He knew he should have ended the conversation when 
he realized this. There was no reason to keep talking if her stubborn 
heart was set on that decision. 


And yet, he couldn't help but ask the one question his own heart 
demanded him to speak. 


"Do you not want to be friends or something?" 


"What?" Zekra cried as she shot Terron a horrified glance. "What are 
you... no ! | still want to be friends with you. | like talking to you and 
everything. | just want to soend some time with Zev for a little while. 
If you think | hate you or something for whatever reason, | don't, 
alright? | still like you. We're partners, remember?" 


"Yeah | know but... still," Terron said shyly. "| guess | really wanted 
you to come with me and Novus. | mean, this is the last time you and 
| are going to see each other for who knows how long. I'm worried 
that something's going to happen to you and | won't be able to do 
anything about it. | won't even know you're gone until we all meet up 
again." 


"I'll be alright. Really, | will. I've got Zev with me and he's never let us 
down before. He'll make sure nothing happens to me. You don't have 
to worry about me." 


Terron could tell that Zekra was lying. She was trying to put up an 
indifferent fagade, but he could clearly see the uneasiness lingering 
in her eyes. But, Terron decided not to press the issue. It wasn't his 
right to pry about Zekra's thoughts on her own safety. She obviously 
didn't want to talk about it. 


"Fine," Terron sighed in defeat. "! really do want you with me, but it's 
your choice. So, | guess that means we won't be seeing each other 
for a while." 


"Yeah," Zekra said in a monotone. 


Another strange prompting came to Terron's mind. His insides 
churned uncomfortably at the thought, Knowing how awkward of a 
question it was. He resisted speaking this time, telling himself to 
keep quiet and to not even think about voicing his thoughts, but his 
willpower only lasted for about five seconds. 


"Is there... anything you uh... want to say to me before we go?" 
Terron asked, lowering his voice. 


"Um... no," Zekra replied, taking a shy step back. "No, there's not. 
Why?" 


"Just wondering." 


An awkward silence filled the space between the two Pokémon. 
Terron wanted to say something to cut the unbearable tension, but 
nothing came to mind. His head was completely empty, offering him 
nothing that could make him feel better. All he could do was stand in 
front of Zekra with his hands in his coat pockets. 


After what felt like an eternity passed, Zekra unceremoniously 
wandered away from Terron, making her way toward the outskirts of 
town again. 


"Let's go back, Tear,” she said in a hollow voice, not even bothering 
to look back at him. 


"Yeah, you're right," he said equally as emptily. "We've made 
everyone wait long enough." 


When Terron and Zekra met up with the rest of their team, they 
found Zeverous had taken out a map of his own and was etching a 
number of presumed destination marks on it. When he had created 
eight circles upon the parchment, he folded it back up and carefully 
stowed it away into his backpack. 


"Oh hey, you guys are back," Zeverous noticed. 
"Yeah, sorry about that," Terron replied. "But we're done now." 


Zekra wordlessly left Terron's side and joined her brother. Terron felt 
yet another pang in his heart and almost made another attempt at 
convincing her to be on his team, but quickly stifled the impulse. 
Zekra had made her choice. Though he didn't agree with it, he knew 
that he couldn't make her do anything against her will. He'd have to 
accept it somehow. 


"Well then, since we are all here," Novus then said, cutting the 
awkward tension. "I think it's time for all of us to get going." 


"Yeah. | guess it is," Terron stated blandly. 


"But before we leave... allow me to elaborate exactly what you're 
searching for," Novus then announced, facing each of his 
companions. "Reshiram and Zekrom are simply not resting 
underneath the ground in their draconic flesh. No, I'm afraid if it were 
that simple, someone would have found them already. When they fell 
into slumber, they became stones. Stones the size of Wonder orbs, 
Reshiram's as white as the winter's snow and Zekrom's as black as 
the darkest depths of the ocean. Because of that, it might be difficult 
to find them. So | ask you that when you arrive at your location, 
search diligently. Do not leave any stone unturned. Spend at least an 
entire week investigating the entire location." 


"So that's why it's going to take so long to find those two even 
though we can get there really fast," Zekra remarked. 


"Precisely," Novus said. "| understand it's a rather tedious thing to 
ask of each of you, but it's imperative we find Reshiram and Zekrom. 
We cannot have it so that we could not find them all because we did 
not search well enough. Do you understand?" 


Everyone slowly nodded in mutual understanding. 


"Good. Now, let's not waste any further time. In exactly four months 
from now, we will all meet back here in Aurora Town's Fellowship to 
check on our progress. That should provide plenty of time for all of 

us to search about." 


"Got it, four months," Zeverous repeated to himself before glancing 
down at his sister. "Well Zekra, let's get going. I've already got the 
first place to visit all figured out." 


A bright light came over Zeverous, and soon, he was a majestic 
Pidgeot crouched down before Zekra. The Zorua gave a small smile 
as she climbed onto his back and wrapped her paws around his 
neck. 


"Bye you guys," Terron said remorsefully. "Stay safe, alright?" 


Zekra turned to the Cubone, her smile gone and replaced with a 
more somber expression. 


"You too, Tear," she said. 


For just a moment, she seemed ready to say something else, such 
as that she did want to be with Terron on the journey or that she 
would miss him while she was away. But the words never came, for 
she turned away. 


“Let's go, Zev." 


With a mighty flap of his wings, Zeverous flew high into the sky, 
taking Zekra with him. 


Seconds later, they were both gone. 


Several minutes passed, and Terron hadn't moved from his spot. He 

still stood there in the midst of his two remaining companions, feeling 
at a complete loss. He stared up at the part of the sky where he had 

last seen Zeverous and Zekra, his eyes glazed over. 


Absolutely nothing in his mind was registering at the moment. He 
couldn't tell that his eyes were growing sore from staring up at the 
sun for too long, nor could he feel his spine growing stiff from the 
way he craned his neck for so long. The outside world was 
practically non-existent to Terron. 


"Terron? Are you alright?" 

Terron felt something nudge him in the side. Wordlessly, he glanced 
over to find Novus at his side and looking up at him with a concerned 
stare. Terron sighed as he hung his head and closed his eyes. 

"| really want to say yes," Terron said, his voice barely above a 
whisper. "Believe me, | really do want to say I'm okay. But... no, I'm 
not. I'm really not." 

"It's because of Zekra, isn't it?" Novus asked. 

Terron nodded solemnly, feeling his heart break at the name. 

"| understand," Novus sighed empathetically. "You two were rather 
close. But Terron, you'll see her again. This isn't a permanent 
goodbye." 


"| know," Terron replied. "| Know I'll probably see her again. But that 
doesn't stop the pain." 


Novus frowned sadly, but said nothing. He only offered Terron his 
company as the Cubone fought against the painful twisting in his 
heart. No matter how much he tried, it refused to yield to his 
commands of silence. It demanded that he feel the heartbreak of 
being separated from his partner. 


Terron felt a cold claw wrap around his shoulders. He didn't even 
need to open his eyes to know who was comforting him now. 


"am sorry that | forced myself to be with your team. | did not realize 
that you would miss the Zorua so much. If | had known-" 


Something in Terron suddenly snapped. 


"She was my best friend," Terron stated, his voice brimming with 
bitterness. "My closest friend since you dumped me here in this 
world against my will. She's been there by my side this whole time 
when you couldn't ever be because you were too busy being Yimtri's 
partner." 


Terron opened his eyes and shot Nyx a dark glare. In that instant, a 
maelstrom of resentful feelings stirred up inside of him, turning every 
single one of his thoughts into a threat against the Darkrai that stood 
before him. 


"| Know you're with me now because you just want to protect me 
since you can't do that with Yimtri anymore," he went on. "You don't 
want me to die because I'm your replacement Yimtri. I've been in this 
situation before; | know what's going on. And quite frankly, | don't 
want any part of it. | just wish that having Zekra protecting me could 
have been good enough for you. Wish you could have accepted that 
she's my partner and you're not. She's a lot stronger than you give 
her credit for. She stayed with me longer than you did after you 
rescued me from the Primogenitor after you let me to rot with it for 
twenty-five years. She didn't promptly ditch me after saving me and 
leave me to fend for myself without a clue of what was going on." 


Nyx withdrew her claw from Terron, deeply hurt by his comment. 
Instantly, Terron felt the sting of regret and wished he could take 
back his words. 


"Sorry," Terron sighed. "I didn't mean to take this out on you. | mean, 
| Know you're sort of using me as a replacement Yimtri, but only 
because... you know why. | Know you really do want what's best for 
me and that you weren't really trying to drive Zekra away.” 


"It is alright. | understand." 


"| just really miss her," Terron said with a broken voice, feeling water 
form in his eyes. "I didn't want to say goodbye..." 


Nyx and Novus stood in silence as the Cubone pressed his palms 
deep into his skull, vainly stifling the grief welling up in him. 


" /t is okay to cry. You do not have to hold back anything. Crying can 
be good for you. It is the only way to let your pain go sometimes. Do 
not be afraid to cry." 


"Yeah... | Know," Terron whispered. "| know. | just wish you guys 
didn't have to see me like this." 


Nonetheless, Terron pulled off his persona and let it drop to his feet. 
Then, with nothing suppressing his emotions, he buried his hands 
into his face and let the tears flow freely down his face. Nyx and 
Novus remained with him as he wept in silence, the Darkrai tenderly 
stroking Terron's back while Novus rested his head against the 
Cubone's side. 


After a few minutes of crying, all of the pain in Terron's heart was 
released, leaving him with a vast emptiness. But this time, it was not 
a depressing emptiness. There was still the lingering ache, but there 
was also a strange sort of peace to keep him company. 


Terron wiped the remaining tears out of his eyes. He blinked a few 
times, then looked down at the skull that gazed up at him with 


hollowed-out eyes. With a deep breath, he picked it up and placed it 
back upon his head once again. The familiar security of the persona 
came over him, giving him the strength he needed to be the strong 
leader he had to be. 


There was no more time for dwelling in something he couldn't 
change. He had to move on and focus on what truly mattered. 


He had legendary dragons in dire need of finding. 


Terron turned to his two companions with a determined glare. Both of 
them separated themselves from him, realizing that he was no 
longer in need of their comfort. 


"Alright, I'm done moping," Terron announced. "I've wasted enough 
of your guys’ time. Novus, where are we headed first?" 


"| was considering visiting the Unown Ruins," the Quilava answered. 
"They're supposedly the remains of a civilization where these 
creatures known as Unown lived. It's the closest location to here." 


"Then let's go there," Terron said as he reached into Novus's bag 
and pulled out the map before unfolding it. "Can you point out where 
it is?" 


The Quilava pushed his paw against a mark a few inches away from 
where Aurora Town stood on the map. With a nod, Terron brought 
the map over to Nyx and pointed out the location to her with the tip of 
his claw. 


"Nyx, how good are you at reading maps and using them to get 
somewhere?" he asked. 


" | have never used a map before, so not well. However, if you can 
explain to me how far away the location is and what direction | need 
to travel in, that will be all | need to bring you to these ruins." 


"Alright. Novus, how far away is the ruins from here? | can't read 
what the legend says about that." 


"Approximately four hundred miles," Novus answered after peering 
at the map for a moment. 


"Got it," Terron said with a nod as he folded up the map and tucked it 
back into Novus's bag. "Four hundred miles east. Which means that 
the direction we need to head is..." 


Terron looked up at the sun, which was now beginning its descent as 
the afternoon came upon the group. He stared at it for a while longer 
before turning his back to the glowing sphere. 


"This way," Terron finished. "This is east. So if we go this way fora 
while, then we should eventually get to those ruins." 


"Correct," Novus grinned. "I'm impressed that you knew which way 
east was. | wasn't quite sure if you knew, given that you humans 
don't have the instincts to know the cardinal directions." 


"Well I'll have you know that we humans actually do know how to tell 

which way is east or west or whatever," Terron scoffed. "We just use 

the sun to help us is all. It rises in the east, and it sets in the west. So 
if you know that, you know how to figure out which way to go." 


"Heh, but you still don't have the instincts," Novus chuckled. "You 
humans are amusing in how you adapt to not having such seemingly 
basic instincts for Pokémon." 


Terron let out a snort before he looked over at Nyx. 


"Well Nyx, you ready to take Novus and | to those ruins?" he asked 
her. 


Nyx nodded as she drifted over to the smaller Pokémon and 
carefully picked them up in her claws. Then, after securing them 


close to her person, she swooped higher into the sky and flew 
forward at the swiftest soeed she could manage. 


Terron glared into the distance as he clung tighter to the Darkrai. 
Starting right now, | can't let anything get in my way anymore. | have 
to give everything my all. Absolutely nothing can stop me. Not any 
wild Pokémon that try to eat us, not the Fellowship, not the 
Primogenitor itself, and not even Zekra. 


Because if | let even one thing break me, then everything's over. 


Chapter 57: Night's Children 


X 
Chapter 57 


Night's Children 


It was the evening when Terron noticed Nyx descending from her 
flight. At first, he considered it was because she had grown tired 
from the exhausting flight and needed a moment to rest as she had 
done several times over the past few hours. However, upon looking 
down at the landscape below, he was quick to realize that his 
assumption was wrong. 


Resting far below him were dozens of crumbling stone blocks. They 
were tiny from where he was in the air, and barely noticeable in the 
dim moonlight, but he knew that if he were on the ground, they'd be 
quite spacious and easily dwarf him in size. 


" This is the place, correct Quilava?" 
"Yes, it is," Novus said with a nod. 


The Darkrai quickened her descent, causing Terron to reflexively grip 
her arm. Nyx didn't seem to give any mind and only continued until 
minutes later, she settled herself near one of the behemoth 
buildings. She released her grip on Terron and Novus as they leapt 
out of her hands, both of them weary from the long flight. 


As Terron took in a few deep breaths, he scanned his surroundings 
to get a better view of everything now that he had Novus's fire in his 
company. Just as he been able to see from high above, all of the 
structures around him were decaying and covered in thin vines or 
small patches of moss. Many of them had deep cracks embedded 


deep into their surfaces, almost appearing as though the ruin would, 
at any moment, collapse on top of Terron and crush him instantly. 


Terron peered into the distance to find that close by him was a path 
of stone stairs leading up a hill of sorts. With curiosity getting the 
better of him, Terron wandered toward the stairs and followed them 
up the grassy slope. When he reached the top, his jaw nearly 
dropped at what he saw. 


Below him in a valley of sorts, were dozens if not hundreds more of 
abandoned ruins. They were sprawled out for as far as could be into 
the very edge of his vision, and possibly even more beyond that. 
Some parts of the ruins seemed to have the vague appearance of an 
old village with several of the blocks separated with many 
rectangular holes cut out in the fronts. Others seemed to have 
belonged to part of a castle, with large, gaping holes present to 
reveal large chambers that connected to a great number of obscured 
rooms. Then there were ruins that seemed to be nothing but giant 
labyrinths much farther into the distance. They were nothing but 
mazes with a seemingly eternal amount of paths to get lost in. 


Terron could only stare at the grand and wondrous sight in complete 
awe. 


"Now you can see why it's going to take a week, possibly more to 
find our dragon." 


Terron snapped out of his stunned trance and looked back to find 
Novus coming up the stairs, Nyx just behind him. 


"Yeah, | knew that the ruins were going to be big. Just not this big," 
Terron confessed. 


"The Unown Ruins are a rather strange place," Novus explained. 
"Long ago, these strange creatures known as Unown used to live 
here. Unown are very peculiar little Pokémon that are quite unlike 
any other you might know. For one, there are twenty-eight different 
kinds of Unown, all of which except two took on shapes that you 


humans then used for an ancient alphabet system. They used to live 
here in these ruins to hide away from the world so that no one could 
ever find them. For you see, Unown hold a phenomenal sort of 
power. One Unown cannot do anything with that power if it is alone, 
but with others, Unown can essentially create realities. They can 
take thoughts and dreams and give them form in the real world. 
Essentially, they're similar to Zoroark in that way, except their power 
isn't an illusion and everything they do is very much real." 


"So what you're saying is that if somebody was ever able to capture 
Unown, they could re-write the universe?" Terron asked. 


"Essentially, | suppose someone could," Novus considered. 
"However, that would require capturing at least two hundred of those 
Pokémon and somehow being able to control them, which that | think 
is downright impossible. Because you see, Unown do not listen to 
anyone. Sometimes they will amuse others if they find them to be 
harmless by making their dreams a reality as a means of 
entertainment, but they never alter the very fabric of reality for 
anyone's personal gain. They cannot be controlled or bargained 
with. But rest assured, there are no more Unown here. All of them 
left a very long time ago." 


"Where are they now?" Terron wondered. 


"| imagine that they are with the creator just as all of the other 
legendary beings are," Novus answered. "| see no reason as to why 
the creator would let them stay here when he withdrew just about 
everyone else." 


Terron nodded as he went back to peering down at the spacious 
ruins, thinking of the great number of Unown that must have roamed 
this strange place in the ancient past. He could almost see them 
scurrying through the many buildings, hiding themselves from the 
known world. 


"You guys ever meet Unown before?" Terron then asked. 


"| did many, many centuries ago," Novus admitted indifferently. "Was 
in fact here that | met them. However unlike with most creatures who 
sometimes came across this place in the past, they weren't 
withdrawn with me. They thought | was interesting when they first 
saw me because of what | was. So they spoke with me in their odd 
ways before they grew bored of me. Afterwards, they let me be and 
never spoke to me again." 


Terron nodded thoughtfully before looking over at Nyx. 
"What about you?" he asked her. 


"| myself have never met those odd Pokémon. | knew about them 
because others had spoken of them, but | never saw interest in 
them. | do not think they would have liked me anyway.” 


"Why do you think that?" Terron asked curiously, surprised by her 
comment. 


" Because those Pokémon rely on peering into your mind to 
understand and communicate with you. They do not enjoy doing that 
with the darkness Pokémon. They can bypass the barrier we 
darkness Pokémon put up to prevent psychic ones from entering our 
mind, but doing that lets them see the darkness in us. They see the 
thoughts the darkness gives us and grow terrified. It terrifies them to 
see blackness that surrounds them and has no end, those unnerving 
thoughts of ours the only thing to keep them company. It makes 
them remember that they are just like almost everyone else when it 
comes to the dark. It makes them remember that they are powerless 
to the dark." 


"Yeah... | guess it would be pretty terrifying to just be in the dark and 
not being to get out," Terron said cautiously. "| mean, the dark's kind 
of nice at times, but I do like having my light too. The dark is pretty 
scary when you have no idea where you're going or anything." 


" |t has been that way since the beginning for almost everyone. IN 
the light of day, all of you other elements argue about who is 


strongest. Some of you claim that the psychics are the strongest, for 
they can manipulate the minds of others and make nearly everyone 
their puppet with enough training. Others claim it is the dragons for 
their sheer strength and the potential to harness almost all of the 
other elements. Each of you make an interesting claim, but all of you 
are wrong once the sun disappears from the sky and the moon takes 
its place. Your arguments stop as every single one of you go into 
hiding. Because in the night, all of you are no longer the strongest; 
the darkness Pokémon become that. Through the power the black of 
night brings us, we become death's faithful servants, killing you on 
sight should you be foolish enough to come across us. Your instincts 
know that, so they tell you to fear the dark. It is the oldest fear known 
to all who do not belong to the night." 


"Wow, that's pretty grim," Terron said, not sure what he wanted to 
make of the unsettling information. 


" |t is to everyone who has that ancient instinct in them. But, times 
have changed as you can tell. | am a darkness Pokémon, but never 
once has ever crossed my mind to kill you. Do you want to know why 
it is different now than it was when everyone was a feral?” 


"Why?" Terron asked, genuinely curious. 


" Because everyone slowly started to become civilized. Instead of 
everyone working against each other, except for in packs, Pokemon 
wanted to be united. They wanted to work together to help each 
other and live in harmony. So through careful communication and 
promises, Pokémon of the day who never should have been in the 
same room were suddenly partners. And eventually, you Pokémon of 
the day came to us darkness Pokémon and convinced us to join you. 
We found out we liked working together with you other elements 
over trying to kill you. We had more strength when working together, 
and we were overall happier. So we left behind our world of darkness 
and power for all of you. Now, we stop listening to our instincts and 
sacrifice the full extent of our powers so that we can be with you 
other elements and find happiness in that. It never hurts us to be in 
the light, but if it were not for you other elements, we would still be 


the ones lingering in the black of night, watching you at every turn. 
We would not have left our world of darkness if you did not want us. 


" That does not stop us from needing to kill Pokémon to keep 
ourselves alive, but we limit ourselves. We only kill when we have to, 
and even then, it is only to the feral of this world. If we still listened to 
our ancient instincts every time we were hungry, civilization would 
have stopped existing a long time ago." 


"Huh, that's actually pretty interesting," Terron replied, slowly taking 
in all of the information. "| never knew that about you dark-types. So 
you guys are only awake in the day because of everybody else. You 
guys ignore your instincts to make everybody else happy. That's 
actually kind of thoughtful in a way." 


"Many of the Pokémon affinities began ignoring certain instincts once 
they became civilized and wanted to create societies with others," 
Novus added in. "After the humans left the Pokemon some time ago, 
Pokémon reverted back to their primal states since no one knew 
what to do with the humans now gone. The humans had never truly 
taught us how to live on our own so much as they had been keeping 
us with them in their society as partners. So because we were 
suddenly partner-less in a sense, nearly everyone became a feral 
and everything the humans ever taught us were promptly forgotten. 
However, there were some Pokémon who were able to remember 
what the humans taught and attempted to replicate that in Shiron. It 
took time, but eventually they were able to re-create a society and 
went out to convince everyone to become civil again. But, in order to 
do so, they had to learn which instincts to ignore, for not every 
instinct is necessary in a civilized world. 


"For example, let's take you ground affinities. You'd think that there'd 
be hardly anything for you to change about yourselves when you're 
all mostly level-headed, diligent, and hard-working. All of those 
characteristics are needed in an ideal society. But all of you have a 
massive flaw that is easily overlooked by others; all of you are 
sensitive. Maybe it's not quite obvious, but all of you are very thin- 
skinned and can be hurt rather easily. Thus, all of you tend to stray 


away from others and keep to yourselves so that no one can hurt 
you. You prefer the silence of isolation or your own kind than the 
potential of pain from others. In society, that instinct that tells you to 
hide yourself away from the world cannot be listened to. Society 
cannot function if it does not have contributing members. Thus, you 
ground Pokémon had to learn to ignore your fear and work alongside 
us other affinities. Or, you found ways to harden your hearts so that 
you could no longer be as easily pained, like that persona you have 
upon your head." 


Terron reached up and pulled off his helmet before holding it close to 
his face. He stared at it for a time, marveling over the reason why 
Cubone had personas and thinking of all the times he had become 
so much stronger thanks to the power his helmet had seemingly 
given him. 


"Of course, not everyone became civil as you can tell," Novus went 
on. "There are still feral Pokémon in this world. For whatever reason, 
everyone decided to stop trying to convert ferals into civilized 
Pokémon about fifty years ago and left them alone. | don't know why 
exactly everyone stopped, but that is why there are still those who 
are feral in this world." 


"So everyone forgot that they were helping feral Pokemon become 
civil that long ago," Terron stated as he put his helmet back on. "You 
know, everybody here sure does have a talent for forgetting things. 
They forgot that Reshiram and Zekrom existed, they forget how to be 
civil after the humans leave, and they forget that they were making 
everyone civil at one point. That's an awful lot of stuff to forget. How 
do you even forget so many important things like that?" 


Novus shrugged dismissively. Terron shook his head and sighed, but 
decided not to further question Novus about the matter. There was 
no point if there were no more answers to be gained. 


"Let's get heading to bed," Terron then said. "We can start searching 
in the morning. Going to be a real joy looking for that stone..." 


Novus headed back down the steps. Terron was about to follow after 
him, but then he noticed that Nyx was still at the top of the hill, 
staring into the distance with her back to him. He paused as he 
turned to face her. 


"Something wrong?" he asked her. 
" No, everything is fine. | am only thinking." 
"Thinking? About what?" 


" Thinking about what you said. As in, why the Pokémon of Shiron 
forget important information so easily. It is troubling." 


"Well, why do you think that everyone's forgetting things like that 
then? You got any ideas?" 


Nyx shook her head, prompting a sigh out of Terron. He turned away 
and slowly made his way down the staircase. 


"Let's go, Nyx," he called. "I'm tired, and | bet you are too from all of 
that flying today." 


"| want to tell you something before you head off to bed." 


Terron stopped and looked back at Nyx, puzzled by her sudden 
statement. He found she still had her back to him. 


"Yeah?" he asked. 


Nyx didn't say anything for a time, only choosing to remain where 
she was without glancing back at him. She only continued to stare 
down into the ruins, obscuring her expression from the Cubone. But 
eventually, she did turn her head to the side to allow Terron to see 
her unconcealed eye. He noted that there was a deep, somber 
glimmer to it. 


"| am sorry." 


"Sorry? For what?" Terron asked with a thoughtful frown. 
" For bringing you here." 


"You don't have to be sorry for that. We had to come here anyway. 
Reshiram or Zekrom might be here and we need them to stop the 
Primogenitor." 


"am not talking about that." 


Terron was about to ask her exactly she meant, but his thoughts 
were able to piece everything together faster than he could speak. 
His frown became more grim as Nyx's words dawned upon him. 


"Oh, you mean for bringing Yimtri and | here to Shiron," he realized 
quietly. 


Nyx nodded slowly, her gaze growing downcast. Terron sighed as he 
shook his head softly. 


"But that wasn't your fault," Terron reasoned. "Your portal chose us 
by accident. You didn't get a choice for who it chose. It just picked 

some random human, and it happened to find the human we once 
were. And you did try to save us and send us back, so I'm not mad 
at you. You don't have to apologize." 


"Even still, | want to let you know that | wish you did not have to be 
in this situation. Even if you will not be fighting the Primogenitor as 
you probably thought originally, know that | never wanted you to ever 
be involved in any of this. | would have sent you back to Kuron a 
long time ago if it were still possible." 


"Wait a minute," Terron started to say, drawing closer to Nyx. "Are 
you saying | really can't go back to Kuron anymore? Am | stuck here 
on Shiron?" 


" Yes. | could send back you along with Sableye Dimitri back right 
now if | could find a portal, but you two could not return as a human. 


You will both remain stuck as a Cubone and Sableye. The only way 
you can return to Kuron as a human is if | can figure out what is 
wrong with both of you and fix the problem. Otherwise you two will 
forever remain Cubone and Sableye, both of your souls fractured 
and incomplete. You two will have to live on Shiron for forever." 


"Yeah... because we're split in half. We have to be the same person 
again if we ever want to go back." 


Nyx held a gaze with the Cubone for a moment, keeping an awkward 
pause between them, before nodding slowly. 


" You are not scared to become a whole being again?" 


"Well | am a little," Terron confessed in a subdued voice. "| mean, if | 
get recombined, then who knows what will happen to me. Maybe all 
of my memories will disappear while my old ones replace them. 
Maybe I'll stop existing as | become Dimitri again and it'll be like you 
never took me out of Kuron in the first place. But..." 


Terron found himself unable to finish. Though he wanted to say that 
he wanted to be a human again and go back to his normal, old life 
once more, a part of him prevented him from saying that. He knew 
that part of him to be the side of him that had grown attached to his 
memories of Shiron. It didn't want anything to change. It only wanted 
to keep living alongside Zekra and remain a Cubone forever. 


What would Zekra think of me anyway? Terron asked himself. /f / 
merge back with Yimtri, I'm not going to be the Cubone she always 
knew. I'll be someone else. Someone that she never knew. Will 
Zekra still want to be friends when I'm that someone else? Will she 
still care about me? Will | even care about her? 


He couldn't answer any of these questions. He had no answers, and 
he knew that Nyx didn't either. No one had the answers. The only 
true way Terron could find out what would happen to him was if 
became Dimitri again was to actually recombine with his other half. 
But now, he wasn't so sure if he wanted to know. 


" /f you are scared, know that you do not have to worry about it right 
now. | do not know how to merge you and Sableye Dimitri back to 
together as of this moment. Your souls have changed so much since 
| tore you apart on that day so many years ago. Not to mention that 
the blight within you makes matters even more difficult. But | will find 
a way one day. And when that day comes, you and Sableye Dimitri 
can decide what you two would like to do. | will not force you two 
back into a singular being against your will. But for now, do not be 
troubled." 


"Yeah... you're probably right," Terron said with a defeated sigh. "I 
shouldn't let this bother me. I've got other things to worry about 
anyway, like finding Reshiram and Zekrom." 


Terron closed his eyes as he took in a deep breath, inhaling the cold 
air of the night. His thoughts weren't soothed, but they were silenced 
enough so that they were no longer overwhelming his mind. With his 
mind more at ease, he turned away from the Darkrai. 


"Let's head back now," he announced. "Poor Novus is probably 
wondering where we are." 


Terron, once again, stepped onto the staircase and made his way 
down to rejoin his other companion. And this time, Nyx followed 
close behind him. The two wandered down the hill, and then after 
reaching the bottom, were quick to find Novus waiting for them with a 
knowing smile. 


No words were spoken as the three congregated into what appeared 
to be the remains of an old structure and settled together in a close 
circle, where they all soon fell asleep. 


Zekra kept her paws wrapped tightly around Zeverous's false 
Pidgeot neck as they soared through the night sky, taking in the sight 
around her. Though the dim moonlight was all there was to illuminate 
the world around her, that was all she needed. Through its light she 
could see an endless sea of trees far below her. They stretched on 


for miles and miles, covering the land with endless evergreen without 
a single city in sight. It should have been a peaceful sight to Zekra. It 
truly should have to fly over the massive gathering of trees in the 
darkness that always brought her happiness. 


But instead, there was only emptiness in her soul. 


She stared at the jungle far below her for a while longer, wondering 
to herself if there were any Pokémon living in the safety of the 
seemingly infinite amount of trees. 


"You feeling tired?" Zeverous asked, breaking the silence that had 
persisted between them for most of the journey. 


"No, I'm fine," Zekra said, forcing a carefree tone into her voice. "Just 
sort of Zoning out." 


"That sounds to me like you're tired," Zeverous snickered. "See, this 
is what happens when you don't want to take a break." 


"Shouldn't it be you who's tired and not me if we keep flying non- 
stop?" 


"Well | can handle it since I've been doing this kind of thing for years. 
It's still kind of tiring, but | can take it. But you can still get tired from 
sitting for way too long. You get cramped up and everything." 


"| don't feel like I've got cramps. I'm fine. How much longer until we 
get to wherever you're taking us, though?" 


"Like five minutes. Maybe even less than that if it's closer than | 
thought it was." 


Zekra nodded silently as she rested her chin on Zeverous's feathery 
mane and closed her eyes. She didn't feel exhausted, so she didn't 
worry that doing so would make her fall into a deep slumber. She 
only wanted to have a few more minutes of peace to herself. 


You don't want to keep talking to Zev? 


Zekra scowled hard as she saw a familiar entity manifested itself in 
the darkness of her mind, staring at her with what she thought was a 
vaguely confused look. She didn't even bother to open her eyes and 
only stared back at the Zorua with an increasingly disapproving 
frown. 


Why are you here? 
What kind of a question Is that? 
A question | just asked you. 


Wow, someone's gotten snippy. You're starting to sound like me 
now. Well then again, | AM you and everything | do Is just- 


Why are you talking to me when I'm not having some kind of 
meltdown? That's the only time you ever talk to me. 


Oh, that's easy. | just feel like it. It's been feeling a little weird 
only staying in your head lately, watching you do everything 
and never being able to say anything about it even though I'm 
technically a part of it. It's like being in a group and everybody's 
talking to everyone else except you. 


Zekra's bitter frown shifted to that of a more puzzled one, taking her 
hostile feelings with it. 


So you're saying that you're feeling lonely? 


No, not that. It's more like I'm bored. I'm very bored of sitting 
here, not being able to do anything. 


Why are you suddenly feeling bored of that? You've been in my brain 
for a while. 


I'm not really sure. It's been a reoccurring thought as of late. 
And really, | don't think | should be having these thoughts. From 
how I see it, none of your friends' plagues ever get bored of the 
roles Mother gave to us. They all seem happy to keep quiet and 


only say things occasionally. But I'm not happy with that 
anymore. | want to do more. It's this feeling | keep getting, 
telling me to stop feeling satisfied with being your power 
source and do something else. 


So what's more to you then? 


! think | want to be my own creature, not just some part of you. 
Like, | want to be able to do something other than just give you 
my power so you can be stronger or whatever. Like be able to 
actually kill the ones who are after you in some physical form. 
You know, like be able to claw out their eyes and sink my fangs 
into their bowels. 


The shadowy Zorua shook its head and laughed. 
It's a silly thing really, but hey, you wanted to know. 


Zekra found herself unnerved at the information. While her plagued 
self said that it was friendly and helpful, it was still a part of the 
Primogenitor. It was still a small fragment of that monstrous being 
that was slowly consuming Shiron with its presence. It still held 
violent impulses and craved killing when its primal instincts were 
awakened. Zekra could only imagine what kind of horrifying things 
her plagued self could do if it was outside of her mind. 


But thankfully, it wasn't possible. Her plagued self couldn't escape 
her mind because it was bound to her spirit. Nyx had made it that 
way, and there was no way to undo it. Even if Zekra died, her 
plagued self would die with her. She couldn't imagine exactly how 
her plagued self could ever be able to separate itself from her body 
and take on a physical form. 


Zekra was about to find peace in that, but then, a paranoid thought 
was quick to make its way into her mind. As soon as she listened to 
it, she suddenly realized how her shadowy half could potentially fulfill 
its dreams of being a part of the outside world. 


You're not going to try and take over me so you can go do that, are 
you? 


Zekra saw the fake Zorua scowl at her. The darkness surrounding 
the two of them seemed to become more oppressive and 
suffocating. 


For the last time, | can't do that. | can't take over you unless you 
go insane like that one time, and even then, it's never for long. 
Stop thinking I'm a monster. It's really starting to irritate me. 


Well then why else would you tell me that you're bored of being stuck 
in my head? You want out, and you know you can't get out of me 
because you're stuck to me. The only way you can ever get what 
you want is if you somehow figure out a way to take over me. 


Zekra saw her plagued self shoot her a disgusted glare. For a split 
second, she thought it no longer looked like a Zorua, but rather, 
some sort of demented monster that was ready to spring and devour 
her. She couldn't make out the details of the creature very well due 
to it being obscured in darkness, save for two white, glowing eyes, 
but it was enough to make her shudder at the sight. Zekra snapped 
her eyes open, eradicating the horrifying scene from her vision. 


She expected her plagued self to drag her back into the 
conversation, or perhaps back into its twisted little world so it could 
lash out at her, but it didn't. Her corrupted self had disappeared from 
her mind's eye, having retreated to some place within her she 
couldn't reach. Zekra wasn't sure if she found this comforting or not, 
but she was never able to ponder further, for Zeverous had begun a 
steep descent. 


"We're here!" Zeverous announced ecstatically. 


Zekra peered over Zeverous's shoulder to find that they were still 
above the giant jungle, this section seemingly not any different from 
all of the others. 


"How do you know this is the place?" she asked. 


"The trees here are a little different from everywhere else," Zeverous 
answered. "It's really subtle, but | can see it. So hang on; don't want 
you flying off." 


"Nah, it's fine. I've got this." 


Without hesitation, Zekra released her grasp on the false Pidgeot, 
causing her to fly up high into the air as Zeverous grew further and 
further away from her. The wind pushed against her as she too 
began her plummet, feeling it toss her fur in every direction it could. 
For a moment, Zekra only remained in her freefall, feeling the 
adrenaline course through her veins and the excited beating of her 
heart. It was electrifying and energizing. She hadn't felt this way ina 
very long time. There were times that she had a similar feeling, like 
when she was fighting Nyx when she was brainwashed or Mystery 
Dungeon ferals set on killing her, but it wasn't the same. In those 
situations, she had only felt that way because there was the distinct 
possibility that she was going to die. She had only been energetic 
because she was fighting for dear life. 


But here, she knew she was in no real danger. If she were any other 
Pokémon her freefall could been impeding death, but she was 
different. She had power that no other Pokémon except her species 
had. 


As she spread out her limbs and spun around rapidly through the air, 
all the while smiling to herself, she forgot about everything. Every 
single worry in her mind was wiped clean as the night air filled her 
lungs, leaving her as carefree as could be. 


However, her blissful state was only temporary, for she noticed how 
quickly she was closing in on the trees. And in that instant, the 
harshness of reality forced itself back into her mind, bringing with it 
the dull aching of emptiness. Zekra frowned at the abrupt end of her 
happy moment, but chose not to dwell in it. 


She channeled the darkness within her, and with the extra power 
provided with her Deception Amulet, became surrounded in a violet 
light. Within a second, she broke out of the light, now with the form of 
a Skarmory. She spread out her wings, then tucked them into her 
sides as she performed a nosedive into the cluster of trees. She felt 
a few thin branches and leaves scrape against her as she shot 
through the canopy, but ignored it until she was able to see the 
ground. Once she could see that, she instantly changed back into a 
Zorua and silently landed upon the grassy dirt. 


Zekra scanned her surroundings, searching for her brother among 
the giant trees and roots that seemed to touch every patch of land 
available. It took a few moments of careful searching, but eventually 
she found him in his true form, standing on a large rock wedged 
between some roots. The moment that he noticed her, he smiled and 
leapt onto the ground beside her. 


"There you are," he said. "Was wondering where you landed." 


"Yeah, | guess | went a little too far away from you," Zekra laughed 
nervously. "Sorry to worry you." 


"Oh don't worry about that. Kind of knew you'd be alright anyway. 
There's nothing here that | don't think you can't handle. Well, almost 
anything." 


"What is this place anyway? Where exactly are we?" 
Zeverous's grin grew deviously. 


"This is that jungle that Novus had on his map," he started to say, not 
even bothering to contain his excitement. "As in, the jungle with that 
hidden Greninja village | was telling you about." 


Zekra's jaw dropped. She had always suspected that she and 
Zeverous would be going to the Greninja village sometime in the 
future, as Zeverous was incredibly knowledgeable about it, but she 
had never suspected that it would be their first destination. She had 


always thought that Zeverous would have saved it towards the end, 
or maybe towards the middle of their search. 


"This is the place?" Zekra asked, hastily glancing around. "Cool! 
Where's the Greninja place? | don't see it anywhere." 


"Well of course not! They keep the place hidden real well," Zeverous 
pointed out. "But don't worry; I'll show you where it is. | think | 
remember where it was." 


Zekra resisted the urge to squeal in eagerness. She looked up at her 
brother, waiting for him to take her to the secret village, but he didn't 
move. He only kept staring at her, still wearing that smug smirk on 
his face. 


"Uh, aren't you going to show me where the place is?" Zekra asked. 


"Yeah I'm going to, but... we should probably get some rest first," 
Zeverous said. "| mean, we have been flying for a pretty long time 
and you're probably tired..." 


"Oh no, I'm fine!" Zekra assured. "I can stay up for a few more hours! 
Just show me where the village is!" 


"Heheh. Not tired at all, huh?" 


"Well only a little, but hey, I'm a dark-type, remember? We dark- 
types were meant to be awake at night!" 


"Alright fine, fine. But we're still taking a five minute break because | 
don't want you passing out on me. Here, let's hide in case any 
Greninja come by." 


The Zoroark wandered back over to the stone he had been on earlier 
before changing into a Sandslash. Then, after taking off his 
backpack, he dug into the ground and disappeared from sight. Zekra 
was quick to go after him and jumped into the newly-formed tunnel. 
She was quick to find her brother sitting against one of the walls, 


now back in his Zoroark form. When he saw her, he instantly closed 
up the entrance to the tunnel with an illusion. 


"You know, I've always wondered something,” Zekra started to say 
as she sat beside him. 


"Yeah, what would that be?" Zeverous asked. 


"You can do things like make it look like this hole isn't here and 
change how you or a place looks. But, can you create... Pokemon? 
Like, you can make illusions of like five Pokémon and make 
someone think they're being attacked by those fake Pokémon?" 


"Hmm, an interesting little question. And the answer it that yeah, | 
can actually. | can't make too many Pokemon, but | can do maybe 
ten or something like that. It's kind of the same idea as my Double 
Team power, except | have to use a lot more power since I'm not 
making copies of myself." 


"Oh, cool. How do you do it?" 


Zeverous paused for a moment, seemingly thinking thoughtfully to 
himself. Zekra waited patiently, only keeping silent so that he could 
ponder in peace. 


"Well, it's kind of hard to explain, but I'll try," Zeverous began. "You 
know how when we change into something else, we put an illusion 
over ourselves to do that? Making illusionary Pokémon is kind of the 
opposite. We have to make someone else outside of our bodies, and 
we have to make them act on their own. Except, we can't 
micromanage everything they do. | mean, we can do them to do 
certain things like use certain attacks, but not every single little thing 
like how to move or breathe. It's like how the Pokémon in your 
dreams act; you can't control them and they just do whatever your 
subconscious tells them to do. So you do the same thing with the 
illusion Pokémon; you make them, and then let your subconscious 
control them to a certain extent." 


"| think | understand what you're talking about," Zekra said, nodding. 
"| just have to make my illusion powers work outside of my body and 
let them do whatever they want. Sounds easy." 


"Well, | wouldn't really say that. There's a reason why | don't use that 
power too much, and that's because it's really exhausting. Zorua 
aren't supposed to be able to have that power until they evolve just 
because it's one of the more advanced techniques and because 
they'd pass out if they'd try to use it. / barely even use it because 
making those fake Pokémon act real while doing something else 
tires me out in like twenty minutes. Thinking about how the Pokemon 
has to act and everything is exhausting, even if you're supposed to 
let your subconscious do the work." 


"Aww. | really thought I'd be able to do that. | mean, | can already 
transform into a whole lot of cool Pokémon and | don't have to have 
them right with me." 


"Yeah, but that's because you've got that Deception Amulet. Even 
with that thing, | don't think you can create Pokémon. Plus, you've 
never really even created objects before, have you?" 


Zekra frowned as she stared at the wall in front of her, slowly 
narrowing her eyes. 


"Well only way to find out," she then said. 


Her eyes became bright as she searched through her mind, finding a 
Pokémon to give form to. She had so many options to choose from, 
and yet, she couldn't quite think of the best one. She wanted 
something small so that it wouldn't be too exhausting, but something 
that wasn't as pitifully tiny as a Joltik. That would have been too 
easy. 


Suddenly, something materialized before her and Zeverous. It was a 
hazy figure at first, being nothing but a black blob that hovered a few 
inches off the ground, but then it started to take on a shape. A very 

familiar, quad-pedaled shape. Very soon, there was the vague figure 


of a Zorua standing before the two. It was somewhat difficult to tell 
what it was, given that the darkness still clung to its body and made 
its markings indistinguishable, but it was undecidedly a Zorua. Or at 
least, a decent imitation of one. 


Zekra squinted her eyes at it. While she had thought of making the 
illusion a Zorua for a brief moment, she hadn't fully decided that 
would be the end result. Then not only that, but this Zorua was 
different than the one she imagined. The one she imagined had a 
more friendly look to it. This one almost seemed to be nothing buta 
hollow shell of a Zorua. 


The Zorua shifted its gaze to Zekra, staring at her with its eyes that 
were nothing but white spots on its face. 


And then, it flashed her a grin. 


Zekra's heart stopped as soon as she saw that grin. There was 
something wrong with that grin. Something devious, almost knowing 
was in that grin her illusionary Pokémon was shooting her. 


Then not only that, but she had never told the illusion to give her that 
grin. She had only told it to remain still. 


It had done that all on its own. 


The Zorua promptly exploded before Zekra could process much 
more, turning into a small bundle of wisps that dissipated into the air. 
Zekra felt a wave of terror come over her as her illusion ceased to 
be, unable stop thinking about what she had just seen. 


"Oh hey! You actually did it," Zeverous cheered, completely oblivious 
to Zekra's turmoil. "Good job! Don't feel bad that it didn't last long or 
look completely like a Zorua, though. Takes a lot of practice to get 
them to look like a real Pokémon and to get them to stay in reality." 


"Yeah..." Zekra muttered. 


"You okay? Did using that tire you out a lot?" 


"Yeah... yeah | think it did," Zekra quickly said. "You were right; it 
does drain a lot of energy out of you. Let me just take a nap real 
quick. | think I'll feel better if | just get a little bit of rest." 


Zekra rested her head against Zeverous side as she closed her 
eyes, pretending to sleep. In truth, she wasn't the least bit tired. In 
fact, she didn't feel any different than she had before she summoned 
up that clone of herself. What she was, however, was absolutely 
horrified. Why had her illusion smiled at her? Was it even something 
to be concerned about? It wasn't like the illusion had done anything 
else, after all. It hadn't moved from its spot, it hadn't spoken, and it 
hadn't attacked her either. So why would it grinning at her cause her 
to be so frightened? 


Maybe because it's a new power and you don't know what to 
expect from it. 


Back again, huh? Well | don't know. | mean, Zev made it sound like 
it's supposed to do whatever | tell it to do. But | didn't tell it to smile 
like that. Plus it looked kind of creepy... 


Well of course it looks creepy. It wasn't a perfect Pokémon 
since it was your first try, and plus, it's from your brain after all. 
You're a pretty demented Pokémon sometimes, so naturally it'd 
come out looking like that when you haven't mastered using 
that power. 


But | didn't tell it to smile like that! Why was it smiling at me? Why 
would it do that? 


You could have told it to smile without realizing it. You know, 
like a subconscious thought. Things like that happen 
sometimes, like when you blurt out something without even 
realizing it until it's too late. Zev even said that you're supposed 
to let your subconscious control what your illusion Pokémon 
do. 


| don't know... still kind of creepy. Probably not going to use that 
power for a while... 


Do whatever you want, Zekra. Do whatever you want. 


And with that, Zekra was left to herself once again. She released a 
short sigh as she continued to keep her eyes closed, trying to take 
her plagued self's words to heart and tell herself not to be concerned 
about the odd occurrence any longer. 


Several minutes later, she had stifled most of the dread, only the 
occasional thought haunting her mind. Mostly satisfied, she opened 
her eyes and looked up at Zeverous. 


"Sorry about that," she said. "I'm better now." 
"You sure?" Zeverous asked cautiously. 


Zekra nodded solemnly. When he saw this, Zeverous removed his 
illusion from the opening of the tunnel, allowing the moonlight to pour 
into the hole. The moment the light touched him, Zeverous changed 
into the Greninja form he had not used in so long. Zekra couldn't 
help but stare at him for a while, remembering all of the times he had 
used this form around her, never knowing who he really was. 


"You don't have to pretend to be a Greninja too," Zeverous said, 
using his Blight voice. "You can just be some ghost-type if you want 
so you can sneak around more easily." 


"You sure? | mean, | don't mind being a Greninja," Zekra replied. "It's 
just that you'd have to be some other Greninja since | only have the 
Greninja form you're using right now." 


"Hmm. That's a good point. Would probably be safer that way 
anyway. Alright, go ahead." 


A brief flash went off, and Zeverous still stood as a Greninja. 
However, Zekra could see that this Greninja was different from the 


other one. She couldn't articulate exactly how it was different, but 
she knew that it was no longer the Blight form. With a short breath, 
Zekra became Blight. 


"Remember to use the voice | used," Zeverous reminded her, his 
voice now higher-pitched than before. "Otherwise, if we do run into 
the other Greninja, they'll Know you're not Blight." 


"Yeah, | know," Zekra said, instantly using the fake voice. "Do | have 
to talk like how you did too?" 


"Most likely. The way Pokémon talk are a huge part of who they are. 
So if you sound completely different, the Greninja might start getting 
suspicious. | realize that it's been a while since they've seen the form 
you're taking on, but I'd still play it safe." 


Zekra nodded to herself as she thought back to the days Zeverous 
had been in her company as Blight, and tried to remember the 
mannerisms he had used around her and her friends. After a few 
seconds of pondering, she crawled back out of the tunnel and into 
the sprawling jungle. She looked behind her to find Zeverous 
crawling out as well, before wandering into a seemingly random 
direction. 


"This way. It should only talk about five minutes,” he explained. 


Zekra silently followed after her brother as they went deeper into the 
jungle. She half-expected the world around them to grow darker the 
further they went, having grown used to venturing through an 
endless amount of Mystery Dungeons, but the darkness never 
overpowered her. It always remained the same as it had been since 
the sun set, being more soothing yet energizing to her than 
oppressive like the blackness of the dungeons. 


There's no more Mystery Dungeons in the world. Zekra thought to 
herself. We got rid of them for good after we brought Nyx over to our 
side. I'm happy to know that we never have to go back into those 


awful places ever again, but it just feels weird to think that they 
literally don't exist anymore, just like that... 


Zekra paused, waiting for her plagued self to make a remark. 
However, there were no words to be made from it. It remained silent, 
its presence hidden to her. 


Not talking this time, huh? 


There was still no response. Zekra wasn't sure whether she found 
this comforting or unnerving. 


"Hey, I've got a question for you," Zekra spoke up, looking at her 
brother. 


"Hmm?" he asked, keeping his voice low. 


"What does your plagued self do to you? | mean, | Know you've got 
that pin now, but what did it do before?" 


"Huh, well all it really did back before | got this pin was that it used to 
make me a lot more violent and angrier. Things used to upset me a 
lot more easily back then because it was amplifying my negative 
emotions, and because | had a whole lot, | was like some kind of 
bomb ready to go off if you pushed me just right. And of course, it 
made me want to kill a lot. But now that | have this pin, | don't have 
to worry about that anymore. | don't even hear its voice." 


"It talked to you?" 


"Yeah, but it didn't talk like you and | are right now. It was more like it 
was begging me to act in certain ways, and it wouldn't be quiet until | 
listened to it. Was just like some kind of whiny child really that would 
throw a tantrum until it got what it wanted." 


Zeverous cautiously looked back at his sister, giving her a deeply 
concerned glance. 


"Why do you ask?" he then asked. "Is yours getting worse? Is it 
acting like mine now?" 


"No, it's still the same as it was before," Zekra said, tasting her own 
lie. "Was just kind of curious since you know, Nyx told us that they're 
growing more synchronized with us as time goes on. And | guess I'm 
trying to figure out what to expect since she said your plague is really 
attached to you..." 


"Listen Zekra. Trust me when | say that you're nowhere close to 
where | was back then. I'm not saying that you don't have it bad, but 
you're not going to end up like me anytime soon. So long as you 
don't suddenly get mad at everyone you care about for no apparent 
reason, you'll be fine. And even if you did reach that point..." 


Zeverous reached into his scarf and pulled out the silver pin before 
showing it to Zekra. 


"I'd let you have this," he told her solemnly. "I'd give it up for you if it 
means that you don't have to suffer like | did. | never want you to go 
through what | had to go through. I'd rather die than have to live with 
the thought that your plague is destroying you, no matter how 
supposedly well-intended Nyx claims it is. Remember that, Zekra." 


"| will, Zev..." Zekra said, feeling her heart sink. "I will... Thanks." 


Zeverous smiled as he carefully fastened the pin back onto his scarf. 
Zekra looked away from her brother as her eyes began to sting. 


Why do | have to lie to everyone nowadays? Whatever happened to 
sharing all of my secrets with everybody? Why did that have to stop? 


Deep down Zekra already knew the answers, but they only briefly 
manifested themselves in her thoughts before she immediately 
ceased dwelling in them. Thinking about it would only bring her more 
grief, something that was already tearing her apart as the days went 
on. So instead of wallow in self-pity and allow herself to deteriorate 


further, she shut out the depressing subject from her mind and 
continued to follow her brother in silence. 


Chapter 58: The Hidden Village 


X 
Chapter 58 


The Hidden Village 


Zekra always loved the silence of the night. 


Save for the occasional cries of the Hoothoot or the distant growls of 
other predators roaming about for prey, the night was a time for 
quiet. It was meant to fill the world with its wordless presence as 
everyone else slept. And it was during this time that Zekra loved to 
be able to sit in the darkness and cherish the quiet it brought, if her 
schedule allowed for her to stay up into the late hours of the night. 


And though at the moment she had to sneak through a jungle, 
keeping up an illusion so she wouldn't spotted by potential Greninja, 
that wonderful feeling was not broken. If anything, it made the 
mission more exciting than it was already. While she did enjoy 
sneaking into Dusk Mines with Zeverous for the most part, it wasn't 
quite as exhilarating as her current mission. Something about 
prowling through the darkness on a "hunt" brought out a happiness 
she hadn't felt in a while. She imagined that was the primal instincts 
of all predators she felt now, deeply satisfied to have her answering 
its yearnings. 


Zekra and Zeverous continued wandering through the jungle, neither 
of them saying anything. Zekra would look around occasionally, 
trying to find any sort of hint that the village was close by, but she 
found nothing. Everything around her seemed the same, nothing 
particularly different catching her eye. There was nothing but flora 
everywhere she looked. 


How does Zev know where that Greninja place is? Zekra asked 
herself. Everything looks the same. | mean, | knew where Dusk 
Mines was even though | was only there once, but it's pretty hard to 
miss that place... 


She was about to ponder in the thought more, or perhaps even 
speak up and ask Zeverous the question, but that was when she 
heard something scurrying nearby. She twisted her head to her side 
to find the hazy outline of some creature disappear behind a large 
tree ensnared by strangler figs. Zekra considered the thought of 
chasing after it, lest it be an enemy that was waiting for the perfect 
Opportunity to ambush her and her brother. 


But in the end, she abandoned the thought. If it really were an 

enemy, it would have attacked by now. There was no reason for it to 
keep waiting. She realized that it was probably a stray Treecko that 
feared it would become their next meal, should they have spotted it. 


It was at that moment that Zekra realized that she hadn't eaten ina 
while. She frowned as she felt the sudden gnawing pain in her 
stomach, having never realized it was there until just now. Her mind 
had been so preoccupied that she had completely forgotten she 
needed to eat. 


"Hey Zev, do you think | could get some food?" she asked, keeping 
her voice low. 


"Sure. What do you want?" Zeverous asked in return. "I've got Some 
berries, some dried meat, some-" 


"| mean, can | go hunt something?" Zekra quickly corrected. 


"Oh. Yeah, go ahead," Zeverous shrugged indifferently. "Just don't 
talk or anything. If a Greninja sees you and you can convince them 
that you're a wild Pokémon, they won't kick you out of here. Want me 
to come with you?" 


"Yeah! Don't see why not. It could be a lot of fun killing stuff with 
you." 


Zeverous laughed at her morbid remark as he changed into a 
Mightyena, his smirk almost evil when using that form. However, 
Zekra knew there was no point for alarm and also changed into a 
Mightyena, knowing that if they were to masquerade as wild 
Pokémon, they'd need to be the same species. She hadn't exactly 
used a Mightyena form before, she didn't think it would be much 
different from her regular form, except being bigger and having 
sharper teeth. 


Zeverous cast Zekra a glance, and then took off running. Zekra 
quickly chased after him, following him into the hidden parts of the 
jungle where the moonlight could no longer reach them. It admittedly 
became difficult to see, even for her with her night vision, but she 
was able to keep him within her sights after a brief moment of 
confusion. She stayed close behind him as he slowed himself down, 
carefully weaving his way through the entanglement of trees without 
making a single sound. Zekra copied his every step. 


As they silently made their way through the jungle, Zekra kept her 
eyes peeled for any sort of prey. She wasn't sure exactly what kind 
of Pokémon lived in the vicinity other than certain grass-types that 
seemed to be in just any place that had trees, but she imagined that 
she'd be able to spot them. Or at the very least, she'd be able to 
hear them. Most of the prey she knew weren't exactly stealthy when 
they were trying to hide themselves from the dark. 


After several minutes of wordless prowling, Zekra finally heard saw a 
blur of movement in the corner of her eye. She turned her head, and 
after peering into the darkness for a few seconds, saw what had 
made the noise. It was a lone Tropius, trying to remain hidden within 
some foliage. Zekra imagined that it was resting after a long flight 
and was doing its best not to be spotted while it regained its energy 
so it could carry on to wherever it was going in the late of that night. 


It was a shame that it would never be able to finish its journey. 


Zekra released a low growling sound, alerting Zeverous attention. He 
stopped and trotted back over to her, where she silently gestured 
over to the Tropius that was still unaware of their presence. 
Zeverous Stared at it for a moment, and then nodded before 
crouching low to the ground. Zekra grinned eagerly as she did the 
same. It was a large Pokémon, larger than any Pokemon she had 
tried to hunt before, but she had confidence in herself. Plus, she had 
her brother. Anything was possible if her brother was around. 


With her heart beating wildly, and with adrenaline pumping through 
her veins, she sprang forward and charged at the Tropius. She 
closed the distance between it and her, and then pushed off the 
ground with all of might. Then, before it even noticed her, she sank 
her fangs deep into its slender neck. The Tropius let out a blood- 
curdling scream as it violently thrashed about, trying to pry itself 
loose from Zekra's jaws, but she wouldn't relent. She only sank her 
fangs deeper into its neck. But just as she was to drag it to the 
ground for an easier kill, a barrage of leaves shot out of its body and 
cut into Zekra's fur. She whined as she released her hold on the 
Tropius, thudding to the ground as a Zorua. Her blood leaked onto 
the ground, staining the blades of grass a deep crimson as she shot 
the Tropius a hateful glare. 


But before she could change into a more formidable Pokemon, the 
Tropius rapidly beat its wings together, stirring up a powerful gale. 
Zekra was instantly picked up off the ground by the wind, and hurled 
far into the jungle. She eventually crashed into a canopy before 
gravity took its course once more, scrapping her against the thorny 
branches and leaves before she plummeted back onto the ground. 
Zekra groaned irritably as she got back to her feet, ignoring the 
stinging of her injuries as she hastily glanced around her. 


Great, where am |? she wondered. Where did that stupid Tropius 
send me? 


Realizing that standing still and asking questions was pointless, 
Zekra became a Scyther and zipped toward the direction she felt she 
had come from. She knew that she should have stayed in her 


Mightyena form so that her brother would recognize her when they 
crossed paths again, but that form wasn't fast enough for her. She 
didn't want Zeverous to kill the Tropius for her. She had been the one 
to find it, so she had some right to be the one to provide the lethal 
strike. Then not only that, but she liked the Scyther form better. It 
was easier to slaughter when she had blades for arms and ninja-like 
speed. 


With a malicious glimmer in her eyes, Zekra sped through the 
jungle's maze of trees, keeping an eye out for a Mightyena and 
Tropius. It didn't take long, for she soon heard the loud cry of a 
pained, dying Pokémon in the distance. Zekra swiftly sank one of her 
scythes into the bark of a nearby tree, and then used it to help her 
change course by forcing her to make a half-circle around the tree. 
Her blade dug deep into the tree as she rounded the plant, nearly 
severing it in half as she twisted her blade around its surface. When 
she was facing her desired direction, she withdrew her blade and 
took off once more. 


A short time later, Zekra finally came across the ones she sought. 
Zeverous was still attacking the Tropius, but this time, he was 
Toxicroak. He agilely leapt out of the way as the Tropius flung 
another set of leaves at him before launching himself toward it. His 
poisonous fingers became coated in a deep poison, and with a swift 
swipe, he slashed at the wild Pokémon's side. The Tropius flinched 
as it began to falter, its breath becoming raspy as the poison went 
into its bloodstream, slowly sapping away its life. 


Seeing her opportunity, Zekra flung herself into the brawl, a scythe 
posed to strike. There was no time to react as her blade cut cleanly 
through the Tropius's neck, loping off its head in an instant. 


Zekra silently descended onto the grass as her prey's body slumped 
to the ground behind her. She changed back into a Zorua as she 
released a relieved sigh, exhausted from the endeavor. 


"Thanks for not killing it before | got here," Zekra said as she turned 
to face her brother. 


"No problem," Zeverous replied. "You okay, though? You've got cuts 
everywhere." 


"Yeah, I'm fine. This is nothing." 


Zekra turned away from Zeverous and faced the bloody corpse 
behind her. She walked over to it and dipped one of her paws into 
the puddle of blood that was forming beneath the poor headless 
creature. 


"Is it still safe to eat this thing?" she asked nonchalantly. "| mean, | 
saw you poison that thing.” 


"But there isn't poison anymore," Zeverous corrected as he returned 

to his true form and joined Zekra's side. "That Tropius only thought it 
was getting poisoned, and because it believed that, it became poison 
for it. But now that the illusion's gone, there's no more poison. So it's 
safe to eat." 


"So there really was poison for a little while. Just like how | really did 
have blades for a little while when | was being a Scyther." 


Zekra paused. 


"As long as someone thinks everything we're doing is real, it 
becomes real," she then said. "We create the reality of everybody 
around us by how talented we are at lying to everyone. But then 
again, maybe everybody does that too in their own ways. Like how 
the Fellowship is able to tell everybody that there's no such thing as 
Plagued Ones and create a peaceful reality for them when actual 
reality is a whole lot worse. Or when you're in pain and you lie to 
your friends, telling them that you're okay. You change their reality so 
that they don't see the real reality. You give them a happier reality 
than what's really there. So in a way, everybody is an illusionist. 
Everybody is always creating fake realities for everyone else and 
nobody knows they're in those fake realities." 


"Wow, since when did you become so philosophical?" Zeverous 
teased. "Don't think I've ever heard you talk like this before." 


"Hey, | can have deep conversations you know!" Zekra shot back. 
"Killing stuff isn't the only thing on my mind! I'm not as shallow- 
minded as you think." 


"Alright, well how do you get out of the fake realities then?" Zeverous 
then asked, still wearing his bemused grin. "If you're saying 
everybody's in a fake reality, how do you ever see the real reality?" 


"| don't think anybody can see all of actual reality. You can only get 
pieces of it, and that's only if you try really hard. But to at least get 
out of some of the fake realities others might put you in... | think the 
only way is to have someone tell you it's not real. You need 
somebody to show you a different perspective on things. Like, have 
them share the reality they see with you so you can see how 
different the two realities are from each other. | think that's how you 
can get out of your fake reality. | don't really know if anything | just 
said made any sense to you, but that's what | think." 


"Well | get what you're saying, but | think it might be hard to follow if 
you tell this to someone who's not a Zoroark or anything like that," 
Zeverous admitted. "It's probably better if you just stick to simpler 
things again like you did before. You might make everybody's brains 
melt if you bring up weird topics like this around anybody. Or you'll 
just scare them off." 


"Not my fault nobody knows how to be open-minded," Zekra spat 
bitterly. "Everybody's such a wimp." 


"Whatever you say," Zeverous snickered. "But come on, let's eat. 
Don't want this food to go to waste." 


Zekra still frowned distastefully at her brother, but listened to what he 
said and began devouring the carcass with her fangs with Zeverous 
soon joining her. Though the meat was a bit too dry and bitter for her 
tastes, it still satisfied her hunger and left her feeling quite full 


minutes later. She wiped the blood off her muzzle with a paw as she 
backed away from the empty husk of a Pokémon and became a 
Greninja. 


"Alright, we can keep going now if you're ready," she said. 


Zeverous nodded silently as he also morphed into a Greninja and led 
Zekra through the dense jungle once again. 


It was maybe an hour later when Zeverous finally came to a stop. 
Zekra nearly bumped into him from having followed him so closely, 
but was able to stop herself just in time. She looked at him to find 
that he was gazing off to the side, his eyes squinted carefully. 


"Did you find it?" she asked. 


Zeverous nodded silently, and then crept toward the sight. Zekra was 
soon to tail him with an eager grin. Very soon, she'd be able to see 
the village that Zeverous had stayed at for a time. She didn't know 
exactly what she was expecting, as she hadn't seen any hidden 
villages before, but she imagined it would be magnificent. Maybe 
everything would be built within the trees, like the Aurora Fellowship 
was, except in more mystic manner and adapted for the sole use of 
Greninja. It certainly would have made sense, given that they were in 
a jungle of sorts. It would have been the best way to remain hidden. 
Or, perhaps it was like palace of sorts, where everything was 
adorned with precious jewels. 


That sounds more like a Sableye village. | really don't think that 
Greninja care about shiny rocks. 


Zekra ignored her plagued self's snide comment and continued 
walking. She watched as Zeverous went up to one of the trees in the 
vicinity and started circling it, prodding it with his webbed hands 
carefully. He eyed the trunk of the seemingly ordinary tree as he 
continued doing this for what Zekra felt was a full minute. And yet, 
nothing occurred. 


"What are you-" 


Before she could finish, Zeverous suddenly stopped as some of the 
dirt beneath the tree caved in, revealing a hole that seemed to lead 
deep underground where the tree's roots dwelled. With a grin, he 
squeezed himself into the hole, somehow able to fit despite how 
small the tunnel appeared. 


"Come on, Zekra," he called quietly. 


Though still puzzled as to what was occurring, Zekra made her way 
over and forced herself into the hole. It was cramped like she had 

anticipated, the walls scraping against her sides and dirt falling onto 
her face the further she crawled, but she continued on nonetheless. 


For a while, Zekra didn't think they were going anywhere. The tunnel 
seemed to stretch on forever, and there wasn't any bit of moonlight 
pouring in from the other side. The only thing to accompany the two 
siblings were the tiny roots of the plants from above, but they didn't 
do anything more than brush up against their bodies occasionally, 
tickling them. They didn't provide any sort of indication that they 
were close to the end of wherever the tunnel led. 


And yet, Zekra knew better than to complain and kept her mouth 
shut. Zeverous knew what he was doing. He wouldn't lead her down 
this seemingly purposeless hole if he didn't think it'd take them to 
their destination. 


Sure enough, sometime later, the tunnel did end and lead up to the 
surface. Zekra crawled out of the hole just after her brother did, 
panting as she shook the dirt that clung to her fake skin and spat out 
any that got in her mouth. It felt so good to be back in the open 
again. Breathing had been rather difficult underground, not to 
mention that the air had tasted rather stale. 


"Here we are," Zeverous suddenly announced. "Welcome to the 
Greninja village, seen by so few in this world." 


Zekra shook the last remains of dirt off of her, and then beheld the 
world before her. What she saw nearly blew her away. 


She was still in the jungle, the flora growing all around her as wildly 
as it had before, but now there were little huts standing upon the cool 
ground in a seemingly unorganized manner. They all appeared to be 
made out of the very wood that were the trees surrounding them, 
well-taken care of so that not a single one seemed to be falling into 
decay. There were also much larger structures more far back into the 
distance, which Zekra assumed were the schools that the Greninja 
gathered in to be taught their new abilities. There were also a few 
ponds about the area, each one filled with Magikarp and other 
similar water-types that swam idly within the clear water. 


But it was not these things that drew Zekra's attention. No, what 
caught her eye the most were what seemed to be just about 
everywhere she looked. 


There were hundreds, if not thousands of lights illuminating from the 
leaves and branches of every plant in sight. They were tiny orbs of 
brilliant radiance, each one of a different color, ranging from a deep 
crimson to an electrifying blue. They shined bright throughout the 
village like giant stars, but never enough to hurt Zekra's gaze from 
each of them. She stared at each and every one of them in wonder 
as they swung lightly in the gentle breeze. If she hadn't of known 
better, she would have thought that each of these lights were from 
Xerneas's great horns, somehow harnessed by nature so they too 
could have a piece of his majestic and divine wonder. 


"It's pretty amazing, isn't it?" Zeverous asked with a snicker. 


"Yeah, it's beautiful," Zekra said, still in awe at the sight. "But, why 
did we have to go underground to get here?" 


"Because that's the only way you can get here without having to 
sneak past some Greninja to get in. | don't really think we should be 
talking to any Greninja just yet... especially not at this hour. But 
anyway, this is a tunnel | made when | escaped from this place years 


ago, and | marked it just in case | wanted to come back for whatever 
reason." 


"And how'd you even know that was the right tree? Looked just like 
every other tree here." 


Zeverous smiled as he went back over to the tunnel that he and 
Zekra just came out of. Just like before, this entrance was beneath 
the tree, though still visible due to them having just exited from it. 
Zeverous pointed a finger at the trunk. 


"You know, because it's got this ." 


Zekra squinted her eyes. Though it took a moment, she was able to 
see that Zeverous was pointing to a carving of what appeared to be 
an eye. It wasn't very big, being only about the size of Zekra's actual 
eye, and was fading away so that it was nothing more than a pale 
scar. It was incredibly easy to miss, and Zekra was surprised that 
Zeverous had been able to spot it at all when there were an endless 
amount of trees that looked just like the one they wanted in the 
jungle. 


"You must have really good eye-sight or something," Zekra 
remarked. 


"Heh, I've just had lots of practice doing this," Zeverous corrected. 
"You can get good at anything with enough practice. But anyway, 
let's not stall anything anymore. We've gotta tear this place apart 
before any of the Greninja wake up. Even though we're pretending to 
be one of them, | still don't like doing this kind of job when there's 
others around. Especially since these guys are Greninja." 


"There aren't any awake already?" 


"There's the guards outside of the place, but nobody inside of the 
village. Well actually, scratch that. There's some Greninja that are 
still awake inside of the village, but they're not where we are. They're 
farther inside doing some special training that's for a beginner's 


class. | think that's where they start teaching everybody about the 
dark-types since when Frogadier become Greninja, they suddenly 
become water-types and dark-types, so they have to have 
somebody teach them about what to expect and how to live with that 
new element inside of them. But don't worry; | don't think we're going 
to run into them." 


"If you say so. So where do you want to look first?" 
Zeverous pondered for a moment, staring off into the village. 


"| think we should investigate the shrine they have around here," he 
stated. "Maybe those Greninja can feel this power coming from 
those dragon stones, so they put it on their shrine as a display to 
make the place feel more spiritual or something. Don't really know if 
they'd actually do that, but hey, it's worth a shot. We'll try somewhere 
else if we don't find it." 


The older sibling put on a stoic mask as he strode forward, 
presumably heading for the shrine he spoke of. Zekra took in a deep 
breath, and then went after him, forcing herself to wear the same 
composed expression as he was. They wandered through the village 
in silence, Keeping a close eye out for any Greninja that might have 
been coming their way. But as Zeverous had said, no one seemed to 
be awake. It was only the two of them in that village, the only thing to 
provide them company being the mysterious, ethereal lights. 


After a few minutes, the two arrived at the shrine located at the far 
end of the town, far secluded from the rest of the town so that it 
stood in complete isolation. It was a relatively peaceful place with a 
few stones placed in a circle around a stone statue of a Greninja, 
sitting in what appeared to be deep meditation. In both of its hands 
was a glass orb of sorts, glowing softly with a dim light that 
Originated from within. However, beyond the odd spheres, there was 
nothing particularly special about the shrine. All that could be noted 
was that it was quiet. 


Zekra felt it was more eerily quiet than soothing, as if some 
malevolent force was watching her and just waiting for the perfect to 
strike. 


As she looked around her, trying to see if there was anything else to 
the shrine other than a single statue in a giant glade of nothingness, 
Zeverous went up to the statue and circled around it. 


"Who is that statue supposed to be anyway?" Zekra asked curiously. 


"This was the original founder of the village," Zeverous said, now 
leaving the statue and now inspecting the stones surrounding it. "His 
name was Genryu, and basically he was the first Greninja to come 
up with the idea that they should train new Greninja on how to 
master their powers. He was apparently from a family that was 
generations full of Greninja, so they all knew some of the best skills 
there were. But instead of only teaching it to his kin like he was 
supposed to, he decided he wanted to spread his knowledge to 
everyone else. Because before, there wasn't any real training. You 
learned everything you could from your parents and whatever they 
knew. And if your parents weren't Greninja and you ended up 
becoming one... well, tough luck. You'd basically have to learn 
everything on your own, and you'd never be as talented as the other 
Greninja who actually had parents who could teach them. You'd 
never be like them. But on that fateful day, this guy decided that 
every Greninja should have a chance to have the best training and 
reach the full potential of a Greninja. So he went to go find the best 
Greninja he knew, and then he made this village so that all who 
would want to choose the path of a Greninja could and be 
successful." 


"Was his family mad at him for doing that?" Zekra wondered. 


"| imagine they would have been," Zeverous shrugged. "From what 
I've heard, families like that didn't like to share their secret arts with 
anyone else that wasn't a part of their bloodline. You Know, because 
it makes them better than everyone else and they get bragging rights 


and all. If | really had to guess, I'd even say that the founder got 
exiled from his family because they were so upset with what he did." 


"Wow, that's pretty harsh," Zekra cringed. "Was it really that big of a 
deal, though? Were having all of those powers that no one else had 
so great?" 


"You talk like you haven't actually seen a Greninja use its abilities 
before," Zeverous chuckled darkly. "But yeah, it kind of was back 
then. If you had all of those powers back then and nobody else did, 
that meant that you could do more. And from how I've seen it, 
Greninja are typically known to be assassins or mercenaries. Their 
skills are perfect for those kinds of jobs. | mean, they're fast, they 
can kill you pretty quickly with just about any of their powers, and 
they can disappear in an instance if they get caught. Having more of 
those powers than everyone else meant a better life in a way. Plus, it 
was just some sort of honor they had. | really can't explain it since 
I'm not actually a Greninja and | never did get to talk to them about 
all this, but that's what | think it was." 


Zekra nodded considerably at her brother's words. However, despite 
everything he had told her, she found her fascination with these 
Greninja had not been quenched. If anything, she had only gained 
more questions. She knew that there was only one real way to 
satisfy herself. 


"Hey, do you want to split up and search the rest of the place on our 
own?" Zekra asked. "We can meet again somewhere in like three 
hours or something." 


"| don't know," Zeverous said, a hint of unease in his voice. "It's not 
that | don't think you can take care of yourself, but if those Greninja 
find you and figure out you're not really who they think you are... 
they're going to kill you. I'm not exaggerating; they really will since 
you'll know how to get here and they want to keep this place top- 
secret. And trust me when | say that they're very careful about 
making sure outsiders don't get into this village. It was kind of a 
miracle we got in without a problem." 


"I'll be fine," Zekra assured. "| mean, everything went so well the last 
time we snuck into some place, right?" 


"Zekra, that ended with Shade figuring out who we were and nearly 
getting us killed. We only got out because that Mismagius and 
Chandelure saved us in the end.” 


"I'll be fine! | mean, I'm stronger now anyway. | took down a Darkrai, 
remember?" 


"You took her down with four other Pokémon helping you, and you 
still got Knocked out before it was all over." 


"Ugh, just let me go, Zev! | can take care of myself. Besides, it would 
make this whole thing go by a lot faster." 


Zeverous let out a defeated sigh as he shook his head. 


"Alright, fine," he grumbled. "Meet me back here in two hours. Try to 

avoid everybody and if you do have to talk to somebody, make it fast 
and then get away from them. But not too quickly. Don't want them to 
get suspicious. | really don't want you getting caught by them..." 


"Yeah, | get what you mean," Zekra laughed. "Don't worry, nothing's 
going to happen." 


"That's what everybody says before something does end up 
happening." 


Zekra rolled her eyes at the comment, but said nothing more as she 
let her brother be to continue investigating the shrine area. She left 
him behind as she went back to the main part of the village. Once 
there, she looked around and tried to think of the next place to go. It 
didn't take long for her to come to a decision. With a deep breath, 
she went into the main part of the village where the homes became 
more numerous. In the nearby distance, she could hear very faint 
voices. Voices that she presumed belonged to other Greninja. 


She smiled as she went into the shadows and sped up her pace, 
sneaking through the dark of the trees as she made her way to the 
voices. 


You know Zev told you to stay away from the other Greninja. 


I'm not going to let them see me. Besides, maybe if | eavesdrop on 
them, | can figure out if they've got a dragon stone or something. 


You can keep making all of the excuses you want, but | know 
you're really just doing this because you want to know more 
about those Greninja. They're fascinating to you. Really, you 
can't hide anything from me. | can hear every single one of your 
thoughts. 


Though Zekra knew she should have been fearful at that remark, 
she instead felt irritated, as if the plague within her was more a pest 
than some kind of horrific abomination that had the power to make 
her life a nightmare if it ever felt the desire to. 


Whatever. I'll be fine. 


Zekra leapt onto a nearby building and scaled her way to the roof. 
Then, as silently as she could, she crawled to the very top and 
looked down upon the village, crouching behind the tip of the roof to 
remain hidden from any onlookers. She found herself staring down 
at two Greninja, older ones as far as she could tell, probably about 
as old as her parents before they died. She watched as they talked 
amongst each other, both of them attempting to keep their voices 
low, but still loud enough for Zekra to understand their conversation. 


"| don't know why this is happening,” one of the Greninja stated, an 
air of anxiety about him. "I don't know why there's so many of 
them..." 


"And how many of Pokémon did you say you saw again while you 
were keeping look-out?" the other Greninja asked, this one 
seemingly the older of the two, if only by a small amount. 


“There were ten of them. Four were fire-types, three flying-types, one 
a fairy-type, and then another was an electric-type. They were all in 
a group.” 


"And you were able to get rid of them, right?" 


"Yes, they're very far away as of now. They shouldn't be gaining 
consciousness until dawn the next morning." 


"So then why are you worried? You got rid of them, and this sort of 
thing happens quite a bit of the time. Maybe not in a big of a group 
as that sometimes, but it still happens nonetheless. They didn't see 
the village, did they?" 


"No, they didn't," the younger Greninja assured, shaking his head. 
"It's only that after | got rid of those Pokémon did yet another group 
come in. They were different Pokémon, but all of them still worked 
alongside each other and were prowling the jungle just as intently as 
the other group was. And then right behind that group, yet another. 
Then another. This continued on for quite a time until there were 
eight groups in the jungle and all of them had this strange look in 
their eyes. They seemed to be hunting for something. | don't know 
exactly what they had their sights set on, but they were determined 
to find it. It's the same gaze | see on a Sharpedo when it is hunting 
down a Goldeen in the ocean; it's relentless and merciless. It's 
unmistakable. There is no other gaze like it." 


"So you think they are trying to find our village." 


"Yes. | do not know what else those Pokémon could be doing here 
with their eyes so set on whatever it is they're trying to find." 


"Are these other groups still in the jungle?" 


"Yes. | knew | could not knock out so many Pokémon on my own. 
And | felt that the other guards couldn't help me; there were far too 
many Pokémon for us to dispatch." 


The older Greninja nodded thoughtfully and hummed to himself. 


"I'll tell the elders about this," the older one announced after a while. 
"While I'm unsure that these Pokémon are looking for our village, 
what you are saying is concerning. We don't normally have this 
many Pokémon at a time going through the jungle, especially not at 
this hour. As | do that, keep an eye on those groups. Tell the other 
guards to do the same." 


Without another word, both Greninja coiled away from the sight, 
disappearing in a flash. Zekra remained hidden upon the roof, ata 
loss of what she had she just overheard. 


There's Pokémon here in the jungle? Is that why Zev and | were able 
to sneak in here so easily? 


She hopped off the building and silently descended upon the ground, 
making sure that no one spotted her before diving back into the 
darkness of the trees. 


Well, it's not my problem. If anything, it makes this whole infiltration 
thing a whole lot easier. I've got a stone to find anyway. And maybe 
some more Greninja to spy on if they're doing anything interesting. 


Zekra crept around the light of the glowing orbs, making sure that 
they never once cast her into view as she made her way further into 
the village. She didn't know where she was going, but she figured 
that if she kept moving forward, she'd eventually find something 
noteworthy. Or at the very least, she'd hear more voices and could 
eavesdrop on more conversations to see if they knew anything about 
any dragon stones. 


It wasn't long before Zekra came across a massive, rectangular 
building with several wind chimes hanging from the sides of the 
building. It stood before her in silence, this prestigious aura about it 
with the way it stood so mightily over everything else and seemed 
better kept than all of the structures around it. There wasn't a single 
side of it that held chipped paint, nor were there any cobwebs 


clinging to it in sight. It only remained there, its doors and windows 
closed to the outside world. 


Zekra couldn't help but marvel at it from the shadows. 
| wonder what's in there. | wonder if they've got anything cool... 


The fake Greninja carefully withdrew herself from the cover of 
darkness and went up to the nearest wall to her. Then, after glancing 
both ways to make sure no one was in sight, turned into a Duskull 
and stuck her head into the wall. 


She was quick to find that the building was a training center. The 
entire inside was one large room that held dark wooden flooring 
covered in dark blue mats. There was no furniture in sight, allowing 
the room to be spacious for plenty of maneuvering room. But to 
make up for this, the walls were filled to the brim with a variety of 
adornments. Scrolls hung on the walls, each one depicting a 
Greninja using one of their abilities in a series of carefully detailed 
steps. Zekra recognized many of the arts, such as how to use the 
water stars and Double Team, but then there were some she couldn't 
help but be puzzled over, such as one that seemed to showa 
Greninja vanishing from sight, only to be replaced by a tree stump. 


Alongside these scrolls were also a number of strange weapons. 
Zekra had seen weapons before, as there always were steel thorns 
and similar things at the market, not to mention Terron had crafted a 
large arsenal of bone weapons for himself, but some of the ones 
before her were surreal. There were the ones she was familiar with, 
such as what appeared to be the Greninja's water stars only made 
out of metal, but there were also strange objects such as a long, 
sturdy stick attached to an even thicker piece of wood and what 
appeared to be a thin line of metal coiled like a snake, sharp blades 
sticking out of it. 


And | thought Tear had some pretty weird weapons. Zekra remarked 
to herself. Wonder if he'd know what any of these things even are. 


Zekra instantly regretted thinking about her friend, for the moment 
she did, her heart stung. She cringed as she forced the rest of 
herself into the dojo before turning back into a Greninja. Once inside, 
she began her careful search. 


Maybe they've got it hidden behind those scrolls or something. Or 
somewhere in the ceiling. Or- 


Her thoughts instantly went back to Terron, cutting off her focus. She 
could see him so clearly in her mind, shooting her that sad, yearning 
look he had given her the last time they spoke. Zekra closed her 
eyes and vigorously shook her head. 


| had to leave him. If | didn't leave him, then | would have eventually 
caved and told him everything. | did it for his own good. 


But even as she told herself these things, the heartache remained 
persistent, tormenting her further. Zekra growled quietly under her 
breath. She snapped her eyes open and began her inspection of 
everything in sight, trying to ignore the pain. But with each step she 
took, it only seemed to grow worse, which prompted her to shut it out 
even more. And thus, an endless cycle went on. 


Zekra had barely finished investigating one side of the building when 
her heart seemed ready to tear itself apart. It actually felt as though 
something were reaching inside of her and trying to slaughter her. 
Like there was some sort of sadist monster that reveled in watching 
her struggle futilely. 


Unable to take it any longer, Zekra rammed her head into a nearby 
wall, shaking her cranium. Unfortunately, it didn't undo the pain 
welling up in her chest. 


It hasn't even been a day yet and I'm already going insane. Ugh, why 
did | have to be so desperate to know what was going on with 
Yimtri? Why couldn't I have just listened to him and left him alone? 


Because you clearly cared about him and wanted to help him. 
Or you just wanted to figure out how to stop the Plagued Ones. 
Or maybe both. 


Zekra squeezed her eyes shut as she pressed her head harder 
against the wall. 


It was a stupid reason to keep bothering him. Should have just left 
him alone. We'd all be so much happier that way. 


You don't know that. 


I'm pretty sure that anything is better than the situation I'm currently 
in. | can't think of anything worse than having to get away from my 
best friend so he doesn't know the horrible things | know about him. 
Can't think of anything worse than having to keep this awful secret 
from him for the rest of his life. 


So you're just going to whine about it? That's all you're going to 
do? Just whine like some spoiled brat? 


Zekra scowled hard at the remark, her pain temporarily fading away 
as a wrath sparked within her. 


Why don't you break your best friend's heart to save them and see 
how you react? 


! don't have to; I'm already doing it. 


Quit saying you're me! Just because you're stuck to my soul doesn't 
mean that you're me! 


I'm pretty sure it does. You just don't want to admit it because 
you don't like to think that the personality | have are parts of 
you that you despise. So yeah, I'm still you. I've got all of your 
memories, | can feel all of your emotions, and I can pretty much 
hear every single one of your thoughts. What more proof do 
you need? 


That's being a parasite, not being me! You're not me! I'm not a 
monster like you! 


| swear, say that I'm a monster one more time and I'll show you 
what a REAL monster Is like. But, enough about that. We're 
getting off topic here. You want to know why you shouldn't be 
whining? Because you could have it a whole lot worse. 


How? 
Zev could be dead. 


Zekra grimaced as a ghastly image of Zeverous's bloody corpse 
resting at her feet manifested itself in her thoughts. His soulless eyes 
stared up at her, boring deep into her mind. She shuddered at the 
sight. 


You've still got him. Even after everything you've been through 
and are going through right now, he's still here. Sure, you might 
be going through a bad time right now, but you still have your 
brother. You've still got the one Pokémon you care about so 
much by your side, always wanting to help you out. 


So quit moaning about what's wrong with your life and focus on 
what you still have and be thankful for it. It'll make the pain go 
away. 


Zekra sighed as the image of dead Zeverous disappeared. She 
slowly opened her eyes, feeling the ache in her heart dull into 
oblivion. 


You're right. | should remember what | still have. | shouldn't focus on 
the negative, or else I'm going to lose my way and go crazy. 


Yeah. Don't make me hunt you back down so! can get you back 
on track. 


! won't. But... thanks. Thanks for helping me. 


For a while, there wasn't a response from Zekra's plagued self. It 
only remained silent, and Zekra couldn't see what it was doing within 
her mind. She could only presume that it was sitting somewhere 
within her, deeply unsure of what to think of Zekra's sudden 
gratitude. Zekra couldn't blame it for that response; even she was 
surprised that she had said that to it. But, she found she couldn't 
help it. It had helped her after all, albeit in its forceful ways. 
Nonetheless, she still felt that was enough to warrant a show of 
thanks out of her. 


But after a moment of awkward silence, her plagued self did speak. 
You're welcome. 


And with that, it fell into silence once again. Zekra breathed outa 
relieved sigh as she finished searching through the dojo, being 
careful to look through everything she came across. But alas, 
despite her best efforts, there was nothing to be found. Then not only 
that, but her time had run out. It had been two hours, and she 
needed to meet up with Zeverous once again. 


Not wasting any more time, Zekra disappeared out of the building 
and headed back to the shrine. She was quick to find Zeverous 
sitting before the shrine's great statue, just as he had promised he 
would. 


As soon as Zekra saw her brother, a sudden feeling of appreciation 
washed over her. It came over her so quickly and powerfully, that 
Zekra found herself rooted in place. In that moment, she realized 
that she really was thankful to have her brother with her. While she 
had primarily gone with Zeverous on the trip to get away from Terron, 
she had never been lying when she had said she wanted to spend 
time with her brother. She really did want to spend quality time with 
the one she had thought she lost so long ago. 


But, it was only in that moment did she realize how glad she was to 
have him. Perhaps it was because of that horrifying image her mind 
had conjured up during her talk with her plagued self, but Zekra felt 


very happy to see her brother, alive and well. Granted, he didn't look 
like her brother at the moment, but it was all the same. 


Zekra couldn't help but smile as she drew closer to him until she was 
right by his side. 


"Welcome back," Zeverous greeted. "How'd everything go?" 


"Oh, it went alright," Zekra replied. "But | didn't find anything. | just 
saw their training place or whatever it was." 


"You went in there huh? Heh, kind of figured you would. But yeah, 
that's where they train alright. There's some things they don't learn in 
there, like how to use the water stars or how to be more acrobatic, 
but pretty much everything else they learn is in there." 


"What was with all of those weird weapons they have in there, 
though? They don't actually use them, do they?" 


"Oh, those things," Zeverous chuckled. "Nah, they don't use them. 
They're there as models since apparently, Greninja can make any 
kind of weapon they want out of water. Those throwing stars you saw 
me use a lot were just one of the things they can make. So they just 
have all of those weapons on display so everybody knows what their 
water weapons are supposed to look like." 


"Ohhhh, so that's what it was! Was going to say, | was wondering 
why they'd have weapons. They don't look like the kind of Pokemon 
who would. But yeah, that was it really. How did everything go for 
you?" 


"Same really. Didn't find anything. But, | kind of figured that since | 
didn't get to search a whole lot. Too much to look at, and it's getting 
late anyway." 


Zekra nodded as Zeverous got up. 


"Let's get out of here," Zeverous announced. "We need some rest. 
We'll come back tomorrow night. But next time we're going as ghosts 
or something. | really don't like being around here as a Greninja. | 
don't feel safe." 


"Awww," Zekra whined. 


"Yeah, and we're sticking together too. Was really worried about you 
while you were by yourself and well, | don't want anything happening 
to you. So sorry if I'm acting clingy to you or something, but | just 
really don't want you to get hurt. | know | keep telling you this place 
is dangerous even though nothing ends up happening, but I'm telling 
the truth." 


"No, it's alright," Zekra assured. "| understand. Don't worry about it." 
"Thanks." 


Zeverous finally walked away from Zekra, presumably heading back 
to the tree that would lead them out of the village. Zekra stayed 
where she was, pondering as she watched her brother leave. 


He's really worried about me, which | guess | can understand. We're 
only okay right now because those Greninja are kind of busy with 
whatever's going on outside anyway. | shouldn't let my curiosity get 
the better of me. Even though those Greninja are cool and | wanna 
know more about them, it's not going to help me if I'm caught by 
them. Besides, | really should hang out with Zev more. It's nice to be 
around him. 


Satisfied with these thoughts, Zekra followed after her brother and 
together, they went back to the tree that held the secret exit out of 
the village. 


But just as Zeverous was to crawl back into the hole, he suddenly 
froze in place. A dim light rippled through his form, and he was 
suddenly Blight. 


"Hide," he uttered, his voice a low growl. 
"Wait what?" Zekra asked, alarmed by his sudden command. 
" Hide. Now," he hissed at her, almost in a threatening manner. 


Zekra didn't waste another moment. She instantly became a Sableye 
as she dove into the ground, withdrawing herself from the outside 
world. She looked up from within the darknessto find Zeverous was 
no longer alone as he had been seconds ago. Now there was 
another Greninja with him, standing amongst the branches ofa 
nearby tree, staring down at him from a distance with a dark glimmer 
in its eyes. 


"Well, if it isn't Blight," the real Greninja said. "Been a while since I've 
seen you, hasn't it?" 


"Yes, it has been a while," Zeverous answered back, keeping himself 
composed. "Surprised you didn't forget about me, Vera." 


"Oh don't worry, | can't forget about you," Vera assured in a joking 
manner that didn't match her almost malicious glare. "So you've 
come back, huh?" 


"Yes, | thought I'd come visit the village | learned so much from. | 
wanted to see if anything has changed." 


"You picked a pretty peculiar time to come back and say hello to 
everybody." 


Zeverous narrowed her eyes at her as he crossed his arms over his 
chest before letting out a snort. 


"| never did say that | was going to visit everyone at this hour," he 
stated tersely. "| only happened to arrive at this time. | wasn't going 
to remain in the jungle until morning when | could easily come inside 
the village. | have no intentions of remaining out there where wild 
Pokémon have every intention of killing me." 


Vera didn't say anything, only keeping her glare fixed on him. 


"Are you on night watcher duty as of late?" Zeverous then asked, 
presumably to get her off topic. "You were never awake this late 
before when we were training together." 


"Yeah, | am," she replied. "Been one since last month. It's a lot more 
boring than | thought it was going to be. Well, until tonight anyway." 


"What do you mean by that?" Zeverous asked. 


Vera averted her gaze from him as she looked out toward the edge 
of the village. 


"There's been word that a good number of outsiders are inside of the 
jungle," she explained, lowering her voice. "No one knows why, but 
there's a few dozen Pokémon walking around, trying to find 
something. Some of the others think they're trying to sneak into the 
village." 


"And so you think me being here while that is happening is too much 
of a coincidence," Zeverous then said, able to deduce her attitude 
toward him. 


Vera remained silent. Zeverous laughed to himself as he uncrossed 
his arms and faced her directly. 


"You think I'm an imposter," he then said. "One of those outsiders’ 
spies. Maybe a Ditto pretending to be Blight so | can let them into 
this village. Or some Frogadier that just evolved that works for them." 


Vera continued to say nothing. 


"You want me to prove that I'm Blight," Zeverous went on. "Fine, | 
can do that. But, I'm not going to insist that | really am Blight with 
memories of what | did here in the past or what | Know about you, 
because | know that wouldn't work on you. The not only that, but 


what kind of Greninja would | be if | bothered with that idea? There's 
only one real way for you to know for sure that I'm Blight." 


A water star manifested into one of his webbed hands. He clutched it 
tight as he lowered his stance, ready to pounce at any moment. 


"You have to see me fight just as Blight did before he left so long 
ago," Zeverous spoke powerfully. "Because though someone can 
copy someone else's appearance, their voice, and maybe even 
recite their past experiences, they cannot copy their fighting spirit. 
Battle brings out the true nature of a Pokémon, as the elders always 
used to say to us.” 


Vera continued to stare at Zeverous for a moment, doing nothing as 
she remained at her high position. But then, in a blink of an eye, she 
was suddenly gone. 


Zeverous abruptly leapt to the side as a watery blade struck down on 
the spot where he once stood. Clutching onto the handle of the 
weapon was Vera, shooting him a wicked grin. 


"Or how about we just forget all of that and | just slice you open and 
see if you're still a Greninja in the end?" 
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Chapter 59 


You Can't Hide 


Vera released her hold on her watery blade as she sprang at 
Zeverous yet again with the speed of a bullet. Then just as she was 
to impact the fake Greninja, she formed another sword in hand and 
spun around rapidly, becoming a twirling sphere of blades. 


But before the tip of her lethal sohere could touch Zeverous, he leapt 
out of the way and tossed a number of water stars into the spinning 
mass. There was a loud screech, and then Vera ceased her attack 
and brought herself to a halt, clutching her arm that now had several 
long, bloody streaks running across it. However, it was only fora 
fleeting second, for she disappeared in a blink eye, only to reappear 
right beside Zeverous. She proceeded to kick him square in the 
stomach, sending him flying into the dense jungle, far away from 
sight. 


It wasn't long before Vera chased after him, leaving Zekra alone, 
undetected and safe in the ground. 


For a moment, Zekra couldn't do anything but stand there, ata 
complete loss. She had honestly expected Zeverous to be able to 
defeat the Greninja. With how powerful he was, she thought that he 
would have been able to make quick work of the enemy. However, 
within what had to be only ten seconds at maximum, he only at best, 
matched her in power and skill. She hadn't considered that Vera 
would temporarily overpower Zeverous and leave the little Zorua all 
alone. 


Thankfully, Zekra's stupor was only momentary. She snapped out of 
her dumbfounded state and swiftly headed in the direction where she 
presumed the two older ones were still fighting, making sure she 
remained hidden in the underground world as a Sableye. 


Zev should still be okay. Zekra reasoned with herself. He wouldn't go 
down so easily. 


Zekra kept her eyes peeled as she surveyed her surroundings above 
her, searching for a flash of blue amongst the trees. However, she 
was only able to do so for a few seconds, for she suddenly felt a 
wave of intense fatigue come over her. She held her head with her 
claws as her vision slowly faded in and out of consciousness. 


What's happening? Why do | feel all weak? 


After quickly surveying her surroundings, Zekra crawled back to the 
surface and hid behind a large tree. She took in a few deep breaths 
as her energy slowly came back to her, steadily decreasing the 
headache that had been building. 


| was barely underground for a minute. | shouldn't be getting this 
tired. Last time, | was able to stay intangible for like five minutes 
before | starting feeling like this. So why? Why Is it different this 
time? 


Zekra sank into a sitting position and tried to close her eyes, but then 
remembered that she was still a Sableye and didn't have eyelids. 
She frowned thoughtfully as she looked down at her claws. 


Why do you keep using that form even though it reminds you of 
a certain someone? 


Zekra hadn't anticipated the sudden question. While she was resting 
for the most part, she was still in danger and had thought that her 
plagued self was helping keep an eye on her surroundings to protect 
her. The last thing she expected it to do was talk to her. 


Nonetheless, Zekra found no reason to leave the question 
unanswered. 


Because it's more useful than a bunch of other ghost forms. I've got 
hands for one thing, which is a huge help, and I'm still kind of small 
so that nobody can spot me too easily. All of the other ghost forms 
either have weird arms, don't have arms at all, or just look too weird. 
They're weird to use. So it doesn't matter who it reminds me of when 
it's practical. | mean, one of my favorite forms is a Scyther, and | was 
"killed" by one on my first mission. If 1 really thought about all of the 
forms | use and who they really are... I'd be in for a really bad time 
since a lot of my forms are Pokémon that | hate or actually tried to 
kill me at one point. 


So you just push all of the memories you have about the 
Pokémon you're pretending to be out of your head? 


Yeah, something like that. And | also kind of alter their appearance a 
little so that | don't look too much like the Pokémon | knew before. It 
helps out a lot. Well unless of course | wanna look like the Pokémon 
| stole the form from. 


Interesting. 
Why do you ask? 


Was just curious since | always did wonder how you coped with 
taking on forms of Pokémon you once thought were dead and 
Pokémon you're scared of and things like that. The answer was 
never in your thoughts or memories. 


Zekra didn't know what to make of the statement. However, she 
wasn't able to ponder in her plagued self's words for long, for a 
sudden blur streaked across her vision in the distance. She squinted 
her eyes at the sight. 


Before she even could blink, an object rammed itself into her side, 
knocking her onto the ground with a painful thud. She forcibly shifted 


back into a Zorua as she darted her eyes about, trying to locate the 
assailant in the dark jungle surrounding her. 


There was a loud buzzing sound, and then Zekra was once again 
tackled by an unseen force. She slammed into a nearby tree, 
groaning loudly as a painful ringing filled her ears. 


"She said to be cautious about you. She said that you were 
dangerous because you were filled with the plague. But you're 
nothing but a joke." 


Zekra flinched at the voice. It was cold and detached, and intent on 
killing her. She frantically looked around her, but still couldn't see the 
one who was speaking to her. 


"Who's there?" Zekra shouted. 


Something sliced Zekra's cheek, causing her to shriek as a thick trail 
of blood slid down her face. She grimaced as she swiftly changed 
into a Scyther. She didn't know what was attacking her, but she knew 
that whatever it was couldn't be underestimated. The arms of the 
Scyther form would be best in parrying the blows this unknown 
creature. 


"Trying so hard to stop me, yet not even knowing where | am. How 
will being that Pokémon help you?" 


Zekra saw another flash of black movement before her. She tensed 
and swung her arm at the direction of the blur, but unfortunately, she 
hadn't moved fast enough. The blur curved around her swing and 
catapulted itself into her chest, sinking what appeared to be two tiny 
claws into her body. Zekra stifled her cries as she swatted at the 
Pokémon with her arm, but it flew off her before she could even 
strike and disappeared once more. Zekra panted as she looked 
down at her wound to find it wasn't very deep, though it still stung 
painfully. With tears in her eyes, she began to change into another 
Pokémon before she could complete turning back into a Zorua. 


"| don't think so." 


Zekra saw the blur come back and prepare to strike her once more. 
She allowed herself to become a Zorua and was about to maneuver 
out of the way, but then, something else happened. She saw another 
figure, equally as fast as the black one coming toward her, fly into 
the assailant with the speed of a bullet. The two entities tumbled 
through the air before crashing into some bushes not far from where 
Zekra stood. 


Loud screams came out of the bushes as the assailant burst out 
seconds later, its eyes wide with terror. However, it only got so far 
before it seemed unable to go any farther, as if something were 
holding it back. 


After looking at the sight carefully, Zekra found that actually was 
what was happening. The enemy, which she could now see was a 
Ninjask, had a grotesque claw wrapped around one of its arms, 
preventing it from going anywhere no matter how much the Ninjask 
tried. 


There was a demonic hissing sound, and then the entity holding the 
Ninjask leapt out of the bushes. Quick as a flash, it slammed the 
Ninjask down onto the grass, and then with its other claw, sunk it 
deep into the bug-type's chest. A sickening cracking sound filled the 
air as the claw broke through the bug-type's exoskeleton and tore 
into its vital organs. There was a hoarse cry from the Ninjask, and 
then an unnerving silence as its struggling ceased. 


Zekra found herself frozen stiff as she stared at the creature that had 
just saved her from the hostile Ninjask. At first, she considered it was 
a Sableye, given that it had a similar body structure and stature, but 
quickly realized that was as far as similarities went. Its body was 
covered in a purple flesh that bore more resemblance to muscles 
than actual skin, making it seem as though the creature was skinned 
alive. Upon its head, where there only should have been two sets of 
horns, there were now several more protruding out in different 
directions, making it almost look like it had a mane. Several more 


spikes ran down its spine, each one growing more and more jagged 
than the last one until they were as lethal as the claws upon both its 
hands, like tiny daggers that could undoubtedly slice through an 
Aggron's armor with ease. 


But what was the most horrifying aspect the creature was its eyes. 
Zekra had always thought that a creature having jewels for eyes was 
startling enough, but this creature had managed to surpass that. It 
simply had no eyes, only leaving two black holes where the eyes 
should have been, a tiny pinpoint of white light in the very center of 
each of them. 


Zekra didn't know what to do. Yes, this abomination had saved her 
from this Ninjask that had been trying to kill her, buts she had no 
idea what would happen now. For all she knew, this monster had 
only killed the Ninjask because it wanted to save Zekra for itself. 


The creature withdrew its claw from the corpse of its victim before 
picking it up and staring into its empty eyes. Then, it slowly turned its 
gaze to Zekra, fixing its gaze upon her. Zekra's breathing hastened 
as she backpedaled. 


"Who are you?!" she screamed at it. " What are you?!" 


"Good to see you too, Zekra," it greeted in an oppressive, yet oddly 
melodious voice, as if she was forcing herself to sound more 
enthralling than intimidating. 


Zekra's heart stopped. The creature gave a smug grin, as if knowing 
how terrified Zekra truly was. Her smile was nothing but a row of 
dozens of needle-like teeth glimmering in the light of the ethereal 
orbs of the village. 


"Who are you?" Zekra asked again, steeling her nerves. 
"Oh, that's right; you and | haven't talked like this before," the 


monstrous creature realized, almost in disappointment. "Especially 
when my voice is so different now and | look like some sick 


perversion of a certain kind of Pokémon. The last part isn't really my 
fault, though. | wouldn't look like a monster if | had a choice." 


"For the last time, who are you?!" Zekra shouted, becoming more 
aggravated than terrified. "How do you know my name?!" 


The abomination kept her gaze on Zekra a second longer, her grin 
now replaced with a blank scowl. Then, without warning, she 
dropped the Ninjask and sprang at the Zorua. She wrapped her claw 
around Zekra's muzzle, and clamped it shut as she backed herself 
up against a tree, holding Zekra close to her. Zekra squirmed and 
attempted to scream, but the monster's grasp didn't relent. 


" Quiet," she hissed at the Zorua. "They'll hear you." 


Zekra stopped moving. She looked up at the creature with her to find 
that she was glaring into the distance. Slowly, Zekra followed her line 
of sight into the distance, only to find nothing. 


"Don't bother; they're making sure you can't see them," the creature 
told her. "But | saw them. | Know they're coming for us." 


She promptly released Zekra, letting her fall to the ground. Zekra 
groaned as she got back to her feet and looked over at the creature, 
finding she was still staring intently at whatever she had seen. 


"I'll take care of them," the entity announced. "Just get out of this 
place as fast as you can. | can't stay here long." 


Without waiting for a response, she rushed into the darkness, 
vanishing from sight. Zekra found herself at a complete loss. 


What... just happened? she asked herself. What was that thing? 
That couldn't have been a Pokémon. What... was that...? And how 
did she know my name? | don't think I've met somebody that looks 
like that... 


The sharp edge of a water blade suddenly pierced the ground, 
missing Zekra by a hair. She let out a yelp as she swiftly turned into 
a Sableye and sank into the ground and snapped her gaze upwards. 
She was quick to find Zeverous now running to the spot where she 
once stood, agilely avoiding a number of blades being tossed at him 
from high above, presumably from Vera. There was a seemingly 
endless amount, one following another in quick succession so that it 
almost seemed like there were multiple blades being thrown 
everywhere at once. And yet, Zeverous was able to maneuver out of 
the way of each and every blade with the ninja-like speed that Zekra 
had always seen him use as Blight. 


Zev! He's still okay! 


Zeverous launched himself at a nearby tree, then scampered up the 
trunk before pushing off it and leaping up into another tree far out of 
Zekra's vision. There was a loud screech, and then Vera came 
tumbling out of the canopy, clawing at the trunk to regain her 
balance. But it was in vain, for Zeverous shot out from above not 
even a second later and proceeded to deal a harsh blow to her head 
with his webbed hand. 


Vera's eyes shut tight before her body collapsed onto the ground ina 
heap. Zeverous landed right beside her, taking in raspy breaths as 
he turned her over onto her back with his foot. He shoved a water 
star against her throat, as if preparing to end her life right there. 
Zekra held her breath as she waited for inevitable smell of death to 
fill the air, but much to her surprise, something else happened. 
Zeverous kept his gaze on the unconscious Vera for a moment 
longer, and then made the weapon vanish from his grasp. He gave a 
tired sigh as he picked up Vera and slung her over his shoulder 
before scaling the tree again, disappearing from Zekra's view once 
more. 


Zekra flew back up to the surface, poking her head out of the ground 
and craning her neck to see if she could spot her brother. 


She was quick to find him land right beside her. His sudden 
appearance prompted Zekra to shirk back into the ground. 


"Relax, you can come out," Zeverous assured, still using Blight's 
voice. "She's gone and no one else is around." 


Zekra reluctantly rose back to the ground and crawled out, dusting 
herself off whilst keeping her Sableye form. 


"What did you do with that Greninja?" she asked. 


"Knocked her out and hid her in those trees," Zeverous answered. 
"Don't worry though; nobody's going to find her." 


"Oh, | thought you were going to kill her," Zekra stated as she gave a 
surprised frown. "| mean, you did that with those other guys back 
when we were going to get that pin." 


"| didn't want to do that again," Zeverous explained. "Like I've told 
you before, | don't like killing anybody if | don't have to. It's just my 
inner Plagued One that makes me want to do it. But that's not a 
problem anymore, and knocking out Vera is good enough. She won't 
be waking up anytime soon." 


"| guess that makes sense," Zekra replied. "But did you know that 
Greninja or something? You were talking to her like you guys were 
old friends or something." 


"You could say that," Zeverous uttered as he glared into the 
distance. "They were classmates was what it was. They learned a lot 
together and were the same age | think." 


Zekra nodded. Her eyes wandered, and soon, she found herself 
looking back at the Ninjask corpse that was still resting upon the 
ground. With a cautious frown, she wandered over to the bug-type 
and stopped before it. She could see the deep hole in its chest, 
which seemed to go straight through its body as sickly white blood 
gushed down its sides. She thought she could see the crushed 


remains of a few organs within the dead Pokémon, but didn't bother 
to get a closer look. The blood pooling within the corpse was making 
it difficult to see and she had no intentions of touching the Ninjask. 
She only shot it a disgusted glare, all the while resisting the urge 
cover her snout. Dead bug-types were absolutely revolting to her. 
The blood was the wrong color and tasted off, and the exoskeleton 
was horribly brittle. Eating one was akin to chewing on a sliver of 
tree bark, except grittier. Not even in death could the bug-types 
appeal to her, with a few exceptions. 


"What's this?" Zeverous asked, coming over to Zekra's side. 


"This was some Ninjask that was attacking me when | got separated 
from you," Zekra explained. "It got killed thankfully, but I'm trying to 
figure out if there's anything on it that can help me figure out why it 
was attacking me in the first place." 


Zekra considered telling her brother about what had killed the 
Ninjask and if he had ever heard of a creature that looked anything 
like what she had seen, but decided to withhold that information. At 
least, not until they were out of the village and were in a safer 
situation. So instead, she focused her attention on the dead Ninjask, 
who seemed to have no items on it. 


"Hey, there's a mark on the side of its head," Zev said as he pointed 
a finger to the said spot. 


Zekra brought her gaze to the helmet upon the bug-type's head, and 
after searching for a few seconds, saw the mark that Zeverous 
spoke of. The moment she saw it, she was quick to realize that she 
had seen this mark before. 


"Wait... this is the mark that all of the Oracion Fellowship members 
have," Zekra said. "| saw the mark all over the place when we went 
to Dusk Mines that one time. So that means..." 


"It means that the Primogenitor's found us," Zeverous concluded 
gravely. 


Zekra shuddered at the statement. Several times the Greninja of the 
village had reported that many Pokémon were prowling through the 
jungle for an unknown reason and that this had only started to 
happen after she and Zeverous had arrived in the jungle themselves. 
Now, thanks to this Ninjask, Zekra knew that the sudden appearance 
of all those Pokémon and the timing of Zev and Zekra's arrival to the 
village wasn't a coincidence. Somehow, the Fellowship had finally 
pinpointed their location and was bent on eliminating them. A fraction 
of the Primogenitor's army was closing in on them. 


As soon as Zekra realized this, she knew they had to get out of the 
village. They had never been safe in the first place, as the Greninja 
never wanted anyone to find the village, but now, Zekra had 
something actively searching for her and her brother and only them. 


"How did they find us so fast?" Zekra wondered uneasily. "| mean, 
we barely even left Aurora Town, and they show up the very first 
place we visit." 


"| wish | knew," Zeverous replied. "Nyx really wasn't joking when she 
said that they'd find us. She anticipated this a bit too much, though, 
now that | think about it..." 


"Wait, you think Nyx told the Primogenitor where we went?" Zekra 
gasped. "Like she double-crossed us?" 


"| really don't know," Zeverous stated quietly. "| mean, she did save 
us back in Erebus Woods when those leaders were going to kill us. If 
she really was working for the Primogenitor, then she would have let 
us all die. But at the same time, there's something really off about 
her. Some weird air about her, and the way she talks. It's like she 
knows a whole lot more than she lets on. It's really difficult to figure 
out what | think about her alliance when she's like that. And it kind of 
doesn't help that she's the one who gave me my inner Plagued One 
and can make me do things because of it." 


Zekra could understand where he was coming from. While Zekra 
honestly did believe that Nyx was no longer allied with the 


Primogenitor and wanted to help the team fulfill their ambitions, her 
trust in the Darkrai was rather shaky. She had never had much of a 
chance to speak with Nyx in order to gain more trust, and the only 
real conversation they had was one Zekra ultimately wished never 
happened in the first place. She wasn't sure what she thought of Nyx 
anymore thanks to that. 


"Let's not think about this anymore," Zeverous then said. "I'm 
probably just getting paranoid. Let's get out of here." 


Zekra swiftly changed into a Joltik, and then hopped into her 
brother's tongue scarf. As she buried herself in it, he slightly altered 
his appearance, now becoming Vera before he coiled upon his 
powerful Greninja legs and bolted into the darkness. 


"We're going to the most secluded part of the jungle, and then we're 
going to fly out," Zeverous explained. "I'd normally just take the way 
we used to get in here, but those Fellowship members could have 
found it. Plus, | really don't want to hang out in that jungle if they're 
already in there. Best if we just get out of this whole area 
completely." 


"Why can't we just turn into ghosts and use our intangibility to get out 
of here?" Zekra asked as she poked her head out of his scarf. 


"Because we'd still be in the jungle if we did that," Zeverous 
explained. "Those Fellowship members could find us when we're 
tired and | don't want that happening. Plus, those Greninja have a 
precaution for this sort of thing. You know those weird lights we keep 
seeing everywhere? Well, they're special in that they drain ghost- 
types' energy if they start using their intangibility, and it works on 
anybody pretending to be a ghost-type as well. It's to prevent 
anybody from sneaking into the village since sending a ghost spy is 
probably the first thing anybody would do if they wanted to get here 
so bad." 


Oh, so that's why | was feeling so tired earlier. Zekra realized. No 
wonder why | only lasted for a minute. 


"Alright," Zekra then said. "You think we'll be able to get through 
without anybody spotting us, though? Sure we won't be in the jungle, 
but all they've gotta do is look up and they'll see two Pokémon flying 
away." 


"Heh. Of course we will," Zeverous assured with a smirk. "Don't 
worry; nothing's going to happen to us. You can trust me." 


Zeverous latched onto a nearby tree, and then climbed up it before 
hopping onto the branch of another nearby tree. He peered over the 
edge momentarily, and then after seeing no one was in the vicinity, 
dashed across its surface before leaping onto the next tree and 
repeating the pattern. 


After several minutes, Zeverous landed in a small glade far away 
from the watchful eyes of the village. He glared up at the star-filled 
sky as he loosened his tongue scarf, allowing Zekra to crawl out of 
and settle herself on his shoulder. 


But before she could prepare herself for Zeverous's transformation, 
he abruptly swiveled around and filled his claws with a dark power. 
His movement was so abrupt that Zekra was unable to hold on, 
knocking her to the ground and causing her to roll into a nearby tree. 
She shook her head as she quickly scampered into a tiny hole 
beneath the tree before she peeked out of the hiding place, only to 
find that Zeverous had company once more. There were two 
Greninja among him, one locked in a stalemate with him as his 
darkness-infused claws pushed against the other's, while another 
Greninja zipped at Zeverous from afar, seemingly undetected to him. 


"Zev-" 


Zekra didn't have to finish her cry of alarm, for Zeverous was quick 
to notice the oncoming Greninja. With a loud croak, he firmly 
grasped the Greninja he was interlocked with and flung it at its 
partner. The other Greninja unfortunately, wasn't taken off-guard and 
proceeded to leap over its comrade unharmed. Then, it unwound its 
scarf from around its neck before swiftly lashing it out at Zeverous, 


smacking him across the face with its tip. The false Greninja was 
blown back as his form fizzled out, turning him back into a Zoroark 
as he thudded to the ground. 


"| thought that was what you were,” the Greninja spat. "I didn't think 
Vera would be sneaking around the village like you've been. " 


The Greninja then proceeded to wrap her tongue around Zeverous, 
binding his limbs together as she shoved him against the ground. 
The ninja cast Zeverous a disgusted glare as she summoned two 
water stars in between her fingers. 


"| don't know what you could possibly want from here, but it doesn't 
matter anymore," the Greninja snarled. "You and your group never 
should have come here." 


The Greninja swiftly tossed them at Zeverous, aiming straight at his 
chest. Zeverous's eyes gave off a flash as he instantly shrunk down 
in size, turning into a Zorua, the stars sinking into the ground right 
above his head. Then, as the binds were to tighten their grasp upon 
him, he brought his fangs down upon them and pulled them back 
with a mighty tug. The Greninja lurched forward, unable to resist 
Zeverous's pull. As she flew forward, Zeverous instantly changed 
back into a Zoroark, positioning his claws so that they would impale 
the Greninja as soon as she came close enough. 


However, the Greninja seemed to anticipate this, for she 
maneuvered herself so that she could dig her heels into the ground, 
slowing herself enough so that she too could form dark claws out of 
her webbed hands. She thrust them at Zeverous, prompting the 
Zoroark to do the same. 


But just as they were to clash and potentially kill each other at once, 
a Jolteon tumbled into the glade and landed beside them, causing 
the two to leap away from the other. It yowled painfully as the 
Greninja from earlier came bounding behind it. It leapt into the air 
with its webbed hands cloaked in darkness, but just as it was to 
inflict the fatal blow, the Jolteon discharged a bolt of lightning from 


every strand of fur, sending electricity in every direction. Zeverous 
hastily became a Mismagius and dove into the ground, but the 
Greninja weren't as fortunate. They let out loud screeches as the 
electricity coursed through their bodies, their insides frying painfully. 
Unable to take the strain, the two collapsed to the ground, several 
severe burn marks scorching their skin. 


The Jolteon kicked itself back up to its feet, shook itself momentarily, 
and then cringed. From where she was, Zekra could clearly see the 
Oracion Fellowship mark upon its left flank. She didn't have to think 
long to know why this Jolteon was in the village. 


"Hate these Greninja," it remarked. "Making this mission more 
difficult than it already is... just what | needed." 


It glared down at the ground. 


"| know you're there, Zoroark!" it shouted. "You can't stay in there 
forever! So why don't you save yourself some time and get back up 
here?" 


The Jolteon swiftly bolted away from the sight as Zeverous's claw 
shot out of the ground, having nearly impaled the Eon. The Jolteon 
skidded to a halt as it shot a stream of lightning at Zeverous's 
withdrawing hand, hitting him just before he could disappear. The 
Zoroark burst out of the ground as he cringed, a few sparks leaping 
out of his fur. 


Zeverous shot the Jolteon a nasty look, and then proceeded to 
morph into a Jolteon himself. Then, quick as a flash, he sprang at 
the assailant, knocking it to the ground before changing into a 
Weavile. Just as the Jolteon was to send more electricity into his 
body, Zeverous fired a beam of frigid energy, immediately encasing 
the Jolteon in a thick block of ice. Zeverous sighed as he got off the 
Jolteon, finding that it wasn't moving, but seemingly knowing full well 
that it was still alive. 


"Why were you two fighting?" 


Zeverous turned to find that one of the Greninja, the one that he had 
last fought with, was slowly getting to her feet. Her comrade still 
remained on the ground, seemingly out cold for good. 


"Because that Jolteon's trying to kill me," Zeverous answered calmly, 
though still keeping his distance from the Greninja. "Its leader 
ordered it to kill me from what | can understand." 


"Are you trying to imply that you two are enemies?" the Greninja 
then asked, her voice growing dark. "But you and the many 
Pokémon we've spotted both infiltrated our home on the very same 
night. How could they have possibly known you'd be here, in this 
village no one knows about?" 


"| honestly wish | could give you an answer, but | don't have one,” 
Zeverous said dryly. "You'll just have to trust me. Or not. It's your 
choice. Either way, I'm not working with all of those Pokémon in the 
jungle. I've been trying to get away from them for the longest time, 
and they chased me into this jungle. And while | was getting away, | 
found this village by sheer accident. | thought that | could stay here 
for a while and maybe they'd abandon hope of finding me since 
nobody is supposed to find this place, but obviously that didn't 
happen. So, sorry for bringing a bunch of Pokémon into your village 
that don't belong here. | really didn't want to cause you any 
problems." 


Zeverous pointed up at the sky. 


"However, if you let me get out of here," Zeverous then said, "those 
Pokémon will leave too. They won't have a reason to stay if I'm not 
here. So if you want to get rid of everybody, let me leave. | swear 
they'll leave when | do." 


The Greninja kept her glower fixed on Zeverous's more solemn 
expression. Zekra considered making herself Known to help with the 
situation, but quickly realized that doing so would most likely make 
the situation worse than it already was. Besides, Zeverous had never 


once mentioned her. He probably didn't want her to get involved, 
should things go south. 


So, with a nervous frown, Zekra remained in her hiding place, 
continuing to watch the spectacle. 


The Greninja stared at Zeverous a moment longer, and then looked 
over to her teammate for a brief moment before bringing her gaze 
back over to the false Weavile. 


"Fine," she said, a faint bitterness lingering in her voice. "Get out of 
here and get those awful Pokémon to leave with you. But if anymore 
Pokémon start sneaking in here after you leave, mark my words, | 
will personally hunt you down and make you regret ever lying to me." 


Zeverous sighed as he took in a few, slow breaths, his eyes 
flickering dimly. 


"Thank you," he said, deeply grateful. "I'll take my leave now. Those 
intruders should follow suit as soon as they figure out I'm not here 
anymore. Maybe you could even make an announcement to 
everybody here so that those intruders will hear it as well and leave 
even more quickly." 


Zeverous swiftly turned into a Pidgeot before spreading out his large 
wings, flapping them lightly. Seeing her chance, Zekra hastily 
scrambled out of the tree and made her way over to the large 
Pokémon before latching onto the tip of his wing. Then, just as 
quietly, she crawled up his wing until she was nestled safely in his 
feathers upon his back. The Greninja didn't seem to notice her. 


"I've got one last question before you go," the Greninja said, eyeing 
Zeverous suspiciously. 


"And what would that be?" he asked. 


"Where's Vera?" she asked, her voice growing hostile. "What did you 
do with her?" 


Zeverous seemed taken aback by the malice mounting in her 
question, but didn't let that break his solemn expression. 


"| knocked her out when she attacked me," Zeverous uttered quietly. 
"| didn't kill her, don't worry. She's just passed out in one of the trees 
nearby the shrine." 


The water-type kept her gaze on him for a bit longer, and then turned 
away. 


"Just get out of here," she spat. "And don't you dare come back or 
else I'll have the entire village kill you on spot instead of a few 
guards like tonight. You're lucky that I've found reason to trust you 
right now. The other elders wouldn't have done that." 


"Wait, you're one of the elders?" Zeverous asked, astonished by her 
statement. 


"| Know | sure don't look or sound the part," the Greninja answered 
bitterly as she looked back at him from the corner of her eye, "but 
trust me, | am. | was just recently elected after | graduated from my 
class a couple of years ago. But, | think that's enough talk about me. 
You should get out of our village before | change my mind about 
believing you." 


Zeverous nodded silently before he turned away from the supposed 
elder. Then, with a forceful push and a flap of his wings, he shot into 
the skies, taking the hidden little illusionist with him. Zekra looked 
back as she watched the Greninja village grow smaller and smaller, 
soon becoming nothing but a tiny dot of light in the evergreen that 
covered the land. When they had gained enough distance from the 
village, Zekra crawled out of Zeverous's feathers and changed back 
into a Zorua. 


"Are you sure you can still fly?" Zekra asked. "| mean, | can fly for 
you if you want. It wouldn't be that hard." 


"No, it's fine. This is nothing," Zeverous laughed. "I've been through 
a whole lot worse than what we've been through tonight. You don't 
have to worry about your big brother." 


Zekra wasn't sure whether she believed Zeverous's words, but she 
knew there was no convincing him otherwise. 


"It's too bad we couldn't stay there longer," Zekra said. "| kind of 
wanted to see more." 


"We can always go back there another day," Zeverous replied. 
"Maybe not for a while since those Greninja clearly don't want us 
there anymore, but one day we'll go back. But, you're not going to 
see any of the stuff | saw when | was there my first time. There's no 
way we're going back there in the day time. That place has stricter 
security compared to the last time | was there, not to mention what 
happened tonight." 


"Aww. Well, | still got to see some cool stuff," Zekra reasoned, mostly 
with herself. "So, | guess our visit was kind of worthwhile. Hopefully 
the next place we go has a whole lot more stuff we can see and 
actually enjoy. And hey, maybe we could convince those Greninja to 
actually help us. | mean, if you go back as Blight and tell them about 
these Plagued Ones you discovered, | bet they'd wanna help us get 
rid of them." 


"Hah, interesting little idea," Zeverous said, grinning. "Having all of 
those Greninja would probably help us find those dragons a lot 
faster. But, I'm not too sure they'll actually believe that I'm Blight. | 
mean, Vera sure wasn't convinced, and if she saw me again, she'd 
know I'm not really him. So | don't know if that idea would actually 
work. It's cool, but I'm not too sure." 


"Well we could always try one day, right?" 


"Yeah, maybe. But definitely not for a while since those Greninja are 
probably going to be on edge for a long time after what happened 
tonight. Especially since that one elder saw us..." 


"Oh yeah, why were you so surprised to find out that one Greninja 
was an elder anyway, whatever that is?" Zekra then asked. 


"An elder is pretty much a leader of the village," Zeverous said 
slowly. "And | don't think there's a real specific number, but last time | 
was here, there were like six elders who all worked together to make 
decisions about how to run the place." 


"Oh, so like what Len and his team were at my old Fellowship. There 
was ten of them, and they all worked together to keep their 
Fellowship going." 


"Yeah, like that. Well anyway, the elders are usually pretty old, hence 
they're called ‘elders’. They're that old since they want leaders who 
have had a lifetime of life experience and battle experience. But from 
what | could tell, that elder we just Saw was maybe a few years older 
than you. I'm just surprised they'd let somebody as young as her be 
an elder. There had to be a special exception with her. But, she 
could have just been lying to us to get us out of the village." 


"Yeah, maybe. Maybe we'll find out one day if we go back and see 
the elders for whatever reason." 


"Not for a while, Zekra." 
"Yeah yeah, | Know." 


Zekra rested her head on the top of Zeverous's false feathery mane, 
watching as a few clouds came into view not too far into the distance 
and slowly obscure the moon from sight. And yet, despite how much 
they attempted to smother the moon's ethereal brightness, they 
could never completely snuff it out. The light always shined through, 
remaining adamant in its role to provide the light of the night. 


It had been so long since she was able to see such a marvelous 
sight. The closest thing she had ever seen in recent memory were 
sunsets and sunrises, but somehow, those paled in comparison to 
the quiet and soothing wonders of the cloudy night sky. 


Zekra let her mind run free as she continued to watch the clouds 
sweep past the moon. At first, there was only a silent peace, her 
brain void of any sort of thought as it simply took in the fresh air and 
took its rest from the excitement of the night. It was comforting and 
Zekra had no qualms about having her mind empty for a temporary 
time. But, as the minutes went by and her mind no longer needed to 
rest, she found herself thinking back to the old days. The days when 
she was still living a normal life, long before she had ever even 
known the Plagued Ones. Back when she was still So innocent and 
untouched by the trials and tribulations that the world had in store for 
her. Back when she still had her old friends and didn't know what it 
felt like to carry the burden of a broken heart. 


And with these memories, she felt a heavy weight press against her 
chest. 


"Hey Zev," she said, her voice quiet. "| want to ask you something." 
"Sure, what is it?" he wondered, keeping his eyes ahead of him. 


"Do you think that anything will ever go back to the way it was when 
we get rid of the Primogenitor?" 


Zeverous didn't respond, only doing his best to frown with the beak 
that he had. Zekra didn't bother to push him for a response. She 
didn't even know why she had asked the question; it had popped up 
in her mind and she simply had an impulse to voice it. 


"Nothing ever goes back exactly the way it was before," Zeverous 
answered after a while, turning slightly to look back at her. "Even if 
you try really hard, once you change something, it's going to be 
changed forever. Like, when | left home a long time ago, things 
changed between me and Mom and Dad. | mean, we still got along 
and loved each other and everything, but it wasn't the same as when 
| was living with them. | wasn't as attached to them as before. When 
I'd visit them, I'd be happy to see them again, but not like how | was 
when | was a kid. | was always happy to see Mom and Dad every 
time | got home from playing. | remember | used to tackle into them 


and be laughing so much. But then | grew up and left home, and now 
that's changed. | don't know if it's because it's just something that 
happens when you become an adult or when you leave home, but 
once that point hits, you can't go back. | can't be like that anymore." 


"Yeah | know that," Zekra replied. "| know | can't get Mom and Dad 
back, or our home, or all of my old friends, or Impetus and Syn. Can't 
really have anything back from before in the better days. But, do you 
think there will be some things that | can still keep that aren't gone 
yet? Some parts of my life that | can still have when this is all said 
and done? Or do you think that everything has to change like 
before?" 


"Well you'll get to keep everything you learned from this whole thing. 
You'll know all of the lessons you've learned about life, and keep all 
of the forms and abilities you acquired the whole time you were 
fighting. Those are some very valuable things that won't ever go 
away. And nobody can take them away from you either unless they 
wipe out your memories." 


Zekra laughed under her breath at the thought. In reality, she knew 
that she shouldn't have found the idea amusing, given that she knew 
how Terron felt without remembering a single thing about his human 
life, but there was still something hilarious in the thought. She 
considered it was her morbid humor that found entertainment in it. Or 
maybe it was that rational side of her mind knew that giving her 
amnesia was impossible when psychics couldn't enter her mind that 
easily. 


"Yeah, | do have all of these cool forms that | can use for whatever | 
want," Zekra agreed. "Don't know what I'll do with them besides use 
them for hunting, but | bet they'd come in handy." 


"And lessons," Zeverous added. "Don't forget about everything that 
you've learned that doesn't have to do with killing Pokémon." 


"| don't feel like I've learned too many of those to be honest. | mean, 
| Know that | can't let myself fall apart every time something goes 


wrong and that | have to keep pushing forward no matter what 
happens to me, but that's it. | don't think I've learned anything that's 
really life-changing and profound other than that." 


"I'm sure that you've learned something else that's changed you," 
Zeverous then said. "| mean, you're not the same Zekra | knew the 
last time | saw you back at our home. You're different. Something 
must have happened to you. And it's not just because you're saying 
you learned how to be more persevering." 


"| got plagued, so you could say that changed me into whatever | am 
now. | see things differently now because of it." 


"I'm not talking about that kind of change, Zekra." 


"Well it's the only way I've changed that | can think of right now. It's 
done things to me that I'm not going to be able to undo until the 
Primogenitor's gone . My thoughts aren't even my own sometimes." 


Zekra anticipated her plagued self to give her a migraine just then for 
giving the implication that it was a monster. She waited for the sting 
in her mind, where she would soon hear its words growling threats at 
her. But much to her surprise, her mind remained at peace, the being 
nowhere to be found. 


"You're not worse because of that Plagued One inside you," 
Zeverous said, snapping Zekra back to attention. "| don't know 
everything that your inner Plagued One has done to you and is doing 
to you right now, but trust me; you're not turning into a bad Pokémon 
because of it. Believe me. You've changed in a good way." 


"| guess," Zekra sighed, realizing there was no point to further argue 
with her brother. 


And yet, Zekra knew the truth. She knew that thanks to her plague, 
she was someone she was not proud of. She was no longer a 
Pokémon, but now some hybrid of Pokémon and demonic being. 
Even if her plague was beneficial, she still was a walking Plagued 


One. All it took was for something for her plagued self to change its 
mind, and she'd become a complete Plagued One like the ones who 
stole everything from her. Or at the very least, she'd become a killing 
machine should she ever have her Instinct Infestation activate. She 
knew that she couldn't go back to being herself until everything was 
over and the Primogenitor was defeated. 


If she could even go back to what she was before, that was. 
Zeverous had said that once something changed, it couldn't go back 
to the way it was, so perhaps even if her plague was eradicated 
she'd still be the same as she was now. She'd still be keeping 
Terron's secret for the rest of her life and suffer every moment of 
doing so. Perhaps defeating the Primogenitor wouldn't make a 
difference at all in some ways. 


No... no there'll be a difference. Zekra reasoned with herself. Once 
the Primogenitor's gone, | won't ever have to worry about this again. 
Even if | can't get everything back, at least | won't have to worry 
about so many things and have my mind to myself again... 


Zekra buried her face into Zeverous's mane and held him tighter as 
she closed her eyes, finally feeling the toll of the day catch up to her. 
Finding no reason to resist the oncoming fatigue, Zekra slowly let 
herself slip away into the darkness of her mind where she could 
attempt to find some peace from the somber subject. 


No... 


The lethargic feeling coursing through Zekra stopped as her plagued 
self's voice spoke to her. She anticipated to lash out at her for her 
words earlier, but was soon to discover that the snide tone in its 
voice was gone. It was now filled with an overwhelming cowardice, 
like it was deeply afraid of something. Something that Zekra didn't 
think was possible. 


What's wrong? 


We need to go. We need to go NOW. 


What do you mean? What's going on? 


She was never able to hear her corrupted self's answer, for a loud 
scream was soon to pierce the air. 


And then, before she was even able to open her eyes, something 
impacted her and Zeverous, sending the two of them plummeting 
into the land below at the speed of a falling star. Zekra's eyes shot 
open as Zeverous straightened himself out, hastily turning back into 
a Pidgeot as the ground below came nearer and nearer. He was just 
barely able to spread out his wings and slow his abrupt descent 
before the two crashed into the ground. Zeverous held his sister tight 
in his grasp as the two tumbled along the ground and kicking up 
blades of grass in the process. By the time they had come to a halt, 
Zekra had remained unharmed, though at the cost of her brother 
becoming covered in bruises and with blood leaking out of newly 
formed cuts. He lay there with Zekra nestled safely in his claws, 
grimacing in pain with his eyes squeezed shut. 


"Zev!" Zekra cried as she squirmed out of his grip and nudged him 
with her head. "Zev, get up!" 


"Sorry little Zorua, but I'm afraid that your brother isn't getting up any 
time soon." 


Zekra's heart stopped as a deep panic filled every fiber of her being. 
She knew that voice. She knew that brash voice that spoke to her 
now all too well... 


With great reluctance, the Zorua removed her head from Zeverous 
and brought her gaze to the source of the voice. 


"No..." Zekra whimpered. "No... no..." 


There, standing before her and her collapsed brother, was Shade, 
flanked by dozens of Fellowship members. All of them were staring 
at her, shooting her malicious glares, the dark glimmer of their eyes 
flickering with the brightness of the moonlight. 


"It's been so long, Zorua," Shade said, grinning eagerly. "| was 
starting to think I'd never see you again." 


Chapter 60: Gone 
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Chapter 60 


Gone 


Zekra couldn't fathom what was happening. 


One moment, she was peacefully flying away from the Greninja 
village and having a meaningful talk with her brother. It was nothing 
more than a quiet, nightly flight, even if they had been using itasa 
time to contemplate and recover from their eventful escape. And 
then, out of seemingly nowhere, both of them were attacked by the 
airborne Oracion Fellowship members and were sent spiraling down 
into the planet where they had barely managed to survive the fall. 


Now, Zekra and her weakened brother were in the midst of Shade 
and a fraction of her Fellowship. Shade, one of the Primogenitor's 
faithful generals, had finally found them. She didn't know how, but it 
didn't matter. What mattered was that right now was that she and her 
brother were vastly outnumbered by a group of Pokemon all bent on 
killing her for the reason that she was plagued and a threat. 


And this time, unlike their situation with the Greninja village, there 
was nowhere to run. They were surrounded, both on the land and 
sky. There were Pokémon everywhere Zekra looked. 


Zekra drew closer to the collapsed form of her brother as her heart 
beat so wildly in her chest that it began to bring her pain. 


"H-How?" she muttered out to the mighty Tyranitar before her. "How 
did you find us so quickly?" 


Shade's grin grew as she took a few steps closer to the Zorua. Zekra 
backpedaled, nearly tripping over herself as she kept her trembling 
gaze glued to the towering beast. 


"| think a better question is this; how exactly have you been able to 
avoid us for so long?" Shade taunted. 


"What?" Zekra asked, her voice faltering. 


"All of the Fellowships have been searching for your group for three 
weeks now and up until today, we couldn't you anywhere,” Shade 
explained. "Ever since your group fled from Erebus Woods with that 
abominable Darkrai, you disappeared off the face of the planet. No 
one has been able to track you down, no matter how hard they tried. 
| repeat, no one. And then this morning, out of nowhere, you 
suddenly become trackable again. Suddenly you're on the map 
again, and a certain someone is able to tell me exactly where you're 
headed when that wasn't possible before for whatever reason. So 
Zorua, | just have to ask since it's baffled me for so long; how have 
you been able to hide yourself for three weeks?" 


Zekra didn't know how to respond. Now that she thought about it, it 
was a bit of a miracle that the Fellowship had never found her and 
her friends while they were resting in Aurora Town. With staying in 
one location for that many weeks at a time, she figured that 
somebody would have found them, even if the city was a ghost town. 
But somehow, that had never happened. They had all remained safe 
and sound and out of the reaches of the Primogenitor. She couldn't 
understand what had possibly made that happen. 


However, she didn't dwell in that long, for more concerning thoughts 
drilled themselves into her mind. 


"| don't know... | really don't. But who told you that we were here?" 
Zekra asked, immediately fearing the worst. "Who told you that we 
were going to be around here?" 


"Oh Zorua, you really don't need me to spell that out for you, do 
you?" Shade sneered. "Isn't it obvious?" 


Zekra grimaced, not wanting to say aloud that she feared a certain 
team member of theirs was still aligned with the Primogenitor and 
giving it information. Shade seemed amused at the sight as she 
finally stopped and turned away from the Zorua, returning to her 
followers. 


"SO naively clueless," Shade laughed. "No wonder why it was so 
easy to knock you both out of the sky. Oh well. Maybe you'll figure it 
out for yourself in time." 


The Tyranitar pointed a claw at Zekra and Zeverous, her grin never 
fading as she cast a glance to her army. 


"Fellowship members," she declared powerfully. "At last, we've found 
the traitors to the Fellowship. We have found the plagued Pokémon 
who set the creator of Erebus Woods free so that she could spread 
her influence more rapidly to the world. And now, they have joined 
her to turn this world into a feasting ground for the Plagued Ones! 
We might not have found all of them, but we do have two of the most 
powerful of the group right before us, weak and barely able to keep 
themselves together! As Fellowship members, purge these Pokémon 
from this world to stop the madness they're so bent on bringing upon 
us!" 


A loud battle cry rang through the fields, and then every single 
Pokémon charged forward. Zekra found she couldn't move as they 
rapidly closed in on her, their murderous gazes locked onto her and 
only her. 


"Don't listen to her!" Zekra screamed frantically. "She's lying! We 
don't want to help the Plagued Ones! We're trying to stop them! 
Shade's the one you need to stop! She's the one working for the 
Plagued Ones!" 


"You can see that she clearly speaks nonsense," Shade barked. 
"The plague that Darkrai put in her has warped her mind to create 
such delusional statements to deceive you. She's now nothing but a 
monster with the flesh of a Pokémon, soon to devour us all!" 


" NO! She's lying to you! She's just going to turn you all into food for 
the Plagued Ones! You have to believe me!" 


The Fellowship Pokémon sprang at her, not convinced by her words. 
Tears formed in Zekra's eyes as she changed into a Scyther, her 
blades gleaming dangerously. She eyed the nearest oncoming 
Pokémon, a Braixen holding its flaming stick tightly in its paws. It 
wasn't fazed by the fact that Zekra could easily end its life with one 
well-aimed slash. 


"Please! Please believe me!" she cried in desperation, poising 
herself to strike. "PLEASE, I'WV BEGGING YOU!" 


It was all in vain. The Braixen lashed out its wand at Zekra, swiping it 
at her face. However, it hadn't moved fast enough, for Zekra ducked 
underneath the wand and proceeded to ram the blunt side of her arm 
into the Pokémon's cheek. It let out a low howl as it went tumbling 
along the grassy field, crashing into a few Fellowship members along 
the way. However, this did nothing, for a large number of Pokemon 
still drew closer to the false Scyther, the hatred in their eyes burning 
brightly in the night. 


"Why can't you understand that you're being lied to?" Zekra asked in 
a frail voice. 


Several Growlithe spat out streams of fire at her, prompting Zekra to 
leap into the sky just in time to avoid being incinerated. She panted 
furiously as she sped through the night sky, narrowly avoiding an ice 
beam that had just been fired her way. 


"Why can't you see her lies?!" Zekra screamed. "Can't you see that 
everything Shade is saying doesn't make any sense? If Erebus really 
was trying to use me to free her from the dungeon so she could get 


everybody plagued, why did she wait so long? Why would she have 
waited fifty years to get somebody like me and my friends to free 
her?" 


Zekra swerved to the right just in time to avoid a nasty collision with 
a Talonflame. She frowned uncomfortably as she completely turned 
around and smashed her blade into the Talonflame's back. She 
watched as her blade dug into its flesh, spilling blood along the 
ground as the flying-type fell to the ground, wailing in agony. 


"It doesn't make any sense!" Zekra continued on as loudly as her 
lungs would allow her. "None of it does! Stop listening to your leader 
and just-" 


A Monferno abruptly latched onto Zekra before sending a flaming 
first into her face, severely burning the space between her eyes. She 
howled loudly as she shifted back into a Zorua, where the Monferno 
proceeded to grab her in its hands before slamming her down into 
the field. 


"Stop trying to delude us, plagued Zorua!" the Monferno shouted as 
it landed beside her. "Your tricks won't work on us!" 


An Electabuzz and Riolu were soon to arrive at the Monferno's side, 
and then together, all of them brought their fists down upon the 
Zorua, each filled with a different elemental power. Zekra took the full 
brunt of each of the attacks, cringing in pain as the fire ate at her 
flesh while the electricity coursed through veins and destroyed her 
insides. 


And yet, Zekra was nowhere near close to giving up. The moment 
each of their attacks landed on her, she opened her jaws wide and 
screamed as loudly as she could, sending out a massive pillar of 
darkness from the back of her throat. Anybody that had been coming 
her way was instantly caught in the mass of energy, their souls 
becoming devoured by the potent energy. Zekra kept up her Dark 
Pulse for five more seconds, and then clamped her mouth shut as 
she sprang back to her feet. 


"Gah!" 


One of Zekra's legs gave way as a wave of pain shot through her 
body, causing her to lean down on her other leg as she took in 
several frantic breaths. 


This is bad. You're running out of energy, and you barely had 
any to begin with. 


Well give me some of your energy then! You said you can do that, 
can't you? So give me some! | have to keep fighting! These 
Pokémon aren't going to listen to me! 


But I need it. If | give you any more than the small amount I'm 
already giving you, then | can't- 


| don't care! You want me to live, right? Then let me have your 
power! I'm going to die if | don't keep fighting! 


Zekra heard a sigh in her mind. She was about to argue with her 
plagued self further, but then, she felt a wave of cold wash over her, 
eradicating all of the pain. She got back on all fours, feeling the 
plagued power course through her body, giving her an almost 
electrifying feeling. 


As the alien power swept through her body, giving her muscles the 
strength she desperately needed, Zekra saw five Pokémon leap 
upon her, their claws and fangs ready to pierce her flesh and rip out 
her soul. She recognized them to be a Clefariy, Absol, Zangoose, 
Pawniard, and Mightyena. Zekra frowned as she crouched, ready to 
meet them head-on. 


Zekra's eyes gave off a brilliant flash, and then she stood strong asa 
Luxray. She took in a deep breath, then with a mighty cry, discharged 
dozens of lightning bolts out of her fur and into the air surrounding 
her. The descending assailants attempted to maneuver out of the 
way, but it was futile. Each of the bolts locked onto at least one 
Pokémon and sent all of its power into their nervous systems. 


By the time Zekra had released all of the electricity she could, a 
dozen Pokémon fell to the ground, unconscious and motionless. She 
frowned ruefully as she looked upon each of their fallen forms, her 
heart growing heavier and heavier with each body she spotted. 


| hate doing this. | hate doing this so much. | knew this was going to 
happen, but... 


Something rammed into Zekra's side, knocking her onto the ground 
as she was forced back into a Zorua. She didn't even get a chance 
to react as a Gengar stamped its foot into her body, pinning her 
down and smashing her face into the dirt. She was just barely able to 
look back to find it shooting her a wicked grin, a massive sphere of 
black energy forming in its claws. Zekra snarled as she opened her 
jaws to fire yet another Dark Pulse, but the Gengar stamped its foot 
down upon her harder, causing her to squeal in pain. 


"End of the line, plagued Zorua," the Gengar stated. "You've hurt 
enough Pokémon. I'm not going to let you fill this world with plague." 


The Gengar finished charging its Shadow Ball, but just as it was to 
release it and send it down upon Zekra's head, a fireball struck the 
Gengar, blowing it off the Zorua and tumbling away. Zekra turned 
around just in time to see an Arcanine bound at the Gengar before 
rapidly changing into an exact copy of Zekra. Then, with a loud cry, it 
fired a Dark Pulse at the ghost-type, swallowing it whole in the vortex 
of black. It wasn't long before the Gengar succumbed and fainted, 
shaking in its sleep. 


"Zev!" Zekra exclaimed. 


The false Zorua instantly changed back into a Zoroark and shot 
Zekra a weak smile. She could now see that Zeverous, while still 
alive and able to remain standing, was extremely battered. His fur 
was singed in many places, some of his fur even missing as it oozed 
of a dark haze. His claws were drenched in blood, and his breaths 
seemed raspy, as though he was unable to get as much oxygen as 
he needed. 


"Hey... you're still okay," he said, his voice slightly disoriented. 
"You're still alive... I'm so glad." 


The Zoroark proceeded to pick up Zekra in his claws and then stuff 
her into his mane. Zekra fought her way to the surface near the top 
of his head, only to have Zeverous push her back down deeper into 
his hair. 


"Stay in there," he warned her. "We've got a lot of Pokémon still. I'll 
take care of this." 


"But you're going to pass out!" Zekra argued. "You can't keep fighting 
like this! Let me help you!" 


"Nonsense!" Zeverous laughed wryly. "| can keep fighting, no matter 
what! I'm not about to let you get hurt just because I'm feeling a little 
weak! Don't worry about me!" 


Zekra clung to his fur as Zeverous lurched forward, the screams of 
more Pokémon filling the air all around her. Wanting a better 
understanding of the situation unfolding without her, Zekra slowly 
started to poke her head out of Zeverous's mane. 


No don't. Stay in here. Stay in here where we can rest. 
I'm not going to fight them. | just want to know if Zev is doing okay. 


And what if there's a bunch of Pokémon attacking Zev? What 
are you going to do then? 


I'll help him. I'm not about to let him die because he's so bent on 
protecting me. 


Zekra, don't go out there. If you go out there and somebody 
sees you, you're going to die. You're running out of energy and 
I'm running out of energy to give. I'm already pushing myself 
way too much right now. If | give you any more of my energy 
than | am right now, I'm going to go into something like that 


coma you were in before and probably not wake up for a day. 
And then not much long after, you're going to join me. 


Zekra shuddered at the thought of remaining unconscious for that 
long, completely helpless as Zeverous fought against Shade and her 
army. She could see the terror-stricken expression across his face 
as he held his dear sister in his arms, doing everything in his power 
to protect her as the overwhelming hordes of Pokémon descended 
upon him. 


You don't want that to happen, right? So stay in here and rest. 
You can check in like two minutes, but just try to catch your 
breath for now. Give both of us some time to get back our 
energy. That way, if something does go wrong, you can fight. 


Alright, fine. I'll stay here. 


Zekra sighed and relaxed the best she could. Even though she could 
feel Zeverous leaping and bounding, never once did she feel she 
would fly out of his mane. She felt oddly secure, his fur keeping her 
snug in its thick mass. She breathed slowly as she curled up in the 
mane, doing everything she could to shut out the screams of battle 
from her ears. 


Please be okay Zev. I'm sorry | couldn't be stronger like you so | 
could help you fight... Just stay alive until | can help you again. 


He's Zev. He'll be alright, Zekra. Don't worry about him. 


But he's just one Pokémon against a whole lot of other Pokémon. 
And we never did get to rest all that much really... 


He got more rest than you. He didn't stay up all night the day 
before everybody split up and nearly get himself killed. Really, 
he's ina much better condition than you. Plus he's got his own 
plague in him. Sure, it can't talk to him because of that awful 
pin, even though | doubt it'd talk to him in the first place, but I 
know It's still doing everything it can to keep him alive. 


You make it sound like his plague never did have conversations with 
him... which Zev was talking about a little while ago. 


Well | imagine that if he didn't have that pin, it could talk to him. 
Just not like what you and | are doing right now. | really don't 
think it'd want to have conversations with him honestly. 


None of the other plagued selves have conversations with their hosts 
like you and me do. They only talk to the others when they need 
help. Tear's just gives him ideas and pretended to be his voice of 
reason as he always described it. Yimtri's seems to make his 
emotions go crazy, like make him actually remember that he’s got 
them in the first place and try to reason with anything he's doing 
that's really messed up. Then Zev's just makes him act all violent. 
Nyx... | have no idea what her plague does, and then Impetus and 
Syn weren't synchronized enough to really be affected | think. They 
never showed any signs when | still knew them. 


But you... You're different somehow. 


Yeah, | know. | figured that out a while ago. | even told you 
about it. 


So then why are you different than everybody else's plague? Why do 
you talk to me when you know you don't have to? Why are you 
bored of the role Nyx gave you and want to be your own being 
instead of just staying stuck inside of me and making me stronger 
like you were told to? 


There wasn't a response this time. Zekra frowned as she saw her 
plagued self within the black of her mind, staring back at her with its 
typical hollow eyes. But this time, there was something else in its 
eyes. Something she recognized to be solemnness. 


Maybe it's because some part of you wants me to be that way. 


Zekra was immediately taken aback by the remark. She wanted to 
say something to her corrupted self, tell it that it was a lie and that 


she in no way wanted a parasitic creature to act like it a normal 
Pokémon. She had absolutely no intentions of wanting her plagued 
self invading her thoughts a good majority of the time and having it 
as a companion of sorts. Her plagued self was wrong. 


But before she could say these things to the one in her mind, there 
was a loud howl from outside of Zeverous's mane. Zekra shook her 
head as she shrank herself down into a Joltik before she crawled to 
the front of Zeverous's head and cautiously peeked out of the hair on 
his forehead. She soon found herself staring upon a blood-stained 
battlefield, bodies both living and decaying collapsed in the endless 
sea of grass. Zekra recognized many of the Pokémon to be those 
she had personally dealt with, though there were many more that 
she could only presume were the results of Zeverous's efforts. 


Shade was the only one standing amongst the two siblings now. In 
the distance, the few remaining ones of her army were fleeing from 
sight, presumably retreating back to their Fellowship. And yet, 
despite her dire situation, Shade didn't seem the least bit fazed. She 
only wore a disappointed frown as she glanced back to watch the 
last of her members disappear into the distance. 


"| knew that you'd probably dispatch a few of them," Shade said ina 
grumbly voice, "but | didn't think that you had a chance of taking out 
of nearly all of them. Your plague is obviously much stronger than | 
thought it was.” 


Shade chuckled darkly as a toothy grin replaced her frown. 


"Of course, you're at your limit right now, aren't you?" she asked 
evilly. 


"Not even close," Zeverous snarled back. 
Zekra looked down upon her brother and was quick to see that he 


was lying. The Zoroark was panting with every breath, seemingly 
ready to collapse at any moment. It was miraculous in itself that he 


was able to remain standing, even if he seemed forced to remain on 
all fours in order to keep fighting. 


"SO you're saying that you can take me on all by yourself in that 
state?" Shade taunted. "You don't even need your little friend to help 
you out? Or are you scared that I'll kill her and it'll be all your fault 
since you know you're not strong enough to keep her safe? You 
know you're not strong enough. Remember how | nearly killed you 
back at Dusk Mines when that Cubone and Quilava were with you? 
You couldn't protect her then. She had to save you . Face it, you 
can't protect her. You're nothing but a weak Zoroark who's only 
gotten as far as you have because that traitorous Darkrai gave you 
the plague. Without that power, you would have died a long time 
ago." 


Zeverous growled as his eyes filled with a bright aqua light. 


"I'm strong enough to protect her from you," Zeverous declared. "| 
swore that I'd keep her safe, and I'm not about to let someone like 
you make me break that promise!" 


The Zoroark plunged his claws deep into his mane, grabbing ahold 
of Zekra's tiny Joltik form. Then with a flash of light, he changed into 
a Greninja and stuffed her into his tongue scarf. Zekra nearly 
reverted back into a Zorua from the sudden force, but kept her form 
stable and clung for dear life as Zeverous sprang at the Tyranitar, 
water sword in hand. 


He brought the watery blade down upon Shade just as he closed in 
on her, but just as it was to slice into her head, the Tyranitar swiftly 
caught in her claws. She chuckled to herself as she kept it inches 
above her head, tightening her grip on it. Zekra could clearly see the 
blade cutting deep into her rocky flesh, watching it slowly sever her 
hands in half, yet Shade didn't seem in the least bit of pain. There 
wasn't even any blood. 


"Why do you always think you can kill me?" Shade asked as she 
shook her head. "This is the second time you've tried, and you still 


haven't learned your lesson. When are you ever going to learn that 
you can't kill me?" 


"You can die!" Zeverous shouted. "Everybody can die! | don't care if 
you're one of the Primogenitor's generals or not! You can and will 
die!" 


"There you go again, believing in something that isn't real. You know 
who | really am, and yet you still forget what I'm capable of. Course, 
maybe | should blame myself for that. | never did get to tell you what 
it means to be one of the Primogenitor's generals. Maybe | should 
enlighten you." 


Shade shot the Zoroark a malicious smile as her eyes became alight 
with an eerie, orange glow very akin to a raging fire. Zekra heart 
stopped as she saw the glow intensify. She knew those eyes. She 
had seen them before. She had seen them several times upon many 
different Pokémon on a very fateful day... 


"Zev! Get away from her!" Zekra screamed. 


Zeverous released his hold on the blade as he leapt back. The two 
of them both watched as Shade pried the sword out of her claws and 
tossed it to the ground. Her eyes continued to give off that sinister 
light as several black, worm-like substances flowed out of her deep 
cuts along her palms and encased her hands. Seconds later, the 
tendrils seeped back into her hands, leaving her claws completely 
healed, not a single line or scar upon them. 


She shot the two of them a smirk as the very tips of her claws 
became filled with a black energy. Black energy that Zekra was quick 
to realize was exactly the same as the black energy Yimtri would 
encase his claws with every time he had the intent of killing 
someone. Upon seeing it, Zekra was quick to realize that it was 
never the ghostly energy as she had always thought. It was 
something else. 


It was a power she knew wasn't supposed to exist. 


"You can't kill anyone filled with the plague," Shade spoke. "The 
plague makes you immortal. You'll live forever, never dying as long 
as you've got it inside of you. Even you two can't die despite having 
that deformed plague that the Darkrai gave you. Everybody can try 
to kill you, but you'll never actually die. You'll Keep regenerating 
forever and ever. You'll watch eons pass and you'll never even age. 
You being able to kill me is impossible, so by that same logic, me 
being able to kill you should also be impossible, right?" 


Shade's eyes glimmered with the otherworldly light. 
"Right, Zoroark?" 


All Zekra saw was a blur of gray movement. A movement that was 
as swift as a sprinting Jolteon in a lightning storm. Something that 
was miraculous in itself to pick up on. 


And then she heard a sickening sound. She heard a loud cracking 
sound, like twigs being snapped in half, except she knew it wasn't 
that. This sounded different. 


Zekra was blown out of her brother's false scarf and sent tumbling 
back into the grassy plains, reverting back into her Zorua form. She 
shook her head as she wearily climbed back to her feet and shot her 
gaze back over to Zeverous and Shade. 


What she found was Shade's claw stuck deep in Zeverous's chest, 
his blood splattered all over her face. Zeverous could only remain 
stuck there in his Zoroark form, completely frozen as he feebly 
struggled, letting out gurgling sounds as he suffocated on his fluids. 


"Normal Pokémon can't kill Pokémon filled with the plague, whether 
they're like you or they're part of our grand army," Shade said, 
smiling sadistically. "But Zoroark, plagued Pokémon can kill other 
plagued Pokemon. It was something the Primogenitor made possible 
when it knew there could always be some Pokémon that's resisting 
the plague far too much for us to control. We all have a power that 
makes it possible to kill the very plague within each other, stopping 


their ability to heal you and make you stronger. And once they're 
dead... you're sure to follow not much later. After all... 


"How are you supposed to live when you don't have this anymore?!" 


The Tyranitar ripped her claw out of Zeverous's body with one swift 
pull. Zeverous's body immediately slumped to the ground, his eyes 
frozen open as his wound spilled his blood across the blades of 
grass. 


Clutched tight in Shade's hand was his heart. Except, there was 
something very wrong with his heart. A majority of his heart had 
become a deep black with only the top portion of it still retaining the 
redness that a normal heart should have had. Red and black 
streams drifted out of the heart, giving it the vague appearance of a 
deadly fireball with how brightly it glowed in the darkness of the field. 
Dozens of thick, cord-like appendages were fastened to the heart, 
one part of the ends embedded deep into the ventricles and valves 
while the other ends remained connected to something within some 
unknown part of the Zoroark's body. 


And yet, the heart was somehow still beating, unaffected by the 
trauma of being violently ripped out of Zeverous's ribcage. 


Zeverous and Zekra could only look at it, their jaws gaping open at 
the horrifying sight. 


"So this is what a deformed Plagued One's heart looks like," Shade 
remarked. "| always did wonder if it was just like a normal Plagued 
One's heart. Hah, so it is. Your plague isn't so different from the 
Primogenitor's after all." 


Shade snickered briefly as dug her claws deep into the heart. There 
was a shrill, unnatural scream from somewhere within Zeverous's 
body, and then the tendrils holding his heart suddenly eroded, 
shriveling up into black powder until Zeverous body was littered with 
the alien substance. Shade chuckled to herself as she dropped his 


now motionless heart, watching as Zeverous's body was soon to 
follow suit. 


The Tyranitar continued laughing to herself as she kicked the 
Zoroark's body aside and made her way over to the little Zorua in the 
distance. 


"Sorry | haven't been paying attention to you," Shade said in mock 
sympathy. "This Zoroark has been causing me a lot of trouble. But 
now that he's gone, there won't be any more distractions." 


Zekra found she couldn't move. She was frozen on the spot, her 
eyes glued to the Zoroark corpse that rested not far from where she 
stood. That corpse that was once her brother, living and breathing 
and fighting for her just moments ago. Now he was staring at her, his 
eyes soulless and empty. It was just like that awful vision she had 
earlier when she had been talking with her plagued self in the 
Greninja village. 


Ithad to be a dream. All of this had to be a dream. Zeverous couldn't 
have been dead. 


He had to still be alive. Everything she was seeing was nothing buta 
sick, demented nightmare her imagination had conjured up. Any 
moment now she'd wake up. 


zeverous couldn't be dead. He couldn't. He was still alive. Because if 
Zeverous was really dead... then she was all alone. 


She would be all alone in this world with nobody to turn to. It would 
mean that the Plagued Ones had truly taken everything she cared 
about. 

Everything. 


We need to go. 


Zekra kept staring at the corpse, the world around her becoming 
more and more distant with each passing second. 


Turn into a Skarmory. Get out of here before Shade kills you. 
He's not dead... He's not dead... 
Let's go! Stop staring at him and get going! 


He's still here with me... | know he Is. Zev isn't dead. Zev Is still 
alive. 


Your brother is dead! Stop denying it and get out of here! GET 
OUT OF HERE BEFORE YOU END UP JUST LIKE HIM! 


Shut up! Just shut up! He's alive, alright?! Get out of my head! GET 
OUT! JUST GET OUT! 


ZEKRA! 


The Zorua felt something grab her by the neck and lift her high off 
the ground. She let out a pained choking sound as whatever held her 
grew tighter, digging something sharp into her throat. She weakly 
turned away from her brother's body to find herself face-to-face with 
Shade, her eyes still filled with the light Zekra knew belonged to the 
Plagued Ones. 


"| was kind of hoping that you'd put up a fight before | got rid of you 
too," Shade said in an almost disappointed tone. "After all, you 
always did seem like a spunky little Zorua. But | guess it's better this 
way. It'll make things faster." 


The Tyranitar dug her claws into Zekra's throat. Immediately, Zekra 
became filled with a terrible burning. She could feel it destroying her 
insides, eradicating every part of her plague that touched her, 
severing the ties the two held with each other. And for every part of 
her body that lost connection with her plague, it became very numb, 


as if all of her nerves had been cut off in an instant. Her plagued self 
frantically tried to reconnect itself to her, but seemed unable to do so. 


"You know, you should be thanking me in some way," Shade said to 
the helpless Zorua. "You don't really like having that nasty plague in 
you, do you? | mean, | can't imagine what it would feel like to still be 
you and have to share your body with some sort of parasite. You 
must get tired of having thoughts that aren't even your own. But now, 
you can get your body back to yourself. It'll be just you now very 
soon. Of course, you'll only get it back for maybe two seconds before 
you die, but isn't that better than having to have some parasite in 
you? It must be so tiring." 


"Aren't... you just like me?" Zekra asked wearily. "Aren't you a 
Pokémon working with the plague? Aren't you two... synchronized?" 


"Synchronized? You mean where you and your plague try to become 
one?" Shade laughed as she shook her head. "Hahahah no, we 
don't do that on the Primogenitor's side. We don't need you hosts to 
interfere with anything. Besides, regular Pokémon can't be 
synchronized. That is nothing more than a fairy tale, some myth that 
you were told to feebly cling to so that you forget what the plague 
really does to you." 


"W-What?" Zekra faltered. 


The Tyranitar grinned deviously as her eyes gave off an otherworldly 
glimmer. For just a brief second, Zekra thought she saw something 
move behind Shade's eyes. Something that didn't even remotely 
resemble a Pokémon. 


"| know what that Darkrai told you," Shade sneered. "The 
Primogenitor explained everything to me after you and your friends 
set her free from those woods. It told me why that Darkrai was able 
to free herself even though she was filled with the plague and this 
supposed synchronization you talk about. But let me tell you 
something; synchronization only works for Pokémon like that 
Darkrai. It doesn't work on you regular Pokémon of Kuron. Your 


plague might be different than the one the Primogenitor gives, but 
there is no such thing as synchronization for you. It's a fantasy, some 
lie that the Darkrai gave you so that you don't realize that you really 
are losing yourself every time that plague grows stronger. She 
wanted to give you a false hope that you could actually fight back. 
But the plague inside you doesn't want to help you. It never did. 


"We only have one purpose for you Pokémon. One purpose, and 
one purpose only. We might delay your fate for a while and use your 
body as a puppet, but your purpose is always the same in the end. 
When the day's over and all is said and done, all of you Pokemon 
are nothing but food for us to thrive on while we take back this world 
you stole from us so long ago. " 


Zekra couldn't say anything. What Shade was saying couldn't have 
been true. Nyx couldn't have been lying to each of her friends when 
she said that their plague was working with them. She had no reason 
to lie about that. 


And yet, the more Zekra thought about it, the more she started to 
think about the way her plagued self acted around her. How the 
more it was seemingly becoming one with her, the more vocal and 
demanding it became. How it seemed to be forcing Zekra into 
making certain decisions, like it was taking every measure it could to 
control her. And then she thought about her friend's plagues. She 
thought about how their plagues were slowly controlling their lives, a 
little bit at a time until they would listen to their plagued selves 
without question. 


Terron was like that. He claimed that his plague was his voice of 
reason, and now he listened to every word it said. It could tell him to 
do anything, and he'd listen. It had been the one, after all, to tell him 
to go to Erebus Woods when Shade was there. It was the reason 
why they had all been nearly thrown back into the woods. 


If Shade really was telling the truth about how their plagues were still 
trying to devour them from the inside, then everything made sense. 


Her plague really wasn't synchronizing with her as Nyx had always 
said. It was only taking over her. 


But even as these horrifying thoughts came over Zekra, one 
question surfaced that quickly brought her panic to a halt. 


"But... if that's true... then why are you killing me now instead of 
letting my plague finish me off?" Zekra asked. "If my plague really 
does want to devour me, why don't you just let it?" 


Shade chuckled darkly as she tightened her grasp around the 
Zorua's neck. 


“Because it's working far too slowly for our liking," Shade answered. 
"We can't afford to have weak plague give you the slightest of 
chances to rebel." 


The burning soon reached Zekra's chest and began tearing away at 
the endless connections her plagued self had created along her 
heart's surface. She let out a scream as the pain grew stronger, 
feeling as though it were ripping out chunks of her tissue with each 
connection that was severed within her. 


"Such a shame that we couldn't use you as food," Shade remarked 
distastefully. "I bet that-" 


Something rammed into Shade's face, knocking the mighty Tyranitar 
over and causing her to release her grip on Zekra. The Zorua rolled 
along the ground before crashing into her brother's corpse, her heart 
beating wildly as her plagued self's few remaining connections clung 
to her in all their desperation. 


"Just who exactly are you, interfering with this?!" 


Zekra weakly turned her head to the source of Shade's screaming 
and was Surprised to find that Shade was not alone. There was 
someone else with her. The Zorua's eyes went wide as the identity of 
the unknown creature became known to her. 


It was the Sableye-like creature from earlier that night. 


The monstrous being stood a few feet away from Shade, crouched 
as if to pounce at any moment. But unlike last time, there was 
something off about the creature. Her body was slightly transparent, 
allowing Zekra to partially see right through her purple flesh, though 
doing so cast a violet tint upon the world. 


The abomination shot the Tyranitar a vicious glare, the tiny white 
lights of her eyes flickering dimly like a dying street light. 


"Who | am isn't important," the creature spoke, her voice distant and 
faraway, as if she were speaking dozens of feet away from the 
Tyranitar rather than a few. "What matters is that | will not let you 
hurt Zekra. You'll have to go through me if you want to finish her off." 


"You're joking, right?" Shade asked in a mocking tone. "Do you really 
think you can kill me? | don't Know who you are, but | know for a fact 
that you're not like this Zorua. You can't kill me, not to mention that 
you're a tiny little imp. You really think you can hurt somebody with a 
stature five times mightier than yours? You honestly think you can 
save this Zorua when that Zoroark couldn't?" 


"No, | don't," she answered quietly. "| Know | can't. I'm not strong 
enough right now. | can't win against you." 


The demonic being charged at Shade, her deadly claws ready to 
strike. Shade chuckled as she dug her heels into the ground, 
preparing herself for the imp's futile efforts. As the creature closed in 
on her, she turned on her foot and promptly swung her tail at the one 
before her. 


"But | can still get rid of you on my own." 
The creature leapt over her tail, and then proceeded to grab the blue 


ribbon tied around the base. She yanked it off the Tyranitar, and then 
somersaulted away from the towering giant. Shade let out a 


menacing growl as she grabbed her tail, realizing what the creature 
had done. 


"You need this, don't you?" the imp said in a dark voice as she held 
up the ribbon. "Because this is the only thing keeping you looking 
and acting like a normal Tyranitar, isn't it? Because it has this. " 


She undid the knot in the ribbon to reveal a silvery pin fastened tight 
to it. The exact same pin that Zeverous and Yimtri always wore to 
shut out their plagued selves. 


"Who are you?" Shade growled in a threatening manner. "How do 
you know that?!" 


The Tyranitar's body slowly began to deteriorate as she lost her 
physical form, slowly becoming a Plagued One with each passing 
second. She roared loudly as she sprang at the imp, moving even 
faster than she had earlier. The imp scowled as she dove out of the 
way, tying the strip back into a ribbon while taking extra precautions 
not to touch the pin with her claws. 


"You want this pin back so badly, Plagued One?" she snarled. "You 
want it back so you can continue your master's work as a general 
instead of a mindless puppet? Then go ahead! Take it back!" 


The imp flung the ribbon far into the distance into what appeared to 
be a deep chasm. Shade shot the imp a murderous glare, but didn't 
bother to attack her and only darted after the pin, jumping off the 
edge and into the abyss. The monstrous creature glared into the 
direction the leader disappeared into for just a moment, and then 
gazed back at the weary Zorua. Zekra could only stare back with a 
tired look, having no idea what to think of the spectacle that had just 
unfolded before her. 


She was about to make some sense of what had happened, but 
soon felt herself slipping into unconsciousness. As her energy left 
her, she feebly wrapped her paw around Zeverous's torn Reunion 
scarf, clinging to it. The demonic being frowned pitifully as she went 


up to the Zorua and carefully picked her up in her arms, separating 
the little Zorua from the Zoroark. And yet, Zekra refused to let go of 
her brother's scarf. 


"I'm getting you out of here, Zekra," the strange one announced. 
"Shade will be back here any second now. You can't stay here 
anymore." 


"And Zev... right?" Zekra asked weakly. "We're... we're bringing him, 
right?" 


"Yeah, I'll take his stuff. He's got a lot of useful things you'll need." 
"No, not his stuff. Bring Zev... bring Zev. He's still alive... he's still-" 


Zekra was unable to say anymore, for she soon found herself 
without the strength to even talk. The creature sighed as she 
grabbed the backpack off Zeverous's body and dragged it onto the 
ground. Then, after securing her grip on Zekra, ran away from the 
sight. 


The last thing Zekra saw was her brother lying all alone in the blood- 
stained plains before she fell into a dark slumber. 


Sometime later, Zekra woke up again. It was still night time, as she 
imagined only an hour passed, and she was by a large lake with 
large rocks towering all around the vicinity. She found herself housed 
in a small crevice of one of the rocks, Zeverous's backpack lying 
beside her. The creature that had been with Zekra earlier was 
nowhere in sight. She had presumably dropped Zekra off and after 
realizing that she was safe, fled. 


The Zorua considered searching for her, perhaps to question who 

she was and why she had saved her, but found that her energy was 
mostly spent. She could only lay there in her tiny hiding spot and let 
energy slowly come back to her. She didn't know if it was her energy 


or her plagued self's, but found no reason to ponder over it. 
Regaining any kind of energy was all that really mattered. 


Zekra rested her head down upon the ground, and noted that she 
wasn't resting on the cold blades of grass. Curious as to why this 
was, she glanced down only to find that she had a ripped piece of 
purple fabric wrapped around her paws. 


It was Zeverous's piece of the scarf that she had ripped off him 
before that strange creature took her away from him. 


Immediately upon seeing it, Zekra remembered what happened to 
her brother. How he was lying in that grassy field, his heart having 
been ripped out of him by Shade. How Zekra had been unable to 
save him because she was so weak. 


No... no, he's still alive... Zekra whimpered to herself. He has to. 
Because if he's dead... 


But this time, Zekra couldn't lie to herself. She couldn't convince 
herself that he was somehow still alive and that he'd come back to 
be with her. She was only stuck with the awful truth that he was dead 
and that there was no getting him back. 


She was alone again. She had nothing. 

Zev... you were all that | had. And now... now you're... 

Tears streamed down Zekra's face as the horrible epiphany dawned 
upon her, drowning her in an overwhelming sadness. She buried her 


face into her paws as she wept loudly, hearing her cries echo in the 
little structure she remained in. 


I'm sorry, Zekra. 
Zekra stopped crying for just a moment as she heard her plagued 


self's rueful words. She stared at it from within her mind's eye, able 
to see that it truly did pity her and didn't know how else to act. 


For a moment, she didn't do anything except look at it as her heart 
throbbed painfully in her chest. 


And then, something in her snapped, and she could take it no more. 


It's your fault that Zev is dead! You said that he'd be okay! You said 
he didn't need my help! You lied to me! 


! didn't lie to you, Zekra. | really did think that Zev would be 
Okay on his own. And | was trying to keep you safe. You would 
have died too if you kept fighting. 


You don't know that! If Zev and | had teamed up, we could have 
killed Shade! But no! You said that | had to stay still and rest! And 
now... now I'm all alone. I'm all alone because of YOU! YOU TOOK 
EVERYTHING AWAY FROM ME AGAIN! 


Her plagued self faltered. Zekra could see it shirking back in her 
mind, for once genuinely distraught. 


What? 


Everything that keeps happening to me is because of you! Because 
even though you're different from the other plagued whatevers, 
you're still the Primogenitor, right? You're all still the same thing 
when it comes down to it, aren't you? 


Her plagued self didn't answer, but Zekra refused to let that stop her. 


Everything that happens to me is your fault in the end. | lose 
everybody back in my old life because of you. | get Instinct 
Infestation because of you. | kill two of my leaders because of you. | 
get kicked out of the Fellowship because of you. My best friend's 
other half ran away because of you. | can't talk to my best friend 
anymore because what he did that involves you. And now... now 
Zev is dead because you wouldn't let me protect him! 


Everything | ever cared about is gone because you keep taking it 
away from me in one form or another! You're always there, waiting to 
make my life worse at every turn! 


You really are the monster that Shade was telling me you were! You 
want to destroy me from the inside so that it's easier for you to take 
over me! You're doing it so that | start begging you to end me so | 
don't have to suffer anymore! 


You know that's not true. It's true that the Primogenitor wants to 
get you out of its way, and | might have a part of that thing in 
me, but I'm not out to get you like that thing is. I'm here to help 
you. Mother specifically had me become a part of you so that | 
could protect you and make you stronger. If | really wanted to 
devour you, | would have- 


By that point, Zekra had heard enough from her plagued self. She 
couldn't bear to have that monster in her mind anymore. Every word 
it spoke only reminded her of the multiple tragedies and heart breaks 
she had to bear. It reminded her that she was running out of time to 
remain herself. 


She looked down at Zeverous scarf, and saw the glimmer of light 
from the pin still attached to it. The pin that had miraculously 
remained unharmed throughout the entire fight, not even a scratch 
present upon its surface. She fixed her gaze upon it, staring at it in 
silence. 


Wait. Zekra, wait, don't. 

| can't deal with you anymore. | can't deal with any of this anymore. 
You have no idea what you're doing. 

| know exactly what I'm doing. | don't need you to make my life more 


miserable than it already is. | don't need you to turn me into any 
more of a monster than | am already. I'm sick of it. This has gone on 


long enough. | can't keep doing this. I've lost everything. There's 
literally nothing left for me. 


Zekra, snap out of it. 


All of my family's gone, | can't talk to my best friend anymore, my 
best friend's other half hates me, | don't ever want to see Nyx again, 
and the Fellowship is after me. | can't keep fighting. | can't go back to 
my old team, especially not when Tear's there... there's only one 
place for me in this world now. One place where you don't belong. 


Shade was lying to you. She told you all of that to trick you. You 
can't believe a word she says. She's a Plagued One in disguise! 
She's part of the Primogenitor in the body of a Tyranitar! 


Look who's talking. 


Zekra turned into a Sableye and picked up the ends of Zeverous's 
scarf in her claws. She let it unfurl, realizing that it was actually a 
cape folded into a scarf, similar to the original Reunion Capes they 
had all worn quite a time ago. And yet, it was still suitable for her 
size. She could tell it wouldn't drag on the ground or wrap around her 
feet if she wore it in her Zorua or Sableye form. 


ZEKRA! WAIT, STOP! YOU CAN'T BLOCK ME OUT! I CAN'T 
HELP YOU IF YOU- 


She fastened the cape onto her neck and immediately felt her 
plagued self get smothered out. She could hear its screaming voice 
slowly fade away into the distant reaches of her mind until at long 
last, there was nothing but silence in her mind. 


Lonely silence and a dull ringing in her ears. Zekra only frowned as 
she glanced up at the moon still shining as brightly as ever. 


| don't need to stay here anymore. There's no reason to. 


Zekra got to her feet and left her hiding spot, no longer feeling the 
fatigue coursing through her body as she turned into a Skarmory and 
grabbed Zeverous's backpack with her beak. 


Sorry guys, but looks like you'll have to find Reshiram and Zekrom 
and beat the Primogenitor without me. I'm done with this. 


She didn't even feel a passing regret from her exhausted heart as 
she shot into the sky and flew toward the moon. 


Back at Unown Ruins, Nyx jolted awake. 


Something was wrong. Something was terribly wrong, but she didn't 
know what. She only knew that something had happened just now. 


She glanced over at the Quilava and Cubone to find that they were 
still resting beside her, slumbering peacefully and undisturbed by her 
sudden panic. They were still well and unharmed. Whatever had 
woken up Nyx was not something related to them. 


She sighed deeply, relieved to know that all was well, but the 
lingering sense of dread did not leave her. It only persisted, 
corrupting her mind with increasingly troubled thoughts. 


Nyx didn't understand what was going on. She didn't know why she 
was feeling this way when the ones with her were safe. That would 
have been the only reason she would have been in such a panic. 
There had to have been no other reason. 


And then it finally dawned upon her what had happened. 

The Darkrai closed her eyes and called out to Zekra and Zeverous's 
plagues. She asked them where the two were now and if anything 
had happened to them. 


Seconds later, she received an image of Zeverous's body lying in the 
empty fields far away from the Darkrai's current location. But it only 


lasted for a brief second, for Nyx's connection with his plagued self 
finally ceased to be, the remaining remnants of its energy finally 
used. 


And the Zorua... where is the Zorua? Is she still alive? 


There was no response from Zekra's plagued self. There was 
nothing. There wasn't even a glimmer of a vision or the whisper of a 
voice. 


It soon became very clear to Nyx what had happened to Zekra. 


Zekra was no longer trackable. She was just like Yimtri now, having 
cut herself off from the ones who cared most about her. 


She was gone. 


Chapter 61: Talk To Us 


X 
Chapter 61 


Talk To Us 


Terron awoke to the smell of roasted berries lingering in the air 
sometime the next morning. With a quiet yawn and a quick stretch of 
his arms, he slowly opened his eyes to find Novus already awake, 
eating from a pile of roasted berries beside him. The Cubone rubbed 
the tired out of his eyes as he got up and sat down beside the 
Quilava. The sunlight leaking in from the holes in their makeshift safe 
house hurt Terron's eyes for just a moment and forced him to squint 
his eyes, but his eyes were soon to adjust. 


"Finally awake | see," Novus remarked. "Was wondering when you 
were going to wake up." 


"What time is it?" Terron asked as he took a red berry from the pile 
and munched it down. 


"Three hours after dawn. Not a terribly late time I'll say, but still a bit 
baffling that you've slept for so long when you normally wake up near 
dawn." 


"Well | didn't really have an excuse to wake up So early. Not like we 
have any important missions to do right away. We just have to find 
your stones and we have all day to do that. Besides, it feels good to 
just be able to sleep in. It's refreshing, especially after that long flight 
here." 


"Fair enough, | Suppose." 


Terron glanced around the room, and was soon to find that 
something was amiss. There was a little too much light in the room, 
and it didn't take long for Terron to figure out why. 


"Hey, where's Nyx?" Terron asked as he brought his gaze back to 
the Quilava. 


"| don't know," Novus shrugged indifferently. "She was gone when | 
awoke this morning. | Suppose | should be alarmed, but she's done 
this so much that it doesn't even faze me anymore." 


"Wait, what? When did she do this?" 


"The entire time you and the others were in your comas. Whenever | 
woke up, no matter how early it was, there'd be times Nyx wouldn't 
be there to help me watch over you four. It didn't happen every 
morning, but quite a bit of the time I'd find myself alone with a 
handful of comatose, defenseless Pokémon to look after for several 
hours. She always came back with any sort of breakfast she could 
find, but | know that she didn't go off on her own to go hunting. She 
said it was because she wanted to be alone for some reason. Never 
said why, only that she needed time to herself. It somewhat reminds 
me of the behavior the ground-types have where they like to avoid 
others' company." 


"So what, you think she's doesn't like being around anybody?" 


"Somewhat. She never really did enjoy talking much to me when it 
was only the two of us while we watched you four. She'd never 
initiate a conversation with me, save for when she told me her turn 
for watching you was over and | was to watch or vice versa. She'd 
talk to me if | tried to strike up a conversation and they could go on 
for a while, or she'd speak to me about something on her mind 
occasionally, but otherwise, she'd keep to herself for the most part. 
She never talked about herself even unless | asked. She only really 
started to talk to me after all of you woke up, but that was only one 
time." 


Terron nodded silently. Though he hadn't spent too much time 
around the Darkrai, he could see Nyx in the way that Novus was 
describing her. She certainly gave off a distant and quiet vibe that 
wasn't necessarily hostile, but enough so that it became intimidating 
to others. She almost gave off the impression that she was 
completely detached from most conversations, as if she was only 
participating in the conversation because she had an obligation to do 
so. He knew that Nyx had some conversations with him, such as 
during the previous night, but they were always short and to the 
point. They weren't allowed to branch out. 


But then, Terron began to think over Novus's words some more and 
found that there was something in it that he couldn't agree with. He 
paused for a moment, trying to articulate what exactly it was that 
irked him so. 


"But maybe it's not that she doesn't like hanging around us," Terron 
started to say. "Maybe it's something else." 


"Such as?" Novus asked slowly. "! don't think | quite follow what 
you're saying." 


"What if... she just likes a lot of alone time?" Terron suggested. 


"That's what | was already saying. She prefers to be alone than with 
others because she doesn't find others' company to be pleasant." 


"No, you don't understand. What | mean is what if she likes to have 
lots of time to herself, but still likes being around others?" 


Novus shot the Cubone a confused frown. 
"| don't understand what you're saying,” Novus stated blandly. 


Terron felt a flare of frustration grow inside of him at Novus's inability 
to comprehend his words, but forced himself to take a deep breath 
and keep his composure. When the volatile emotions in his heart 


cooled, he then carefully thought out his next words, hoping he could 
form a better explanation to the Quilava. 


"Maybe she likes hanging around us, but because she's so used to 
being alone thanks to being stuck in Erebus Woods for years, that 
she likes being alone more," Terron said after a while. "If you're 
alone for a long time, I'm sure that you'll get used to it and it's not 
easy to go back to being social again." 


"| suppose that is a fair point," Novus shrugged. "Though, she does 
need to learn to be able to talk to us. We cannot afford to have 
anyone be so withdrawn from us. We are supposed to be unified." 


"There's nothing wrong with wanting to be alone sometimes, Novus," 
Terron stated bitterly. "You don't always have to be around 
someone." 


"But she clearly does not want to speak with us often and distances 
herself from us," Novus counteracted. "That is quite a problem. You 
cannot deny it." 


Terron kept his glare fixed onto the Quilava, but said nothing. He 
knew deep down that the Quilava had a point and that having Nyx 
being distant from them was problematic, but he couldn't bring 
himself to admit that the Quilava was right for some unfathomable 
reason. 


"| see you two are already awake." 


Terron and Novus broke off their stare and turned to find Nyx 
hovering at the entranceway. Despite what Novus had been telling 
Terron earlier, she didn't seem to have anything edible on her. In 
fact, she was completely empty-handed. The two shot each other a 
subtle glance, mutually deciding to drop the subject despite the 
lingering bitterness in their hearts, and returned their attention to 
Nyx. 


"Yeah, | just got up a few minutes ago," Terron said to her. "Where 
were you?" 


" Spending time to myself to think over some things." 
"Is something bothering you?" 
" No. | only wanted to be alone." 


"Oh, okay," Terron said, somewhat disappointed he couldn't get a 
better answer out of her despite anticipating the response. "You sure 
it's alright to go wandering around all by yourself, though? What if 
somebody catches you?" 


For a brief moment, Terron thought he saw the Darkrai tremble. It 
was subtle, but he could have sworn that he saw the wisps escaping 
her body shudder even more so than they usually did. 


But just as quickly as it happened, Nyx's composed demeanor 
returned, and she cast the Cubone an indifferent stare. 


" You forget what | am. Killing a Darkrai is not an easy feat.” 


"But we nearly killed you when we were fighting your brainwashed 
self in Erebus Woods," Novus interjected. "Granted, it took five of us 
and you managed to take out most of us, but we still nearly ended 
your life." 


" | made it so you could kill me. | gave you the power that could 
make you strong enough to fight me. And | was weak from having 
many copies of myself controlling other nightmares and fought my 
blight from inside as Chloe. If | was at my full power like | am now 
and fully intended on killing you, all of you would have died in a 
minute and none of you could have even hurt me. 


"| will not be dying to the Primogenitor's forces anytime soon. | will 
not let it happen." 


Terron and Novus looked upon the Darkrai, slightly intimidated by the 
sudden gravity in her voice. They each scooted back, fearing what 
she might do despite knowing that she probably meant no harm to 
them. The Darkrai seemed to notice she was frightening the two, for 
the oppressing aura about her soon went away. 


" Are you two ready to investigate the ruins?" 


"Yeah, | guess so," Terron said as he got to his feet. "Might as well 
start now. How about you, Novus?" 


"Quite," Novus replied as he too stood up. "Though, | should note 
that | think we should stay together for the time being. While | don't 
think that we will run into any trouble, | still feel it's best to remain 
close to one another for a while. Especially since there's only three 
of us now as opposed to before..." 


An image of Zekra immediately surfaced in Terron's mind, bringing 
with it a sharp sting in his heart. It wasn't long before the stinging 
reached his eyes. Terron growled bitterly under his breath as he 
pressed his persona deeper into his face. 


"Yeah, let's get going," he announced. 


Then, without even waiting for Nyx or Novus's replies, he made his 
way outside. Even as he stepped out into the spacious ruins, the 
morning sun shining burning its warmth into his coat, he found 
himself unable to appreciate anything. He could only focus on the 
pain gnawing away at his chest. 


| thought | told myself | was doing fine... Terron thought to himself. / 
thought | was over her being gone. | felt fine yesterday. So if | was 
feeling fine then, why isn't it the same now? What makes today so 
different from yesterday? Shouldn't | feel just as fine as | did 
yesterday, if not more since I've had time to get over everything? 


"Terron, are you alright?" 


The Cubone turned back to find Novus and Nyx exiting the makeshift 
shelter, closing the distance between him and them. Novus wore a 
reluctant, concerned gaze while Nyx seemed to hold a more tranquil 
one. The Darkrai kept a distance from the Cubone as Novus stopped 
right before him, staring up at him. 


Terron sighed as he shook his head. 


"It's just Zekra, that's all," Terron said dismissively. "It's stupid, but | 
still miss her." 


"Oh, | understand," Novus then said, his ears drooping. "What | said 
reminded you of her. Sorry, | didn't mean to make you upset. | was 
mostly venting about my frustrations with our smaller group.” 


"It's fine," Terron shrugged indifferently. "Look, don't feel bad for me. 
It's not your fault and | don't have any reason to mope. She's fine. I'll 
see her again someday." 


"Are you sure you don't want to talk about it?" Novus continued to 
press. "If it's bothering you too much, talking about it can really make 
it an easier burden to bear." 


"I'm sure," Terron answered. "There's nothing to talk about. It's justa 
feeling that resurfaced and will hopefully go away soon. Some 
feeling that | don't need right now." 


Novus didn't seem convinced by this, as he continued to cast the 
Cubone a pitiful stare, but Terron kept his stoic persona up. He had 
no reason to talk about the pain that was churning within him. It was 
a useless emotion that was wreaking havoc on him at the moment. 
He didn't need to talk about a feeling that he knew was useless and 
wouldn't benefit to anybody in the group. Talking about it would only 
dampen the mood even more than it was already. 


He couldn't afford for something as trivial as that to bring ruin the 
team. He wasn't about to let anything get in the way of fulfilling their 
ambitions. 


Nyx hovered forward and stopped between the two friends. 


" Maybe it is better if you two spend some time apart from one 
another for the day. | fear you two will start contention." 


"Contention?" Novus repeated, baffled. "Terron and | will not be 
causing anything of the sort. | am only worried for him and want to 
help him. You have not seen contention between the two of us. I've 
experienced it multiple times, and what is happening now is certainly 
not it." 


"Yeah, don't separate us," Terron cut in. "We're fine. Novus just 
doesn't know how to back off sometimes. But, there's no need to 
keep us apart unless we absolutely have to." 


Nyx kept her unmoved gaze upon the two Pokemon, both of them 
staring back at her solemnly, standing firmly by their words. She 
shook her head as she drifted a few feet away from them. 


" Both of you are very strange." 


"Well | wonder what gave that away?" Terron laughed dryly. "Was it 
maybe the fact that I'm a human trapped in a Cubone body or that 
Novus here is apparently some ancient Pokémon who's been around 
since forever? We're far from being normal | tell you. It's basically a 
requirement for being on our team." 


Nyx gave the Cubone a disapproving glare. 


" Not that. It is your friendship. The bond you two share is very 
strange and confusing at times." 


Terron's smug grin vanished as he heard those words. He briefly 
looked over at the Quilava, who seemed just as taken aback as he 
was, and then looked back at the Darkrai. 


"What do you mean?" the Cubone wondered. 


" You two do not want to be apart, and yet whenever you are 
together, you two inevitably end up disagreeing on something and 
develop contempt to the other. This morning was like that. You two 
had barely woken up and began to talk when you suddenly became 
involved in an argument. You did not stop until you realized | was 
with you. Even now it is similar. You, Quilava, continue to pry my 
child despite denying your requests for help. You still want to help 
him even and do not want to let it go. And yet, you remain friends. It 
almost seems illogical. 


" But | have been in a friendship similar to yours once, so perhaps | 
have no reason to find it as strange as | do." 


"Yeah, Novus and | get along just fine," Terron assured as he 
gestured to the Quilava. "But really, | think you can blame that on 
having to go through a lot together. When you're forced to go 
through a lot of rough times with somebody and there was nobody 
else to be there for you... it's kind of hard to undo all those things 
that made your friendship the way it is unless they do something 
really unforgiving. Novus hasn't done anything that messed up. Yet." 


Terron's snide grin grew as the Quilava shot him a dirty look. But 
before he could speak, his frown changed into that of a more jovial 
expression as well. 


"Yet, you say?" he chuckled. "What do you think | could possibly do 
that could make you feel so disgusted by me that you'd abandon 
me? I'm rather curious." 


"Well let's see..." Terron said considerably, tapping his chin witha 
claw. "| suppose ditching me when we're being overwhelmed by wild 
Pokémon could count. Or attacking me out of nowhere. Or getting 
any of my coat burnt. Even if it's just part of the sleeve." 


“Burning your coat, huh?" Novus asked. "You truly are unhealthily 
attached to that coat. | always knew that you were, and now you've 
confirmed my suspicions." 


"Well if you had something that kept you warm all the time and let 
you store all of your weapons for easy access, you'd be attached to 
it too! Makes more sense than that Reshiram statue you demanded 
we bring along, which can't do anything except serve as a good 
chucking item." 


Terron reached into his pocket, and after shuffling around for a bit, 
pulled out the small dragon and showed it to the Quilava. 


"I'm surprised you haven't asked for it back," he stated. "You really 
were obsessed with Reshiram back when | first met you." 


"Well of course," Novus replied. "If it were your life's mission to find 
him and Zekrom, you would have become obsessed as well. But | 
have no need for that statue anymore. You can keep it and use for 
whatever purpose you want. | don't need it when | shall soon get 
ahold of the real Reshiram." 


"You're not going to pass out the second you see him, are you?" 


"Of course not. What do you take me for, some crazed fanatic? | will 
not let myself look like a fool in front of the great dragon." 


"| still think you're going to pass out. Just watch, you're going to. I'm 
calling it." 


"If anything, | say you will be the one to faint. You've always been a 
bit easy to overwhelm and have not had hundreds of years to 
become a durable Pokémon such as myself. Besides, | have seen 
Reshiram already in the past and Zekrom as well. | shall have no 
reason to faint, though | will still take delight in watching you 
collapse." 


Terron chuckled under his breath as he put the statue back into his 
coat. He was about to make a rebuttal, but then noticed that Nyx was 
beginning to leave the two of them behind. She was already 
becoming a black speck in the distance. 


"Hey! Where are you going?" he called after her. 


"| am going to search for the dragon stones. | have decided that we 
have wasted enough time." 


The Darkrai continued to drift away from the two, but seemed to slow 
her pace down as if to provide time for them to catch up to her. 
Terron and Novus gave each other a confused glance, turning 
themselves partially away from her. 


"She is right," Novus sighed. "We shouldn't waste any more time. 
You and | can continue our conversation while we investigate, 
though. | see no reason as to why we cannot multi-task." 


Terron frowned as he silently glanced over at the Darkrai from the 
corner of his eye. She seemed to have stopped, though Terron 
couldn't say for certain. 


"Yeah, alright," Terron said with a nod. "But... let's try talking to Nyx 
too. | think she's feeling a little isolated from us." 


"Weren't you the one who just said that she wants to be alone a 
good amount of the time?" Novus asked unsurely. "I do not think that 
speaking with her will get her to talk or amuse her for that matter. | 
really do believe she wants to find Reshiram and Zekrom and do so 
in silence." 


"Well no reason we can't try," Terron shrugged. "Besides, she's our 
friend. We should try to get to know her better and make her more 
comfortable around us. All we ever do is talk about serious stuff 
around her; it's probably really draining to her. | mean, I'd get pretty 
drained if all you guys ever did was talk to me about our missions 
and how we might die. So let's just find something relaxing to talk 
about that might make her more talkative. | mean, there has to be 
something she likes to talk about whether she likes to keep to herself 
or not." 


"I'm doubtful, but | don't see any harm in doing so," Novus then said. 
"So very well then." 


Terron smiled for a brief moment as he and Novus then reunited with 
the Darkrai in the nearby distance. He was soon to find that she had 
stopped after all, apparently not wanting to leave the two of them 
behind despite how much she undoubtedly wanted to find the 
dragons. When the two were to stop by her sides, she once again 
drifted forward toward the spacious ruins, prompting the Cubone and 
Quilava to stay close to her. They both looked up at the towering 
dark-type, noting that the silvery hair growing over her face was 
being pushed aside from the soft breeze, allowing them to see her 
normally obscured eye. It wasn't any different than the one that they 
always saw. 


She still appeared to have just as much as of a blank and faraway 
expression as before. 


"Does it ever bother you to have one of your eyes covered up all the 
time?" Terron asked her, deciding that he'd try something simple to 
talk about. 


" No, it does not. Ever since | was hatched, | have been this way. | 
am more menacing when | have only one eye, which is what all 
Darkrai want. | am no exception." 


"Right, because your whole purpose is to scare other Pokémon,” 
Terron stated quietly. "That's why you can make all of those 
nightmares..." 


The Darkrai didn't say anything to the remark, only looking over her 
shoulder to peer at something for a brief moment before bringing her 
attention back to the road before her. 


"It never bothers you that you basically live to strike fear into every 
Pokémon you meet?" Terron then asked, trying to keep the 
conversation going. 


"No. In the beginning, | accepted my role without question. | came 
from a time where all Pokémon were still wild and | was no 
exception. | knew the moment | hatched and found myself alone in a 
forest that | was meant to remind Pokémon why they cannot roam 
the night. My instincts knew what I was and what | had to do and |! 
followed them. No one had to tell me anything." 


"Wait, you didn't have any parents when you were growing up?" 
Terron gasped. "You were alone? | figured that even if you're a wild, 
your parents would raise you since you're obviously kind of helpless 
when you're first born... | mean, hatched. Otherwise some predator 
would eat you.” 


" You forget what | am. | am not like the rest of you mortals." 
"What?" Terron asked. 


"What she's trying to say is that mortal legendary Pokémon are very 
unique when they first awaken into this world," Novus cut in. "For the 
Ethereal and Great legendaries, they do not come into this world 
through eggs. They are simply brought here in their fully-fledged 
bodies, with all of the knowledge they held up in the realm where 
they stayed with our creator. In a sense, they arrive here in this world 
as fully-grown adults. Mortal legendaries are not like that. They are 
actually Pokemon very similar to the actual mortals of here and 
cannot retain their memories of their time as spirits. They must come 
here through an egg, and then grow as the mortals do. But very 
much unlike the mortals, their growth process isn't nearly the same. 
The moment they are born, they are ready to fend for themselves. 
They might not have all of their power as the higher beings have the 
minute they hatch, but they have enough to let them survive. 
Therefore, they can quite easily take care of themselves the moment 
they hatch." 


The Quilava brought his gaze to the Darkrai, where he soon twisted 
his solemn expression into a puzzled frown. 


"But typically from what | saw centuries ago, many mortal 
legendaries remained with their children until they reached the age 
of one or two," he then said. "| do not ever remember there being 
ones that left their eggs alone to hatch in isolation." 


" Darkrai did. It was how we prepared our children for the inevitable 
solitude that every Darkrai lives with. We only left them with their 
instincts, which would tell them why we did what we had to. Because 
why would anyone want to remain in the company of a Darkrai, who 
creates fear everywhere it goes? Others are scared of my kind. We 
were meant to be alone for all of our lives. So why give our children 
the false hope that they will have someone to be there for them, only 
to take it away from them a year later, where they possibly will never 
have someone again unless they can somehow find someone who is 
undaunted by us? You cannot feel the pain of something being taken 
away if you never had that something to begin with." 


"Well / like being around you," Terron uttered. 


Nyx remained silent, apparently not touched by Terron's words. The 
Cubone frowned uncomfortably as he looked away from the Darkrai. 


This isn't going very well. he thought to himself. She's talking to us, 
but | really don't think she's enjoying this conversation. She sounds 
like she's just stating a bunch of facts. Maybe Novus was right... 
maybe she doesn't actually want to be friends with anyone. She was 
just saying that she's been conditioned to pretty much accept that 
she's going to be alone her whole life. Maybe she's only hanging 
around us because I'm Dimitri and she feels like she has to take care 
of me after what she did... 


But, it's too early to quit. Maybe | just need to try harder. 
The Cubone sighed deeply as he looked back at the Darkrai and 


racked his mind for some meaningful thought he could share with 
her. 


"So when you were growing up, did you already know how to talk?" 
he asked. "| mean, | Know that nobody could teach you how to 
speak, but since you're a legendary, | wondered if maybe you knew 
how to do it the moment you hatched." 


"When | first came into this world, | could not speak. None of the 
mortals who come into this world can speak when they first arrive. 
And for a few years, | did not say a single word. It was not until 
civilization began to form and | was able to see from the dreams of 
Pokémon this spoken language. | saw what this language could 
accomplish among others, and through the dreams, learned what 
each word meant until | could speak adequately enough." 


"So you really were a wild back when you first hatched," Terron 
realized. "You just followed your instincts and couldn't talk to 
anyone..." 


" You could say that | was, except | had the capability to leave 
behind that feral state of mind much more quickly than you mortals. 
That is one trait that mortal legendaries have that we value; we learn 
and adapt very quickly. So when the normal Pokémon of the world 
began to work alongside humans and form civilizations together, | 
adapted with them." 


"How long have you been alive anyway?" Terron asked curiously. 


"| came into this world a few years before the humans and Pokémon 
began to work together. | was still able to experience the world when 
it was still filled with wild Pokémon, none having any sort of laws 
among them while the humans, who were already civilized and built 
many cities, slowly formed the idea of having dangerous creatures 
like us to be their companions instead of their feared enemies." 


"Did you like things better back then than they are today?" 


The Darkrai seemed to frown to herself despite not having a mouth. 
And yet, she didn't answer the question. 


"Well Nyx?" Terron asked again. 
The Darkrai remained silent. 


"You enjoyed the ancient world more than the present world, didn't 
you?" Novus cut in. "There is no shame in admitting it. There were 
many aspects of the ancient world that | found more favorable than 
our current world. | can imagine, for some, those characteristics 
were enough to outweigh the more savage side of life long ago." 


" No, that is not it." 
"Then why will you not answer the question?" Novus then asked. 


" You two did not need to do what you are currently doing. There is 
no reason to." 


Terron and Novus shot the Darkrai a disbelieving look. At first they 
had no idea what to make of her remark, as it had come out of 
nowhere, but were soon to collect themselves. Or at least, pretend to 
be under control. 


"What are you talking about?" Terron asked, his voice cautious. 


" You two are trying to have me talk to you so that you can 
understand me and grow closer to me. You think that | am one of 
those creatures who is more reserved than others, but you want to 
see if there is a way to make me talk to you anyway. You are worried 
that | do not want friendship with either of you." 


The two smaller Pokémon nearly stopped in their tracks. They were 
fairly certain that Nyx hadn't heard their conversations about her. 
They had a feeling that she had heard part of their argument about 
the more withdrawn Pokémon of the world, but they knew they 
hadn't spoken much of her in that conversation. There was no way 
she should have known about the troubled thoughts in their mind. 
And yet, despite the shock coursing through their bodies, they forced 


themselves to keep going. Nyx didn't seem to pay them any mind 
and continued drifting forward. 


"How did you...?" Novus tried to say. 


" You are worried that | do not want to be friends with you, are you 
not?" 


"Well... Somewhat," Novus said, caught slightly off-guard by her 
deflection. "You are rather quiet and don't seem to want to mingle 
with us very much. So, is it true? Do you not enjoy our company and 
are merely around us because we fight for the same cause?" 


Terron and Novus held their breaths as the Darkrai turned her head, 
allowing them to see her casting them a long stare with her right eye. 


"| do not find being around you two to be bothersome. If | did, | 
would have left all of you to fend for yourselves after saving you from 
the generals while | went about by myself to find answers for 
questions that have bothered me for a long time. There is some 
happiness in being with you two, as well as with the others." 


The two smaller Pokémon breathed out a sigh of relief. It seemed 
that their worries had been nothing more than paranoid thoughts that 
had undoubtedly arisen from the abandonment of a certain other 
former team member. 


" But | do not want either of you to become attached to me." 


It was with these words that the happiness within Terron and Novus's 
died, bringing back the writhing anxiety in their chests. Terron grit his 
teeth as he fought off the painful panic coursing through his heart, 
but he only managed to succeed in subduing it to a low throbbing. 


"What do you mean you don't want us to get attached to you?" he 
asked feebly. "You're clearly attached to us, so why we can't do the 
same to you?" 


" How am | attached to any of you?" 


"Because you stayed with us when you could have left, like you were 
saying earlier," Terron stated tersely. "Besides... you care about 
Yimtri and |. You've done too much for him and | not care about us. 
You wouldn't of have split yourself in half so that you could give him 
a companion, and you wouldn't have stayed with me after he ran 
away if you didn't care." 


" You two are an exception. | am responsible for you two, and being 
responsible for you gave me the consequence of growing attached 
to you two. But if there had been any other way to watch over you 
two without becoming attached, | would have taken it. Even if | only 
care about you two as if you were orphaned children instead of 
someone of similar stature to myself." 


"Why exactly are you so concerned about Terron anyway?" Novus 
then asked the Darkrai. "| could understand the Sableye's position, 
given that part of your soul was with him for a number of years as a 
Turtwig, but what of Terron? | don't think you two even knew each 
other until we set you free. And yet compared to everyone else, he is 
the one you treat with care the most." 


"That's... along story, Novus," Terron cut in. "I'll tell you about it later, 
but not right now." 


"Why not now?" Novus then asked, a tinge of irritation entering his 
voice. "I'd like to hear this story. It seems rather important and | do 
despise being locked out of the loop..." 


"Same reason why you can't tell me why you haven't died even 
though you're hundreds of years old," Terron shot back. 


The Quilava growled quietly under his breath at the remark, but 
didn't press further. Terron, satisfied with this, brought his attention 
back to the Darkrai, who was still casting the Cubone a blank look. 
He scowled as he glared back at her. 


"So if you're attached to Yimtri and |, why can't Novus and | do the 
same to you?" he asked. "Why can't the two of us just get to know 
you? Why don't you want us to like you as something more than 
acquaintance? We just want to help you! We just want to be there for 
you just like how Novus is there for me and I'm there for him! Why 
don't you want that?" 


" Because if you grow attached to me, you will learn things about me 
that | do not want you to know." 


"Nyx, everybody on our team has a lot of dark, terrible secrets," 
Terron said, becoming exasperated. "| mean, look at Zekra. She has 
a lot of violent thoughts that honestly scare me sometimes and fora 
while, she was using me by pretending | was one of her dead 
friends. And then this old teammate | had named Syn... he was just 
some kid we sort of adopted after his parents ditched him for no 
reason. Then don't even get me started on a certain Sableye we 
both know. 


"But you know why | was still attached to all of them? It was because 
| Knew there was more to them than the darkness that was inside 
them. Sure, the dark, messed up things in them are terrifying 
sometimes and | don't always want to deal with them, but they're a 
part of my friends. You don't just get the side of your friends that's 
filled with light and happiness; you get the dark and murky side of 
them too. You can try to avoid it for a while, but eventually you'll have 
to deal with that darkness and face it. And if you really do care about 
someone, you learn to embrace that darkness and accept that it's 
there. You don't let that get in your way. So why would you be any 
different than my other friends? Why can't | accept your darkness 
when | could accept all of theirs?" 


Nyx's gaze seemed to dampen upon hearing Terron's speech. Terron 
was about to smile victoriously, thinking that he had moved her, but 
soon noticed that her forlorn expression melted into that of a firm, 
solemn one. 


" You are a brave, and | admire that about you. | do not know many 
who could get themselves to think the way you do. But little one, the 
darkness in me is something | do not want to share with you. My 
darkness, my secrets, are something | cannot and will not talk about. 
There are things in my darkness that will destroy you. You might 
think | am exaggerating, but | am not. There are thoughts and 
secrets in my mind that | cannot afford for you or anyone else to 
know. If you become attached to me, | will eventually become 
attached to you even more than | am right now, and | will show you 
what is in my darkness. The second | allow you to see that darkness, 
it will swallow you whole. 


"am sorry, but that is the way it is. Darkrai were always taught that 
they would have no one to be close to, so do not think that bearing 
this is painful. Do not pity me. Instead, stop what you are doing and 
think of me as nothing more than a casual acquaintance that you will 
have friendly conversations with occasionally. You will thank me 
later." 


Terron's heart shattered. He feebly grasped for something to say, 
something to continue arguing with her, but found that there was 
nothing left to say. Nyx was firm in her belief, and she wasn't going to 
be convinced otherwise. She was adamant about not letting Terron 
or anybody into her heart on a deep and meaningful level. 


"Your darkness can't be that bad... can it?" Terron managed to 
choke out. 


The Darkrai didn't give a reply, only averting from the Cubone so that 
he could no longer see her eye. Terron sighed as he hung his head, 
feeling the sadness well up inside him. 


Why are you doing this, Nyx? Terron thought somberly. Are you just 
saying that because you don't want to admit that you hate being 
around Novus and |? Your darkness can't be that bad... I've seen 
messed up Stuff. I've seen so much stuff... what makes your 
darkness any worse? Why would it destroy me? You can't have any 


secrets that would hurt me as badly as some other secrets have. 
You've never seen the conversations Zekra and | have had. 


But despite having these thoughts, Terron knew he couldn't express 
them to the Darkrai. He knew it was pointless and that he would 
have to accept that Nyx didn't to open her heart to neither him nor 
Novus. It was a strange thought, given that he had several heart-to- 
hearts with all of his travelling companions, even the ones he 
thought he despised at times. It had seemed almost natural to him to 
have all of his friends be close to him. But now, it seemed that Nyx 
would be breaking that trend. She would be his first friend he 
couldn't interact with on a personal level. Or at least, on a more 
personal level than they were already. 


Terron breathed out yet another sigh, and then straightened himself 
out. 


"Alright, fine," Terron then said to the Darkrai, all of the weakness in 
his voice gone. "I won't try to get to Know you anymore. But, | can 
still talk to you and things like that, right?" 


" Yes, that is fine. | have no problems with that." 


"And you're sure that you simply do not want to talk to us and wish to 
be alone all the time?" Novus finally spoke up. "Because if that is 
true, you're free to say it. We will not be upset with you." 


" As | said before, your company is delightful at times. But | do enjoy 
being alone as well and enjoy quiet moments more. | can only talk 
for so long before it grows boring and exhausting. It is the result of 
my upbringing, which | find no reason to find a problem with." 


"Why don't you see a problem with this?" Novus asked, glaring 
suspiciously at her. 


"Aw Novus, not that again," Terron groaned. "We just went over this." 


"You never provided me with an adequate answer as to why it's not 
problematic," Novus retorted. "Therefore, | will continue this 
conversation until | get an answer." 


"For the last time, there's nothing wrong with-" 
" The air does not feel right here.” 


The Quilava and Cubone immediately ceased their quarrel and 
looked over at the Darkrai. They found that she had stopped before 
a labyrinth of tall, metallic structures with oddly-shaped runes about 
them that Terron thought looked very familiar. But even as the two 
stared upon the structure, they couldn't sense anything wrong. The 
architecture was strange, but nothing seemed particularly wrong 
otherwise. And yet, the sigils upon the walls did manage to intrigue 
the Cubone. With a thoughtful frown, he went up to one of the walls 
and peered at one of the symbols. 


"Hey wait a minute... these things look kind of like the human 
alphabet," Terron realized. "| mean, the letters are a little weird, but | 
can tell that these are it. They're just like the letter rankings on the 
old Fellowship mission papers, like 'A' or 'D'." 


Neither the Darkrai nor the Quilava answered. Terron brought his 
attention back over to them, only to find that they were staring at 
something in the distance with a faraway, yet cautious glance. The 
Cubone slowly followed their line of vision until he too saw whatever 
it was that had them completely captivated. What he saw nearly 
made him backpedal. 


There, hovering not too far from the group by a rusty pillar protruding 
out of the ground, was a single creature. It was a very odd sort of 
living thing, for its entire body was nothing but a single black line 
curved to make a giant circle, a single eye in the middle. That white 
eye seemed to be studying the pillar before it, blinking occasionally 
as it gently circled about it with a strange humming sound. 


Terron continued to stare at it with an odd glance, having no idea 
what he was looking at. He figured it was a Pokémon, but he sure 
couldn't remember any Pokémon that were as bizarre and surreal as 
whatever was before him. This creature had no mouth or any room 
to hold any sort of organs, so he couldn't imagine how it could even 
be alive. It was an enigma to him. 


It has to be a Pokémon. Terron told himself. / mean, what else could 
it be? Nothing else lives here on Shiron except Pokémon. Unless... 
it's an alien or something. If it's an alien, maybe that would explain 
why it looks so weird compared to all of the other Pokémon I've 
seen. | mean yeah, some Pokémon are pretty weird, but none of 
them were like this... 


And then it finally dawned upon Terron what he was looking at. He 
swiveled his head back to the labyrinth wall and after a few seconds 
of searching, he saw it. He saw a symbol on the wall that greatly 
resembled an "O", something that also looked exactly like the 
creature before him. It didn't take long for everything else to click into 
place. 


"Guys, is that..." Terron started to say, keeping his voice barely 
above a whisper. 


"Yes, that is an Unown," Novus uttered. "What it is doing here, | 
haven't the faintest of ideas. | figured they all would have left this 
world just as the other legendaries did. | thought the creator told 
everyone of divine power to leave this planet..." 


In that moment, the Unown stopped moving. It perked up its single 
eye, and then instantly turned toward the three watching it. Terron 
and Novus flinched back while Nyx remained where she was, 
unfazed as ever. The Unown continued to stare at them, tilting its 
head to the side as its body slowly bobbed up and down in the air. 


"Novus, what do we do?" Terron whispered, never taking his eyes off 
the odd Pokemon. "Should we make a break for it?" 


"| would not recommend so," Novus answered back, keeping his 
voice low as well. "Though Unown were harmless and timid when | 
met them, | do not know what time has done to them. One Unown 
may not be able to do much, but I'm fairly certain that this meager 
Unown can summon others to come aid it should it feel the need to. 
So, let us wait and see what happens. Fleeing might spook it and 
make it aggressive." 


Terron slowly nodded as he slowly drew closer to Nyx, knowing she 
was the one who would probably fare best against the Unown, 
should anything go horribly wrong. 


The Unown kept its gaze on the three of them for a moment longer, 
and then something in its eye lit up. 


" Visitors," the Unown spoke, its words speaking within Terron's 
mind. "Very strange visitors.” 


Its eye glowed dimly with a purple hue, and then the next thing the 
group knew, a violet portal appeared along the wall just behind the 
Unown. A low whirling sound came from deep within its abyssal 
contents, filling the labyrinth with the unnatural noise. 


As Terron once again considered the idea of bolting, he saw five 
figures slowly come out of the portal. He quickly recognized these 
figures to be Unown of other shapes and sizes. Each of them came 
to the original Unown's side, forming a small cluster. 


" Found them here," the "O" shaped Unown said. "Found these 
strange ones here when no one is here." 


The other five Unown brought their attention to Terron, Nyx, and 
Novus before all of them drifted over to the three. They began 
circling around the group, tilting their heads from side to side as they 
watched them with their large eyes. Terron drew even closer to the 
Nyx, becoming more and more unnerved with each passing second. 


All of the Unown soon began circling around solely Nyx, keeping her 
trapped in their ominous ring. And yet, despite this, she remained 
calm, only watching them with a cautious eye as they watched her 
from every angle. 


"Harm us and you will die." 


" The shadow's mind blocked," a "WW" shaped Unown reported. 
"Cannot communicate. Cannot hear words from it." 


Nyx narrowed her eye at the little creature before her, but didn't 
move otherwise. 


" |t is a shadow one. Cannot hear the shadow ones," an "A" shaped 
Unown then said. "Cannot hear unless you open mind. Do not open. 
Nightmares come from it." 


All of the Unown immediately withdrew from the Darkrai and made 
their way over to Novus. The Quilava attempted to remain calm, but 
Terron could tell that he was just as off-put by the situation as the 
Cubone was. He couldn't tell whether these Unown were merely 
curious about him after having no one to see for centuries or were 
preparing to attack him. 


They circled about him for a moment longer, and then suddenly 
stopped. Their eyes seemed to grow wide as they drew closer to the 
Quilava. Novus flinched back, but didn't break out of their tight ring 
about him. He kept his collected composure as the Unown studied 
him. 


" Met you before," the "O" shaped Unown said. "Met you here. You 
came here." 


"Yes... you've met me before," Novus admitted reluctantly. "A very 
long time ago | met some of you and you talked to me because you 
were fascinated with me. You were fascinated with what | was." 


" Remember you," a"R" shaped Unown said, coming closer to the 
Quilava. "Remember you here, mighty and strong. Tower over 
everything with power. You overwhelmed us and all with power. 
Power only you had. Power creator gave you. But now you are small 
and frail. You are a tiny candlelight. A tiny fire like the other tiny fires 
of this dimension." 


Novus's tranquil fagade shattered. 


" You should not be like candlelight," the final "S" shaped Unown 
said. "Did you become candlelight when you broke?" 


"| don't understand what you're talking about," Novus said uneasily. 
"You must be mistaking me for someone else. | am not ‘broken’, as 
you would call it." 


" No mistaking. Know who you are," the "W" Unown said. “Fractured, 
but still traces of the whole. No one else has the traces. No one else 
has memories of yours." 


" Why are you broken?" the "S" Unown asked again. "How did you 
break? Breaking is very strange." 


Novus's grimace grew even more uncomfortable. He tried to get out 
of the encompassing loop, but found that he was unable to do so. 
The Unown were all tightly closing in on him, staring deeply into his 
crimson eyes, their own eyes glimmering with an unsettling curiosity. 


" Broken," the "O" shaped Unown chanted. "How were you broken? 
Did you break to stay here? You were told to go back. Didn't go 
back. Stayed here. Stayed here as broken." 


" Does creator know you stayed?" the "R" Unown asked. "Creator 
told no one to stay. Even we do not stay. We visit. But you stay. Why 
does creator allow it?" 


"Leave me alone..." Novus said in a low, subdued voice. "I do not 
wish to answer any of these questions..." 


"We mean no harm," the "S" Unown said. "You know. You met us. 
Tell us. Tell us why." 


"| told you to leave me alone," Novus said, now growling quietly 
under his breath. "If you don't leave me alone, | swear I'll engulf you 
in this ‘candlelight’ you speak of. This is your only warning." 


" Broken one does not need to fear. We only want to know," the "R" 
Unown said. "We never see ones like you. You are strange. We like 
strange. We want to know the strange." 


All of the Unown looked straight into Novus's eyes, their white eyes 
all peering deep into his soul. 


" Tell us, broken one. Tell us so we can know," they all chanted at 
once. "Talk to us as you did before." 


"That's enough!" 


The Unown stopped what they were doing and turned around toward 
the source of the sudden shouting, only to find Terron glaring at 
them, holding out his club toward them. All of them fixed their odd 
gazes on him, watching as he cast them a spiteful look. 


"He said that he doesn't want to talk to you," Terron growled, his 
voice brimming with power. "So, you better leave him alone and get 
out of here. | don't care what you things are. If you ask him one more 
question, I'm going to fling this club straight into those giant eyes of 
yours. Get Jost." 


For a moment, no one did anything. The Unown continued to keep 
their eyes locked onto the Cubone, remaining motionless in the air 
while Terron kept his own hostile glare on the Pokémon. He never 
once put down his club, only choosing to keep it held out towards the 
Unown with a tight grip. 


And then, all six of the Unown suddenly started shaking violently, as 
if they were each suffering from a seizure. 


" YOU," the "O" Unown shrieked, its voice becoming horribly warbled 
so that it sounded like nails scrapping against a chalkboard. "YOU 
ARE HERE. YOU ARE HERE... YOU." 


"Wait..." Terron said, dropping his hostile demeanor. "Do you know 
me?" 


"YOU ARE IT," the "R" Unown said in an erratic voice. "CANNOT 
TRICK US. SEE YOU WATCHING. SEE YOU FIGHTING. SEE YOU 
DEVOURING. SEE YOU GROWING." 


"What are you talking about?" Terron asked, now snarling at the 
Pokémon. 


He stamped his foot forward. Immediately upon doing this, all of the 
Unown scattered away from the Quilava and hastily fled into their 
portal, screaming gibberish as the vortex slowly grew smaller. 


"Oh no you don't!" Terron cried as he pressed his persona deep into 
his face. "You're not getting away from me! | am not going through 
this again! You're going to tell me everything!" 


And then, without a second thought, Terron dashed into the closing 
portal after them. 


Chapter 62: The Other Side 
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Chapter 62 
The Other Side 


The second that Terron leapt through that portal, he instantly 
regretted what he had done. 


While he was desperately trying to get answers from these 
mysterious beings that seemed to know something about him, he 
decided that chasing after them to some unknown and potentially 
dangerous world was not worth it. He had no idea what he was 
about to face, and worst of all, there was no turning back. 


Terron watched himself fall through a void as his only exit closed 
behind him. At first, there was nothing but darkness surrounding him 
as he fell away from the disappearing light of the portal. He couldn't 
see anything as he freely fell, pushing his hands into his helmet so 
that it couldn't go flying off his head. But as he fell further into the 
seemingly bottomless abyss, light once again came back into his 
vision. 


He was quick to find that this light came from a multitude of what he 
thought were crystals suspended in the air, somehow unaffected by 
gravity. They remained there in the air as he plummeted, each of 
them giving off a light, lavender glow that seemed to cease as soon 
as Terron flew right past them. This went on for quite a while, the 
crystals growing more and more numerous the further he dropped 
into this endless pit. It went on for so long, in fact, that Terron began 
to worry that it would go on for forever and that he would have to live 
out the rest of his days falling in some bottomless dimension. 


But thankfully for him, he didn't have to succumb to that fate, for all 
of the lights vanished and he suddenly crashed into what felt like a 
giant pool of water. He hadn't seen anything of the sort while he was 
plummeting, but he didn't bother to question what had occurred. All 
he knew was that right now, he was suspended in what he thought 
was water, holding him in its lukewarm grasp. There surprisingly 
wasn't any pain unlike what had happened the other times the 
Cubone came in contact with a large amount of water. 


Not wasting any time, the Cubone held his breath and swam up to 
what he felt was the surface. It took some time, for he had lost 
orientation of his surroundings after falling for so long, but he was 
able to find it before he had grown too light-headed from his lack of 
oxygen. He took in a deep breath as he wiped the water out of his 
eyes before blinking them back into focus. 


What lay before Terron was something he never would have seen in 
his wildest fever dreams. 


The Cubone found himself wading in not a pool of water as he had 
imagined, but rather some sort of pink fluid that was much thicker 
than water, but not quite gelatinous. It simply hovered in the middle 
of the endless void surrounding him, the fluid remaining in the air 
without anything supporting it. It was as though there were some sort 
of invisible bowl holding all of the liquid, and then something else 
was also holding that bowl. Terron looked around to see if he could 
find what was making this seemingly impossible feat a reality, but 
found that there was nothing. 


But there was more to surprise the Cubone other than the 
mysterious fluid he found himself in. Surrounding him from every 
direction he looked were hundreds of roads made out of what 
appeared to be light, each one the same light pink color as the pool 
fluid and appearing just as transparent. But Terron noticed that the 
further away from the pool the road was, the darker the colors 
seemed to get, changing from a shade of purple, to blue, to crimson, 
and then all the way to black. The sky around him had also changed. 
It was still filled wit impenetrable darkness that stretched as far into 


the distance as Terron could see, but now there was something else. 
Every so often, what appeared to be a lightning bolt of purple flashed 
across the darkness. With each flash, the world was illuminated for a 
brief second, allowing Terron to see that there were other hovering 
pools of the pink liquid in the near distance before they became one 
with the darkness once again. 


Terron swam toward the nearest road connected to his pool, and 
then carefully touched it with a paw. A strange sensation went 
through his body, like a weird tremor, but it was quick to pass and 
Terron was able to press his paw upon the surface firmly. With a huff, 
he put his other hand on the road and pulled himself out of the fluid 
before allowing himself to sit down. He noted that his clothes weren't 
even the least bit wet. 


This place ts really, really weird. Terron thought to himself. No 
wonder why those Unown are so weird themselves. I'd probably start 
talking like them if | had to stay here all the time. 


The Cubone sighed as he looked up at the odd sky, watching the 
bolts streak through the sky, hitting some unknown target 
somewhere in the strange dimension. 


What have | gotten myself into? Terron wondered. | don't see any 
Unown anywhere, and they're my only way out of here. Instead I'm 
just... here. Whatever here is. Ugh, | just had to get caught up in 
finding out the truth... | shouldn't have jumped into that portal. | really 
shouldn't have. Now I'm all alone while Novus and Nyx are probably 
worried sick about me... 


Terron growled under his breath as he fell onto his back, banging the 
back of his head into the road. He found that it didn't hurt him at all. 
In fact, it almost felt like bashing his head into a pillow. He knew the 
road hadn't been that soft a moment ago when he pulling himself out 
of the pink water. 


Place keeps getting weirder and weirder by the second. It's almost 
like that weird dream place Nyx sent us to in Erebus Woods. That 


weird dream within a dream, or just single dream. | don't even know 
anymore. So many weird things keep happening that | don't even 
know how to explain anymore. 


Terron closed his eyes as he tried to calm himself, knowing that 
having these thoughts would get him nowhere. He knew there was a 
way out of the dimension, and he needed to have a collected and 
composed mind in order to find it. Being flustered with his situation 
would accomplish nothing. 


After the Cubone took a few deep breaths, he opened his eyes and 
sat back up. He was about to get to his feet and wander down the 
road into the darker depths, but then noticed a flash of light below 
the pool of pink, like a tiny meteorite zipping by. He squinted his eyes 
as he watched the light grow brighter until something crashed 
upward into the pool. Terron went closer to the ledge as he watched 
something drift to the very surface. He couldn't make out what it was, 
but it seemed to be moving, whatever it could be. 


When the object emerged from the pink water, Terron quickly 
recognized what it was. 


"Nyx! Novus!" he cried joyously. 


The two Pokémon turned their heads toward the Cubone, and then 
quickly made their way over to him. The two of them pulled 
themselves out of the pool, and just as with Terron, neither of them 
were covered in the fluid. They were completely dry, not a drip of 
water on their fur or skin. 


But despite this, neither of them seemed very happy. They were both 
shooting Terron a disappointed frown, which quickly killed all of the 
euphoria gathering within the Cubone. 


"Terron, what were you thinking?" Novus asked in exasperation. 
"Why would you chase after those Unown? You're lucky Nyx was 
fast enough to get us through that portal when she did. It nearly 


closed while we were going through it, and let me tell you, you do not 
want to have a portal close on you when you're only halfway in." 


"Sorry," the Cubone said sheepishly. "It's just, those Unown seemed 
to know something about me and | just had to know what it was. | 
didn't want them to get away like some... other things that also knew 
something about me." 


The Quilava sighed as he took a seat next to the Cubone, his eyes 
wandering around the vicinity. Unlike Terron, he didn't seem very 
surprised by the sudden surrealism of the environment. He looked 
upon it with a more mildly puzzled gaze. Nyx, on the other hand, 
remained where she was and kept her stare glued to Terron. While 
her agitated glare was long gone, there was something else in her 
eye. Though it was only in faint traces, Terron thought he sawa 
vague uneasiness in her eyes. 


" So this is where the Unown live." 


"It would appear so," Novus stated. "Though, it seems that they are 
not in this particular area. They must be elsewhere in this strange 
dimension... whatever this strange dimension is. | would have 
thought that they lived with the other great beings, but it seems that 
none of them are here." 


Nyx nodded silently as she drifted away from the Quilava and 
hovered across the pool, looking around in every direction she could. 
Neither Terron nor Novus made an attempt to call to her. They knew 
that she wouldn't abandon them, so they didn't worry when she 
faded into the darkness, disappearing from their view. 


"Maybe they just have their own dimension they live in," Terron then 
suggested, turning to Novus. "I mean, | don't think the other 
legendary Pokémon would want to put up with those guys. / sure 
wouldn't want to be stuck with them for who knows how long." 


"Perhaps," Novus shrugged indifferently. "The Unown might live in 
this strange dimension since they are difficult to control by just about 


anyone, even to the creator. It would make sense that they did not 
follow the other great beings back to the realm where the creator 
sleeps." 


"Wait, what do you mean Arceus is sleeping?" Terron asked. "Isn't he 
awake and watching over everybody right now?" 


"If the creator was actually awake, | am fairly certain that we would 
not have these Blight Demons running rampant through Shiron and 
consuming the population," Novus said dryly. "He would have ended 
this tragedy a very, very long time ago..." 


"Well why is he asleep? Did something happen to him?" Terron 
asked, pressing further. 


Novus frowned as he gazed into the pink water below him. He 
looked down upon his reflection and gently touched it with his paw 
before swirling it around, distorting the image. For a brief second, 
Terron thought he saw something other than the hazy image of a 
Quilava staring back at them, but was unable to make out the 
details. All he Knew was that it had two massive blue eyes. 


"Do you remember the story | told you long ago? The one with the 
great beings and their encounter with the original Blight Forest?" 
Novus asked in a subdued voice. 


"Yeah, | remember," Terron answered. "You said that after a Darkrai, 
who was apparently Nyx back then, Rayquaza, and then an Entei, 
Suicune, and Raikou were swallowed up by that forest, all of the 
legendaries fled. You said they didn't ever go back there or else 
they'd be lost for forever. Why?" 


"Well, there was a part of the story | was never able to share with 
you," the Quilava then said. "You see, the story did not end with the 
great beings abandoning this world so they could protect themselves 
from the blight while Reshiram and Zekrom stayed behind. The great 
beings found a way to destroy the blight that consuming their world. 
Or rather, the creator decided to take action when he saw none of 


his creations could do anything to stop this calamity. He decided that 
our world wasn't ready to become extinguished from existence just 
yet, and certainly not by this insidious presence. 


"SO, he and what | now know is the Primogenitor clashed, and after 
a long and tiring battle that lasted for several hours, the creator 
finally won. But unfortunately, he found he could not kill the 
Primogenitor no matter what he did, so he sealed it away in a hidden 
location he suspected no one would find it in. But doing so left him 
exhausted and with little energy left, for the conflict had taken quite a 
toll on him. So, he went into a long slumber, where he slowly 
recovers from that fight that occurred so long ago while the great 
beings watch over him, making sure that no one will come after him 
in his vulnerable state." 


"Wow... So that's what happened,” Terron said, awestruck. "But, why 
didn't the legendary beings come back here if the Primogenitor was 
defeated? | mean, the danger was gone, so what was the point in 
staying away from here?" 


"Because the captured great beings were still missing," Novus 
answered solemnly. "If the Primogenitor truly wasn't a threat 
anymore, then the five who vanished off the face of the planet would 
have reappeared. But instead, they stayed untraceable. Erased from 
existence, one could even say. Therefore, no one went back to the 
planet. They were still very much cowardly and still are to this day." 


"But, what happened to Nyx and the others then?" Terron wondered. 
"If the Primogenitor was sealed away for centuries before something 
caused it to wake up and wreak havoc again, what were those 
captured legendaries doing?" 


"We remained stuck within Blight Forest as we always were, though 
now locked into a deep slumber." 


Terron and Novus quickly swiveled their heads back to the body of 
water to find that Nyx was among them once more, hovering not too 


far from them. The two instantly jumped back at her sudden 
presence, for they hadn't anticipated she'd come back so quickly. 


"Nyx, warn us next time!" Terron cried as he took in a few deep 
breaths, calming his frantically beating heart. "You nearly gave us a 
heart attack! We can't hear you coming back since you don't have 
any feet or anything." 


" You never had a problem with this before." 


"Well that's because we weren't in this weird dimension where who 
knows what can happen," Terron stated. "We're kind of feeling on 
edge here." 


" You two did not look like you were on edge when | was coming 
back here." 


Terron released an irritated sigh as he shook his head, but chose not 
to further press the subject. 


"What do you mean you were stuck in Blight Forest?" Terron then 
asked. 


"When the Primogenitor captured us, it did as | told you and filled us 
with the blight before it realized it had to brainwash us to control us. 
But it did not have us leave that horrible place. We stayed there, 
waiting idly as the Primogenitor continued to eat everything in sight it 
could get ahold of. It thought it could find a use for us, given how 
powerful we were compared to the other creatures it ate. But when 
the Primogenitor fell and was sealed away, all of us fell into a coma. 
We should have been cured of our blight and allowed to be normal 
Pokémon again, but we were not because the Primogenitor was still 
alive. It still kept us in its grasp as it too slumbered. We could not do 
anything. We only awoke again when the Primogenitor woke up and 
found a way for us to be useful. | know not what happened to the 
others, but you know very well what the Primogenitor had in store for 
me." 


"That's... horrible," Terron cringed. 


In his mind, he could already see Nyx and the other four legendaries 
collapsed underneath a twisted tree's canopy, all of them locked into 
an eternal slumber for centuries. He could only imagine what had 
happened to their bodies during that time. Filled with the plague or 
not, he imagined that sleeping for that long would take its toll on 
anyone. Then to think that the second they woke up, the 
Primogenitor immediately sent them off to do its bidding. Even if 
Terron didn't know what the other legendaries were doing, he 
imagined it was a horrifying experience for them. They were 
probably watching their plague control their bodies right now, 
completely helpless as the demonic entities committed unspeakable 
acts. They were truly puppets without a will of their own. 


"Nobody ever found you guys?" Terron asked. "| mean, I'm pretty 
sure somebody would have found you guys if you were asleep for 
that long. Sure, it's a creepy forest, but somebody would have gone 
in there eventually." 


" Blight Forest is not a forest, | am afraid." 


"Wait, what are you saying?" Novus interjected, shooting the Darkrai 
a confused glare. "I clearly remember that wretched place to be a 
forest. | saw those trees and | saw you get dragged in there by those 
branches, not to mention you modeled Erebus Woods after that 
horrifying place. How was it not a forest?" 


"On the outside, yes, Blight Forest was a forest. But that was to 
deceive you, for Blight Forest was nothing more than a portal to the 
Primogenitor's home, a dimension inaccessible to nearly everybody." 


"What?" Novus faltered. "You mean, that was nothing but an illusion? 
Something to cover up what that forest truly was?" 


" Yes. That was how | was able to make the environments that my 
copies stayed in appear corrupted when they really were not. The 
Primogenitor gave me that power when it commanded me to make 


those Mystery Dungeons so that it could lure in more food than its 
typical method of sending legions into cities." 


Novus seemed to be at a loss. He slowly turned his gaze away from 
the Darkrai, apparently trying to collect his thoughts and make sense 
of the information he had been told. Though he tried to hide his face, 
Terron could see the glimmer of dread shining brightly in Novus's 
eyes. 


"Are you okay, Novus?" Terron asked gently. 


"Yes, | am fine,” the Quilava spoke hollowly. "I'm merely dealing with 
a few unpleasant images in my mind right now. This conversation 
has stirred them up out of my subconscious and made me think over 
them once more." 


"You mean when you saw Blight Forest and watched all those 
legendaries get sucked in?" Terron asked. 


"More like a conversation | had with someone after all of the 
legendaries left this planet," Novus sighed. "| am wondering what he 
would think, Knowing that those five great beings were never found 
and became tools to the Primogenitor. | do not think he would be 
very happy to see that Reshiram and Zekrom were unable to find 
them, given that they remained on Shiron and Kuron to protect those 
worlds and its inhabitants." 


"No, probably not," Terron said quietly. 


Novus's frown seemed to grow even more upon hearing this, but he 
said nothing more. He only shook his head as he looked down the 
road behind the three of them and got to his feet. 


"We should find a way out of here," Novus decided. "Talking will not 
grant us an exit." 


"Yeah, you're right," Terron said. "We've wasted a lot of time just 
sitting here. How do you think we should try to get out of here?" 


"We can start by travelling down this road," Novus answered. "! do 
not understand this odd dimension very well, but staying in one place 
surely won't get us anywhere." 


"Alright, well let's get going then." 


The Quilava walked forward, prompting Terron and Nyx to follow 
behind him. They left behind the pink pool, its warm glow growing 
more and more faint with each step they took until it was nothing but 
a dim speck of light in the distance. The road beneath their feet, on 
the other hand, continued to remain pink wherever they stepped, 
always staying the same color while the more distant parts of the 
road held darker shades. Somehow, with each step they took, the 
road would shift colors, making it seem that the group was going 
nowhere. And for a while, the group did start to think that they were 
going absolutely nowhere. Other than the pool disappearing, nothing 
about their surroundings had changed. There were still other 
levitating bodies of pink water in the distance, there were hundreds 
of other paths twisting through the air into unknown depths, and the 
purple lightning still seemed to strike in the same location as it 
always did. It really seemed that they were forever doomed to 
wander in the dimension. 


But just as they were about to give up hope and discuss a new plan, 
a branching path appeared before them. This path, quite unlike the 
other roads they had seen far into the distance, was a radiant white. 
It was almost blinding to look at it. 


"That's odd," Terron said, stopping beside the new path. "We haven't 
had two paths to choose from before." 


"| suggest we take it," Novus replied. "It's certainly better than 
continuing on this currently endless path." 


"Well wait, we don't even know where this path goes," Terron 
argued. "What if the second we step onto this path, it starts falling 
apart so that we can't ever go back? | mean, there has to be a 
reason why this path looks different from the other ones." 


"You would rather remain stuck in this dimension you forced us 
into?" Novus shot back. 


Terron scowled at the Quilava and was about to give him a retort, but 
before the words could leave his tongue, he saw Nyx swoop past 
him and Novus. Holding back his sharp words, Terron watched as 
she went to the side of the road before letting herself drop a few feet, 
allowing her waist to run parallel to the road. Then, she set one of 
her claws along the road's surface and drifted forward. 


Though dragging her claws against the energy road emitted a low 
screeching sound, nothing else seemed to happen. The road didn't 
fall apart, nor did any other sort of unusual event occur. From what 
Terron and Novus could see, the path was completely safe. 


Terron and Novus cast each other a glance, and then wordlessly 
stepped onto the road. The moment both of their feet touched the 
bright light, the road behind them disappeared, leaving them 
stranded on the new path before them. Just as with the other paths, 
they couldn't see very far without meeting a wall of darkness. 


"Seems there's no choice now," Novus remarked. "Hopefully this 
road leads somewhere ." 


"You know, | just thought of something," Terron then said. "Why don't 
we just have Nyx carry us around? She can fly around, so it's not like 
we'll fall down and sink into the bottom of this place. Because you 
know, there's those weird pools everywhere we look, but we can't 
ever get to them because the road never takes us there. So maybe 
Nyx can take us to one of them. | mean, you guys came here 
through one of those pools, so maybe a way out is by going into 
another one." 


"| suppose that's true," Novus agreed. "Then Unown are levitating 
Pokémon after all, so naturally you and | were never meant to be 
able to traverse through their odd little world." 


"Exactly! So let's go find Nyx and get her to take us to one of those 
weird pools." 


Without a moment's delay, the two Pokémon dashed down the 
brilliantly-colored road. However, they were not too hasty in their 
sprint, lest they slip and go careening off the edge and into the 
bottomless void below them. 


Moments later, they found Nyx stopped in the middle of the path, her 
back turned to them. 


"There you are!" Terron cried. "Glad we caught up to you! We had a-" 


Terron stopped himself as he and Novus came to a halt right behind 
the towering Darkrai. What now lay before them nearly made 
Terron's jaw drop. 


Now that it was no longer shrouded in the darkness, Terron could 
see that Nyx had stumbled across a very strange sight. The three 
had hit a dead end in the road, and what now lay before them, in 
massive quantities and levitating in the air, were spheres. They 
surrounded the road the three stood upon, each one made out of 
what looked like the same light as the road they stood upon it. Each 
one was about the size of Terron himself, being perfectly spherical in 
shape as they each gave off a yellowish hue. 


But what surprised everybody the most was that these spheres were 
not transparent. There was something within each of the spheres. 
Something that seemed to be a multitude of different colors, each 
sphere's internal contents a different mix of shades than the ones 
surrounding it. 


"What are these things?" Terron wondered aloud. 


The Cubone took a step toward the nearest bubble-like object. He 
peered at it, squinting his eyes as he looked at its surface. Now that 
he was closer to it, he was able to see that the one he was currently 
looking at seemed to hold the image of dozens if not hundreds of 


small, metallic buildings clumped together. All of them held these 
strange lights that flashed in bright colors, some completely encased 
in the neon coloring while others were only partially covered, such as 
what appeared to be a giant wheel with what he thought were little 
jars attached all around the wheel's outer rim. 


"What am |...?" 


Terron turned his head to look at another one of the other spheres. 
This one held a massive amount of black buildings with blue lights, 
all of them much taller than the ones he had grown accustomed to in 
Shiron while a few manage to seemingly graze the sky. Between 
each of these buildings were grey roads that held strange, blue and 
white lines upon them. 


The Cubone couldn't help but continue to stare at that particular 
sphere. Something about it seemed very familiar to him. Something 
he couldn't understand. 


"These spheres hold very strange images," Novus remarked. "I do 
not think I've ever seen anything quite like whatever they are 
showing." 


"But what are they?" Terron asked with a distant voice. 


"| couldn't say," Novus replied. "But if | had to assume, | would say 
that they are locations of sorts. To where, | don't Know. But that is the 
only plausible explanation | can come up with. After all, this here 
sphere holds an image of Unown Ruins." 


The Quilava pointed a paw at one of the spheres close to where 
Terron stood. Slowly, Terron peeled his eyes from the location that 
fascinated him for some unknown reason before setting his sights on 
the one Novus spoke of. Sure enough, he was quick to find that he 
was Staring at Unown Ruins, particularly the labyrinth that they had 
all met the Unown at in the first place. Terron nodded slowly upon 
seeing this, and then immediately brought his gaze back to the 
sphere with the massive cluster of black buildings. 


" These are portals." 
"Come again?" Novus asked, turning his gaze back to the Darkrai. 


" These are portals to different locations. The Unown must use them 
to visit Shiron. | recognize many of these locations to be places from 
that world.” 


"How do you know that they are portals, though?" Novus then asked. 
"They could simply be windows that would allow the Unown to watch 
these locations. Or, they might be something entirely different 
altogether." 


" Because | have been through portals. These spheres give off the 
same vibe and aura as the portals | went through did. There is no 
denying it." 


"You mean the portal we just went through?" 


" Yes. That one, along with the Primogenitor’s dimensional portal. 
They felt the same as these ones currently do." 


"Well, | suppose | can trust your judgement on that. It's not as though 
there's any harm in it. Very well, let's go through the one that has the 
Unown Ruins and-" 


"Wait." 


Novus and Nyx looked over at Terron, finding that he was still staring 
at the sphere he had been fixated on for the nearly the entire time 
they had found the portals. His eyes were eerily blank as he 
continued to stare at it. 


"This place... this place is familiar to me," he said quietly. 


"That one?" Novus asked, stepping beside the Cubone to look at the 
peculiar sphere. "What do you mean when you say that?" 


"| mean that it feels like | Know that place," Terron answered. "Like 
I've been there before. But no matter how hard | think, | can't 
remember ever going there." 


"How odd," Novus mused. "Perhaps you went there before you met 
me on an errand for the Fellowship? Because this location certainly 
doesn't seem familiar to me." 


"No, I've never seen this place on Shiron," Terron said with a shake 
of his head. "Plus, there's something... off about this place. It doesn't 
feel like it's on Shiron. Like it doesn't belong there." 


"Terron, that makes absolutely no sense." 


"Well it's true! | don't know why | get that thought, but it doesn't feel 
like it's a part of Shiron. It feels like it's out of this world or 
something." 


"If it's not on Shiron, then where do you suggest it could be so that 
you feel that it's familiar to you? Where else could you have possibly 
seen this location?" 


Terron didn't reply, choosing only to stare at the massive skyscrapers 
wordlessly. He knew that he had seen this place before. He knew he 
had; he just couldn't remember when or how. 


" That is the city you used to live in as a human." 


The Cubone's heart stopped as soon as he heard those haunting 
words echo in his ears. Suddenly, everything started to click together 
in his mind, and he was able to realize why the strange sight had 
Captivated him so easily. He swiftly shot the Darkrai a disbelieving 
look, finding that she was staring at the sphere as well, though with 
more reverence than awe as Terron had previously. 


"Wait a minute," Terron started to say. "Are you telling me that what 
I'm looking at...?" 


" Yes. That is Kuron." 


Terron turned back to the Kuron city, his mouth hanging ajar as he 
gazed into it even deeper than before. 


"That's... Kuron," he said, his voice barely above a whisper. 
"Kuron... where all of the humans live... where | used to live..." 


"Nyx, how do you know that Terron is human?" Novus interjected, 
equally as baffled. 


The Darkrai didn't answer, only keeping her blank gaze on the 
Quilava. Novus growled under his breath as he turned to Terron, who 
was Staring in wonder and fascination at the portal to Kuron before 
him. 


"Terron, how does she know that you are human?" he asked. 


Just as with Nyx, Terron didn't give an answer. He could only 
internally revel in glee at the sight of his old hometown, the thought 
that it was literally only a few inches away from him. He didn't even 
hear Novus's question because of how excited he was. Though he 
had never held too much interest in Kuron, he was soon to realize 
this had only been because he didn't think it was possible to see the 
world again and because he always had his mind occupied with 
other thoughts. But now, that was no longer the case. Seeing the 
human realm before him, literally inches away from him, did 
something to him. It sparked an irresistible longing within him, like a 
sort of nostalgia that filled with him an overwhelming happiness. 


! could go visit Kuron right now if | wanted to. Terron thought. /t's 
right here. | could see how everything and everybody's doing. All | 
have to is jump into that portal and | can see my old home. 

But how will you get back if you go into that portal? 


Terron's gleeful attitude quickly ceased as soon as his plagued self's 
words entered his mind. He frowned as he continued to stare into the 


portal. 


I'll find a way back. Nyx said she brought Dimitri here to Shiron 
because she opened up a portal. She's probably still got that power. 


If she really had that power still, then why are you and Novus 
wandering aimlessly in this Unown dimension? She would have 
opened up a portal back to Shiron if she still could make rifts. 


Why are you so adamant about me not going back to Kuron? 


Because you have more important things to do back in Shiron. 
Besides, what would you do in Kuron? You can't visit your 
family; you're still a Cubone. The second they see you, who 
knows what will happen. It's safe to assume there are no 
Pokémon on kuron. It's pointless to go back when you have 
obligations back in Shiron. You'll only become stranded and let 
Shiron become overrun by Plagued Ones. 


But it's still my home. | just need to know what Kuron was like. | just 
want to know what everything was like before | got amnesia... 


Cubone Dimitri, you have no idea what you're getting yourself 
into. Go back to Shiron while you can. 


You're not the boss of me. 
Terron took a step forward and was about to enter the portal to his 
home world, but was abruptly interrupted by a sharp stinging in his 


mind. He groaned as he clutched both sides of his head, squeezing 
his eyes shut. 


Get back to Shiron. Do it now. 
No. | want to see my old world. 


The pain in Terron's head intensified, causing him to let out a hiss as 
he stumbled back. 


Stop it... stop doing this to me. Just let me get to Kuron! Let me see 
it! 


I'm doing this for your own good. You need to get back to 
Shiron. 


For my own good?! You don't know what's good for me! Don't try to 
sound like Nyx where you think you know me better than | know 
myself! Is it wrong that | want to see the world | was forced to leave 
behind so long ago? Is it wrong to want to see if everything | ever 
cared about as a human is still okay?! 


You're going to be stranded on Kuron. You'll never be able to 
get back to Shiron where you're truly needed right now. You can 
go back to Kuron one day, but not right now. 


Terron was about to shout another violent retort, but then the 
Cubone suddenly felt someone violently shove him in the side. 
Thanks to the unexpected force, the Cubone tumbled over, sprawling 
out along the white pathway as a few of his bone weapons fell out of 
his open pockets. The Cubone hastily stuffed the bones back into his 
coat before he looked over to see who had attacked him. 


He was astonished to find Novus standing above him, glaring down 
at him with fire burning in his eyes. 


"You're really starting to irritate me with how you keep ignoring my 
question," Novus hissed. 


"What question?" Terron asked, still dazed from the sudden impact 
and the lingering pain of his migraine. 


"How does Nyx knows that you're a human?" Novus asked, his 
anger seemingly flaring up upon stating the question. 


"Oh," Terron said sheepishly. "Well... like | said, it's a long story and | 
really don't want to talk about it right now..." 


The crown of Novus's head suddenly became aflame, prompting the 
Cubone to crawl away from the enraged Quilava. Novus let out a 
loud snort, causing a fireball to escape his breath and temporarily fill 
the air with smoke. 


"Terron, I'm really tired of having you say that to me," Novus spat. 
"This is a massive secret you're hiding. Whatever happened to 
making it so that we don't share secrets between each other? | 
always thought you prized our group for being unified." 


"Well look who's talking," Terron then said, his own words filling up 
with poison. "You won't tell me why you're still alive when you should 
have died a long time ago. Don't you dare act like you're better than 
me when you're doing the exact same thing.” 


"That's different," Novus growled. "I cannot tell you because telling 
you the truth could endanger all of us. My secret will put us in peril, 
and | will not let that happen until | feel there will no longer be any 
danger. You, on the other paw, don't have that excuse. You're not 
telling me your secret only because you are uncomfortable talking 
about it." 


"| told you that I'd tell you what's going on," Terron shot back. "You 
just need to give me time to figure out how to talk about it because 
it's a really, really long story. With all of this stuff going on, there's 
been no time for me to think about it!" 


"And when exactly will this time come?" Novus challenged. "A couple 
of days? Months? Years?" 


"And when are you going to be able to tell when your secret isn't 
dangerous anymore?" Terron said, mocking Novus's volatile tone. 
"When are we ever not going to be in danger with how things are 
right now? You're not any better than me, Novus. Quit trying to make 
it look like I'm the bad guy and just-" 


Something suddenly lifted Terron off the ground by the back of 
jacket, cutting off the rest of his words. He yelped as he squirmed in 


the air, trying to free himself from whatever had him wrapped up in 
its grasp. 


"am very tired of you two arguing." 


Terron stopped struggling. He knew whose voice was speaking in his 
mind. He turned his head to find that he was being held up in the air 
by Nyx, her claws keeping a firm grip on his coat. In her other claws 
was Novus, who she held by the back of his neck. All of the fire 
engulfing his head had been extinguished, leaving him just as 
helpless as Terron. Terron wasn't sure if he had put it out himself, or 
if Nyx had done something to him to prevent him from resisting. 


" Quilava, | am going to show you what Cubone Dimitri has been 
hiding from you this entire time. | tire of this pointless conversation 
and wish to see it end. You two could make much better use of your 
time if you did not argue over something that could be solved so 
easily." 


“Cubone Dimitri?" Novus asked slowly. "Dimitri... is that his real 
name?" 


" You will see. It is time for a trip.” 
"Wait, you don't mean...?" Terron started to say. 


Nyx didn't give an answer. Instead, she tightened her hold onto the 
two smaller Pokémon, and swooped toward the Kuron portal. Terron 
felt his plagued self writhe within him, filling his mind with a stinging 
headache as it seemed to hiss incomprehensible gibberish. But just 
as he was to bring this to Nyx's attention, she sank her claws into the 
back of his neck. The migraine and screeching immediately ceased, 
and Terron's plagued self was seemingly subdued. 


And yet, he still could feel a vague sense of dread coming from it as 
the Darkrai plunged into the portal with him and Novus in tow. 


At first, Terron didn't see anything. As soon as Nyx had dragged him 
through the rift, Terron's vision went completely white. There was 
nothing distinguishable in that white void, not even shadows of 
objects flashing before him. 


But then, colors flooded into his vision, and his eyesight was 
restored. Terron blinked a few times as he shook his head, still 
seeing bright flashes of the ethereal light in his sight. 


"We are here." 


Terron felt himself get lowered to the ground as Nyx's claws released 
him from her grip. He looked up at her, finding that she was staring 
into the distance ahead of her. 


And so, with great anticipation building up within his chest, Terron 
followed her line of vision and set his sights upon the human realm. 


Kuron was absolutely nothing like Shiron. Though he knew he was 
only seeing a very small fraction of the world, he knew without a 
doubt that the rest of Kuron was very similar to what stood before 
him. As he had seen within the Unown portal, he found himself 
standing in the outskirts of a very large city made entirely of massive 
buildings, a good amount of them being skyscrapers. Some of them 
were the typical rectangular shape he had seen a few times on 
Shiron, but others had a much more bizarre design, such as being 
shaped like giant spheres or being a massive needle with a disk 
towards the very top. In a couple of places, Terron even saw 
buildings shaped to resemble giant rings. But no matter what the 
design was, every single one of those structures towered over not 
just him, but Nyx as well, who had always been one of the taller 
creatures he had ever encountered on Shiron. But now, in the 
human realm, she was just as tiny and insignificant in stature as 
Terron was back in Shiron. 


Everything in the city also had very strange lights. While it was night 
in Kuron for a reason Terron couldn't understand, he almost wouldn't 
believe it was thanks to how much the city was illuminated. In 


Shiron, Pokémon provided light by lighting a few candles, lanterns, 
or had glowing gemstones of sorts. But even with these things, the 
relentless darkness of the night was never vanquished, only driven 
off by a meager amount. But here in Kuron, that was not so. The 
light here, which seemed to fill every single building and street, 
fought back against the darkness with tremendous power, radiating a 
good majority of the city. There were a few dark places where no 
light could reach, but they were scarce. It was not like Shiron where 
there was always darkness waiting at every corner, only temporarily 
fought off by the tiny light of some insignificant item. 


Terron looked upon the nearest light source, which he found to be a 
strange line running through the chrome ground beneath his feet, 
glowing a bright blue color. There were dozens of them through the 
streets, all the same color, though for what reason he couldn't 
imagine. He had honestly thought one would suffice, given how 
much it radiated its odd light. He stared at it with a puzzled gaze, 
watching it seemingly move toward the city, as if the light were 
actually a river that was steadily flowing by. At first, he thought it was 
electricity. It certainly wasn't yellow like the electricity he had seen 
electric-types discharge or the lightning bolts that fell from the sky in 
a terrible storm, but he couldn't think of what else could create this 
much light. But then, something in his mind quickly corrected him, 
telling him it was something else. He tried to press the thought 
further in an attempt to figure out what this unknown light was, but he 
found there were no answers to find. 


"So this is Kuron," Terron said, mesmerized by everything. "This is 
where I'm from. It's so different than Shiron... I'd honestly think it was 
some alien planet if | didn't know better." 


"In a way, it can be considered an alien planet. When humans and 
Pokémon were separated, the humans had already crafted a number 
of unusual inventions that made their lives easier. When Pokémon 
were still wild, humans had already developed societies for a very 
long time and were steadily advancing themselves into powerful 
beings. For example, they had made these little metal objects that 


could allow you to speak with someone that also had a metal object. 
You could talk to each other from any distance in an instant. Being 
separated from Pokémon did not stunt their ability to further invent, 
so you can obviously see what has occurred after centuries 
passing.” 


"And Pokémon can't do the same?" Terron asked. 


"No. This ability to change their environment and manipulate it into 
something nature never would have imagined is something only 
humans can do. No other creature can do that." 


Terron slowly nodded. In truth, he almost couldn't fathom what he 
was looking at. Everything around him seemed to have a strange 
surreal vibe to it, like it was something that shouldn't have been able 
to exist in reality. And yet, here he was, standing among it. Terron 
figured that if he hadn't have lost his memories, he would have had 
an incredibly difficult time adjusting to Shiron. He couldn't imagine 
being able to live in a world as complicated and distracting as this, 
only to be thrust into a much simpler world. In a way, being an 
amnesic was beneficial. 


"So what exactly is it that you want to show us?" Novus then spoke 
up. "You said you wanted to show me what Terron has been hiding 
from me." 


Terron snapped out of his stupefied gaze and looked back over at his 
friends. He found Novus, while somewhat captivated by the sights of 
Kuron, had his eyes glued to the Darkrai in an apparent effort to 
remain undistracted. The Darkrai was indifferently looking back at 
the Quilava. 


" Yes, | remember telling you that. Well since you brought it up, | will 
tell you what you want to know." 


The Darkrai drifted away from the Quilava and toward the looming 
city before bringing herself to a halt. She pointed to the buildings 


behind her with a finger, still keeping her gaze on the puzzled 
Quilava and anxious Cubone. 


" Fifty years ago, the Primogenitor woke up from its slumber after 
being asleep for centuries. | do not know how, but it somehow 
recovered from the clash with our creator and once again began to 
infest our world. Except this time, it found that the world it had been 
trying to infest before had been split into two, one dimension being 
Kuron and the other being Shiron. So for a reason | am unable to 
answer at the moment, it decided that it wanted to focus on Shiron 
and devour everything in sight. So it woke up myself and the other 
legendary beings it had captured, and we were given tasks. As you 
have figured out, | was given the role of making the Mystery 
Dungeons. And since | had to pretend that | was brainwashed by it, | 
made those dungeons and trapped Pokémon within them, only to 
send them off to the Primogenitor later. | thought that someone 
would find a way to stop the Primogenitor. | thought perhaps the 
other legendaries or the creator would come back and put an end to 
this. But of course, no one came. 


" When | saw that no one would be able to stop it, so | decided to 
take matters into my own hands. So twenty-five years ago, | 
summoned a human out of his realm and brought them to Shiron. | 
thought that because the Primogenitor was not attacking Kuron, it 
meant that it had no power over them. | remember it could centuries 
ago, but not this time, so | thought something had changed. So | sent 
a rift to find a human being for me who could help me. A human | 
could turn into a Pokémon and make them fight against the 
Primogenitor, where they would be immune to its blight and finally kill 
it or at least put it back to sleep. That human my rift found was a little 
boy named Dimitri. It stole him right out of this city when he was 
sleeping in his room." 


"Terron..." Novus said quietly, subtly looking over at the Cubone. 


" That is sadly only half-correct." 


"What do you mean?" Novus then asked, looking back at the 
Darkrai. "Terron is a human, isn't he? You even called him Cubone 
Dimitri." 


Nyx seemed to smile to herself as she steepled her claws together. 


"When | brought Dimitri to Shiron, | quickly decided that | wanted to 
send him back, for he was too young to be caught up in any of this. 
But then somehow, the Primogenitor discovered what | had done 
and appeared just as | was to send him away, and attempted to suck 
out his life force. There was a struggle between it and I, and | 
managed to make Dimitri a Pokémon as | had wanted. Except, | 
made him two Pokémon." 


She pulled her claws apart and directed one claw toward the 
Cubone. 


" You know one half to be Cubone Dimitri, the one who was unable 
to keep a majority of the memories. Then the other half is the one 
you know now to be a callous Sableye, the calculated and insidious 
side of Dimitri who is the one who kept the memories." 


Novus didn't say anything, for his jaw was agape and his eyes were 
frozen wide. Nyx shook her head as she lowered her claws and 
stared back at the spacious city. 


" Cubone Dimitri was stolen from me by the Primogenitor, and | was 
barely able to hide Sableye Dimitri away before the Primogenitor 
finally brainwashed me. But, | made an effort to help those two even 
when | was unable to control myself. | split off a part of my soul to be 
Chloe so that she could help Sableye Dimitri in his darkest hours, 
and after twenty-five years of trying, | was successfully able to have 
a copy of myself to steal Cubone Dimitri out of the Primogenitor's 
realm and brought him over to Shiron. But as you have been able to 
tell, | could do nothing else for him. | was already spending a good 
majority of the little free will | had left in maintaining that Turtwig. 


" But now you know, Quilava. That is how | knew Cubone Dimitri was 
human and why | care for him. | have nothing left to say regarding 
that." 


Terron looked over at Novus, seeing how well he was taking the 
information. As he had been previously, Novus was still in complete 
shock over everything he was told, stiff as a board. He didn't even 
seem to be breathing. Terron was about to walk over to the Quilava, 
perhaps to comfort him, but soon saw that he was coming back to 
reality. 


The Quilava sighed as he averted his gaze from the Darkrai. 
"So that is what happened," he said in a subdued tone. "! see." 
"Are you okay?" Terron asked him, keeping his distance. 


"Yes, I'm fine," Novus assured. "Admittedly | feel very confused as to 
how you can even split a soul in half like that and have the result end 
up as you and the plagued Sableye... but | suppose | have no right 
to say anything about that. The blight could do a number of unusual 
things to someone's spirit, not to mention that even the concept of 
tampering with someone's soul no matter what it may be is a very... 
complicated manner." 


"Does it change anything about the way you see me?" Terron then 
asked. 


Novus was quiet for a moment. He stared at the ground, wearing a 
long frown as he seemed to deeply contemplate over something. 
Terron didn't even bother trying to say anything and simply waited for 
the Quilava to finish. 


"Somewhat," Novus finally said after a while. "I admit that it's baffling 
to think that you're only half of a person... but maybe | shouldn't be 
very surprised. Ever since | met you and we've discovered what the 
blight really is and how it works, everything has slowly started to 
make less sense. Then also, | suppose I'm still peeved that you 


didn't tell me this for quite a while, even if | can tell why you didn't 
want to talk about it. It truly is a very... challenging subject to go 
over." 


"Yeah, I'm sorry | didn't tell you earlier," Terron said with a rueful 
tone. "I just really didn't know how to talk about it. Maybe | was even 
scared that you'd be off-put by it." 


"Well | can certainly understand that reaction," Novus chuckled dryly. 
"But rest assured, the way | see you hasn't been altered very much. 
You're still technically a human in a body of a Cubone. You're just 
much more complicated than simply being a former human." 


"Well you don't have to accept it all right away. You can take your 
time," Terron suggested tenderly. "| won't hold that against you." 


"| know. But, | think | am fine for the most part," Novus then said. "1 
think the shock of the moment has mostly passed now." 


Terron smiled as he watched the Quilava shake his head, and then 
look back at the Cubone. He returned the smile, mutually assuring 
the bond between them, before returning his gaze to Nyx. She was 
still staring out into the city, seemingly paying no attention to the two. 


"Thank you for telling me about Terron," Novus said with a bow. "I'm 
sorry that we were so contentious before." 


"/t is fine. Now you two can work more efficiently together." 


"But there's just something | don't understand," Novus then said, his 
happy smile turning into a puzzled frown. 


" And what would that be?" 


"You didn't have to bring us here to tell me that you were the one 
who brought Terron into this world," Novus stated. "You could have 
simply explained it to me and | would have believed you. So why did 
you bring us to Kuron if that was the case?" 


Nyx finally turned away from the city to look back at the Quilava 
again. There was a knowing glimmer in her eyes. 


" Because Cubone Dimitri wanted to see this place again. He longs 
to see the world he was stolen from, so | saw no reason why he 
could not see it again. | thought that | would let him see it for a 
while." 


Terron and Novus were baffled to hear this. While Terron did know 
that she regretted bringing him to Shiron, he didn't realize that she 
was willing to bring him to Kuron for a temporary time to help make 
up for that. To him, it was almost too difficult to believe. He would 
have thought that she would keep him away from Kuron, lest painful 
regrets and memories come back to him. 


But what was even more surprising was what she said next. 
" Besides, you have something you need here, do you not, Quilava?" 


"What are you talking about?" Novus asked reluctantly. "| have never 
been to Kuron before, and there is nothing in this world that is of use 
to me." 


"| do not know whether you are lying to me, or you really do not 
know. But if you really want me to answer your question... 


" It is because Zekrom is here in this dimension." 


Chapter 63: Don't Belong Here 


X 
Chapter 63 


Don't Belong Here 


Terron and Novus both stared at the Darkrai before them, absolutely 
dumbfounded by the words she had just spoken. 


"What do you mean that Zekrom is here?" Novus asked. "How could 
she possibly be in the human world? She's a Pokemon; Pokémon do 
not belong in Kuron." 


" Zekrom is in this dimension, just like how Reshiram is in Shiron. 
But maybe an explanation would be better, since | still cannot tell if 
you are oblivious or just faking it. So, | will start at the beginning, 
when those two were once a powerful creature called Rem." 


"Wait, Reshiram and Zekrom are split beings?" Terron interjected. 
"Novus, you didn't tell me any of this. You just said that they were 
legendaries who were supposed to protect everybody. You never 
said that they were once one legendary.” 


"Admittedly | should have told you that from the very start," Novus 
sighed ruefully. "I just didn't feel the need to explain it before 
because | supposed it wasn't important. | was never going to ask 
Reshiram and Zekrom to become Rem, and | do not think they would 
want to reunite anyway. So, what was the point in telling you it if 
Rem would never exist again? But | see that | should have told you. 
So, I'm sorry for not telling you that earlier." 


"Well like you said, it wasn't too important, so | guess it's okay..." 
Terron said unsurely before looking back over at the Darkrai. "But 
uh, sorry Nyx. You can keep going. | won't interrupt you again." 


The Darkrai didn't seem the least bit offended at being cut off. She 
only took a moment to ponder in something, perhaps to recollect her 
thoughts, before speaking once more. 


" Rem was the guardian over the land when humans and Pokémon 
inhabited the same world, not Reshiram and Zekrom. | never 
personally met Rem, but | saw in the dreams of others that it was the 
being meant to protect everyone. It would do everything in its power 
to prevent disaster from striking upon the poor mortals. But then on 
that day the Primogenitor was defeated by the one known as Arceus 
and was sealed away, something else happened. The world was 
split in two due to the violent clash between Arceus and 
Primogenitor, and the planet became Kuron and Shiron. The two 
worlds paralleled each other, but neither one of them knew the other 
existed. But the planet splitting was not the only consequence of that 
fight. Because of the massive amounts of energy that ravaged the 
planet, Pokémon were thrown into Shiron while humans were thrown 
into Kuron. Then to make it worse, the damage of the legendary fight 
made all of their memories of each other hazy and they were unable 
to remember why they could no longer be together. Arceus wanted 
to reverse the damage after the battle was over, but he was too 
weak to do so. So he left the planet in its current state and hoped the 
humans and Pokémon would adapt to their new situations. 


" But as you can imagine, Rem was torn with this. Rem knew it could 
not protect both worlds when they were on different planes of 
existence. So just as Arceus sealed the Primogenitor into Kuron, 
Rem tore itself in two, making Reshiram and Zekrom to each guard 
over one dimension. And then immediately after, for reasons | am 
unable to understand at the moment, they both fell into a coma and 
were hidden away into their new dimensions." 


The Cubone and Quilava were once again deeply disturbed by the 
Darkrai's information. While she didn't seem the least bit bothered by 
anything she had shared, the two smaller Pokémon had no idea 
what to make of anything. They could only stare at her in the empty 
street of the Kuron city, the blueish hue from the surreal, glowing 


road lines illuminating in their eyes. It was a wonder that they had 
not been spotted by anybody, given that they were standing out in 
the open, even if it was night-time. 


"How... do you even know any of this?" Novus managed to ask. 
"Yes, | understand that you watched Rem split up from the 
Primogenitor's home like you were telling me a while ago, and | 
know you saw Rem in everyone's dreams in the past, but everything 
else?" 


"It is the same as with Rem's splitting. | watched it from the 
Primogenitor's dimension. That clash with the Primogenitor, Arceus 
sealing it away, Rem becoming two, and even Reshiram and Zekrom 
falling asleep were the last things | saw before | too went into a deep 
slumber. It is hard to forget those events when they are the last 
things you see for a very long time." 


"Is there anything you don't happen to know?" Novus then chuckled 
dryly. "You're so knowledgeable about everything that it puts me to 
shame. If | didn't know any better, I'd say that you're so 
knowledgeable because you're always reading everyone's minds like 
a nosy psychic." 


Nyx cast Novus a disgruntled glare, but upon seeing the Quilava 
abruptly backpedal from her, quickly rid herself of it. 


" So you really did not know that Zekrom is here?" 


"Well, | had some suspicions that she might be here, since | know 
that Rem did protect all creatures," Novus admitted, strength 
returning to his stance. "But | thought that the creator would not have 
let her come here. | thought he would have prevented Pokémon from 
being in Kuron thanks to the dimensional splitting, no matter who 
they were. But it seems that | was not quite right to think that." 


Nyx continued to stare at the Quilava, her gaze becoming hazier with 
each second, as if she was becoming lost in her own world. 


" And you say that Rem only split up into Reshiram and Zekrom? 
There were not any other pieces of Rem?" 


"No, there wasn't," Novus answered earnestly. "Rem became 
Reshiram and Zekrom, just as how Dimitri became Terron and the 
plagued Sableye. There would have been no reason to make more 
than two pieces of itself. Why?" 


" Curious." 


The Quilava shot the Darkrai a puzzled frown, but the Darkrai's 
solemn stare wouldn't relent. 


"Well there's still something | don't understand," Terron then said, 
breaking the awkward silence between Novus and Nyx. "I get now 
that nobody actually forgot Reshiram and Zekrom existed; they just 
plain didn't exist for more than five minutes. You just didn't say 
anything Novus because you didn't feel like Rem was important. But 
if the world was split in half because of Arceus and the Primogenitor 
fighting each other... is that why nearly everybody became a feral 
again when they got separated from the humans? Because their 
minds got all messed up from the dimensional split?" 


"| honestly don't know the answers to those questions," Novus 
replied. "| mostly discovered that nearly everyone became feral from 
books | read that the few Pokémon who retained their sentience 
wrote during that chaotic time. Pokémon, and | imagine humans as 
well, don't know that their world was split in half." 


Terron sighed, shaking his head. 
" Yes, that is what happened." 
"Wait, what? You knew?" Terron then cried in exasperation as he 


turned to Nyx. "Well why didn't you say that was the reason when we 
were talking about it at Unown Ruins?" 


" Because it was late, you were tired, and giving you the answer 
would have caused you to remain awake for even longer. | knew it 
was not important, so | did not bother explaining it. | knew a time 
would come where | could explain it, so | decided to wait until then. 
And here we are, in a much better time. Besides, the Quilava did not 
tell you about Rem, and you are not upset with him." 


Terron growled under his breath as he averted his glare from the 
Darkrai. In truth, he shouldn't have been surprised. Nyx could be 
very withdrawn and she did have a massive collection of secrets 
within her mind thanks to being one of the Primogenitor's resources, 
as well as being alive for centuries. She had even told him that she 
didn't want to share all of her secrets with him. And yet, Terron 
couldn't help but feel flustered. Even if knowing about why Pokémon 
became feral during the dimensional split was ultimately trivial, she 
still hid the information away from him. She knew information that 
Terron wanted, but still didn't bother to explain it. 


Why do you have to make it so hard to trust you, Nyx? Terron 
seethed. What else haven't you told me? 


The Cubone pressed his paws into his helmet as he took a deep 
breath, and then quietly exhaled as he simmered his contentious 
emotions. He couldn't let this get to him. Nyx was his friend, and she 
did have a somewhat valid reason not to share the information with 
him. There was no reason to start doubting her. Then also, as Nyx 
had said, Novus had done the same thing and Terron hadn't felt 
betrayed. He knew it to be because he had more of a reason to trust 
Novus than Nyx despite all that the Darkrai had for done for him, but 
he knew that she had made a reasonable point. 


"Alright, fine," Terron then said. "Just... can you just not do that 
again? | don't care what the circumstances are, if you know 
something, you can say it. Don't worry about anything else. Can you 
do that for me?" 


"| will try." 


"Thank you," Terron sighed. 


The Cubone, at long last, brought his gaze back to the city before 
him. He peered toward the gigantic buildings towering over him like a 
mighty beast of metal, seeing the veins of blue light course down the 
buildings’ sides like individual streams of water. He stuffed both of 
his paws into his coat pockets as he took a few steps toward the 
human civilization. 


"Well now that that's out of the way," Terron started to say, "we 
should probably go inside of the city. I'd normally say wait until it's 
day time, but | don't think we should get spotted by any of the 
humans here. | don't know what they'd do if they saw weird things 
like us walking around..." 


"And what will we be doing inside of that city?" Novus asked. 


"Visit my old home of course," Terron said with a smirk. "And maybe 
some other places that | used to visit as a human. | bet if | walk 
around here enough, I'll start having things come back to me." 


"What about Zekrom?" Novus then asked tersely. "| do believe she's 
in this dimension too." 


"Well we can look for her while we're visiting," Terron said 
nonchalantly. "You know, multi-task." 


"| suppose that could work," Novus said with an indifferent shrug. 
"Very well. So where do we go?" 


"Let's start by getting inside of the city for one thing. I'm pretty sure 
once we get inside, it'll be easier to tell where we should go next. 
And maybe I'll start remembering things." 


Terron then went forward, where he was soon to hear Novus's 
footsteps following shortly behind him. The Cubone smiled as he 
continued his casual stroll toward the human town, letting his mind 
create a number of fascinating ideas of what awaited him. He had no 


idea what to expect, but surely with how breath-taking everything 
was when he viewed the outside, he was safe to believe that the 
inside had to be even more amazing and awe-inspiring. 


"| want you to promise me two things as we explore your old world, 
Cubone Dimitri." 


Terron turned to his right to find Nyx hovering right beside him, 
keeping up with his pace effortlessly. 


"Yeah?" he asked. 


" For the first one, | want you to remember that after we find Zekrom, 
we are going back to Shiron. We cannot stay here. We do not belong 
here. Even you, while you are human, do not belong here in your 
current state. You belong to Shiron until you are repaired." 


"Of course,” Terron said with a nod. "| Know we can't stay. Besides, | 
need to meet up with Zekra. | can't see her again if | stay here, 
right?" 

Nyx didn't say anything for a few seconds. Terron continued to stare 
at her, looking into her sapphire eye to see what could possibly be 


stifling her voice. All he saw was an endless void, leading to the 
darkness that filled her being. 


" Right, of course." 
"What was the second thing, though?" he then asked. 


"| want you to promise me that you will not get your hopes up and 
expect to find what you want here." 


This time it was Terron's turn to go speechless. He shot the Darkrai a 
disbelieving look as he twisted his mouth into an unsure scowl. 


"What do you mean by that?" he asked in a subdued voice. 


" Things have changed on Kuron since your whole self left. Much 
can change in the years you have been gone." 


"Yeah... | guess | have been gone for twenty-five years," Terron 
realized, sighing softly. "A lot can happen in that much time. My 
family might not even be here anymore." 


" Actually you have only been gone from here for five years." 


"Wait, what? What do you mean?" Terron asked, growing further 
confused. "I'm pretty sure I've been gone for twenty-five years. | 
mean, you even said you dragged Dimitri out of Kuron twenty-five 
years ago and brought him to Shiron then." 


"On Shiron you have been gone for twenty-five years. But on Kuron, 
you have been gone for five years, because time flows differently in 
Kuron and Shiron thanks to the unnatural split of the original world. 
What is five years on Shiron is one here. Because of that, you have 
only been gone for a much shorter time than you think according to 
your human family. But | still warn that things might have changed. 
Some things can still change in five years." 


"Well... thanks for actually explaining that to me this time," Terron 
replied. "But... I'm pretty sure that not too much changed if that's the 
case. Sure, it's five years, but I'm sure there's still things to find." 


" | asked you not to get your hopes up." 


"Well | can't really promise that then,” Terron then said. "I'll Keep the 
other promise, but I'm not going to get myself to think that there's 
nothing here for me. | know that there's something here for me if | 
was only gone for five years." 


Nyx shook her head as she gave the Cubone a pitiful, but 
disappointed stare. 


"am only trying to minimize the pain. In reality, | should have never 
brought you here even if Zekrom is here. | should have sent you and 


the Quilava back into Shiron while | investigated Kuron by myself. 
But | brought you here because | feel sorry for you. You really should 
not have left Kuron on that day so long ago. | am only telling you to 
not expect to find anything here on Kuron so that the pain Is less if 
you find there really is no longer anything here for you. But if you do 
not want to listen to me, you are free to do what you want. All 1 can 
say is that you cannot blame me if you are in pain more than you 
already are by the time we leave because you did not listen to me. It 
will be your own fault." 


And with that, the Darkrai fell back, distancing herself from Terron 
until she was following behind him from a relatively safe, yet close 
distance. Terron frowned glumly as he kept moving forward. 


| know Nyx... | know. But | just know that there's something here. 
Terron thought to himself. There's still something in this world that 
once was mine. | just want to see it so that | know what | left behind. 
| want to know what my old home was kind of like before you took 
me away from it. You don't know what it's like to have this giant black 
hole in your memory that never goes away. 


The Cubone pondered for a moment longer, and then pushed the 
depressing thought out of his mind as he continued on his way. 


As soon as the three exited the vacant outskirts of the city and 
entered the main area, it quickly became clear that what they had 
seen from afar had not even begun to cover what awaited them 
within. While the buildings were still very close together as they had 
seen from the outside, there was still quite a bit of space to walk 
around in. The buildings all seemed to be clumped together in small 
groups while a massive road lay between each of the groups. These 
roads were not like the pathways that Terron and his friends stood 
upon now. These roads, Terron noticed with great astonishment, 
were far larger than the little pathways and roadways he had grown 
accustomed to in Shiron. While the Shiron roads could easily hold 
five medium-sized Pokémon standing side-by-side, these particular 
roads seemed capable of holding maybe a dozen of those same 
Pokémon. And not only that, but the roads weren't made out of 


cobblestone as they were in Shiron, for just like the buildings, they 
were also a deep black with dozens of vein-like lights flowing through 
it. And when Terron looked very carefully, he was also able to notice 
that the roads were able to hold reflections of their surroundings. 


He honestly didn't know what the road before him was made out of. 
It looked as though it were made of glass, but he knew that there 
was no logical way that humans would make roads out of glass. If 
they had, the roads would have been shattered all the time by the 
inevitable collisions of whatever roamed these roads, leaving their 
streets broken and unsafe. And yet, Terron couldn't think of anything 
else that he could possibly be walking upon. He briefly considered 
that perhaps he was walking on an alien object, something that the 
humans might have taken from the deep reaches of space and 
constructed into whatever material it was now. 


But quite amusingly enough, the roads didn't just flow between the 
buildings as to be expected. There were quite a few branching paths 
that came out of the roads that rose high into the air, looping around 
the many structures in the area in complicated patterns, as if the 
roads were massive roller-coasters of sorts. They twisted around 
nearly all of the buildings, somehow not becoming entangled with 
other roads or even segments of its own self, before venturing far off 
into the distance that Terron couldn't see. 


"This is a really weird place," Terron remarked as he remained where 
he was, unsure of the massive size of the roads. "To think that | used 
to live here and that all of this stuff was normal..." 


"You humans truly are very amusing creatures," Novus replied. 
"Instead of remaining in the simpler and happy times you had when 
you were with Pokémon still, you advance yourselves to whatever all 
of this is. | don't understand why you humans have to change your 
world so much. | had already thought the changes you humans 
made to your civilization when | last saw you centuries ago was 
enough. Looks like you weren't satisfied." 


"What were things like before?" Terron wondered. 


"It really depends on where in the timeline you want me to explain," 
Novus chuckled. "As I've said before, you humans do change your 
ways quite often. In the very, very beginning, everything was very 
primitive and simple. It was just like the feral world. You humans 
were just like Pokémon in that you were nothing but wild creatures 
driven by instincts, and you formed packs just as some Pokémon 
did. But as time went on, you humans suddenly became more 
intelligent and you built cities very similar to the ones in Shiron. I'd 
dare say that everything at that point was exactly like Shiron. It was 
still simple, but now more peaceful. Well, in a certain sort of way 


anyway. 


"But of course, you humans changed even more. A few hundred 
years later, your creations slowly became more advanced and things 
| never thought possible suddenly became a reality. Nyx already 
described one of those inventions you humans created, it being a 
device of essentially artificial telepathy. But there were other things 
too. You humans created an entire society governed by metal 
objects that could do nearly anything, replacing the need for 
Rapidash to carry you to other cities, replacing Dragonite to fly you 
across regions, and so on. Of course, you humans still kept us 
Pokémon around, as you never truly intended on ridding yourselves 
of us. You simply had these odd machines that could help make you 
not so dependent on us Pokemon. And that time, in that era of 
machines and electrical wonders, was the last era | saw of you 
humans. Now it seems that in this current era, where you are 
isolated from Pokémon, you humans have created something | can't 
even begin to understand. | honestly don't even know what I'm 
looking at." 


"You know, maybe this is why we humans don't have the instincts to 
tell what time it is or automatically know which way is east or west,” 
Terron then said. "Maybe because we're so good at advancing 
ourselves to make... all of this, that we start to lose certain instincts. 
Like, maybe at one point we actually could tell what time it was 
without any help, but because of clocks, we stopped needing that 


instinct. So, it just evolved right out of us after a few generations 
because we quit using it." 


"What exactly are clocks?" 
"They're... well, they're that ." 


The Quilava looked up as Terron pointed his finger towards one of 
the ring-shaped buildings in the area. In the middle of the hole its 
shape made, there was a neon blue hologram that had four numbers 
in it, the first two separated by the other two with two dots stacked on 
top of each other. On the right side of that cluster of numbers, there 
were two strange letters that looked nothing like foot-print runes, 
which according to Terron, read "PM". 


"It says ten twenty-eight," Novus read aloud, "along with this odd 
word | do not recognize. What is ten twenty-eight? Is that a code of 
some sort?" 


"It says ten twenty-eight PM," Terron corrected. "And what that 
means is that right now, it's about one and a half hours til midnight. 
Because for us humans, we have numbers that represent how many 
hours are in a day. We think there's twenty-four hours in a day, SO we 
have two of these twelve hour time segments, one for the day and 
one for the night. They both start when the hour reaches twelve. And 
this is really hard to explain and | don't understand it either, but we 
like to pretend that the day starts when the sun's not actually up yet. 
| don't Know why, but humans like to think that the day starts when 
the clock hits midnight. And our numbering system is all off, since we 
like to say that it's one o'clock when it's day time, but we also like to 
Say it's one o'clock when it's the middle of the night. We kind of tell 
the difference by saying it's one AM and one PM, but it's still really 
hard to explain and might even be confusing for some actual 
humans. | think that's why some humans made up this other system 
where it just goes by a twenty-four hour clock so that it's a little 
simpler..." 


Novus didn't even bring his gaze over to Terron, making it unclear to 
Terron if the Quilava was hopelessly confused. He certainly 
remembered how utterly baffled Zekra was when he had talked to 
her about time a very long time ago. 


"What does this 'AM' and 'PM' stand for?" Novus then asked. 


"|... well | actually don't know," Terron admittedly sheepishly. "! don't 
think | ever cared enough to know." 


"Fascinating," Novus said dryly. 


"Yeah... but does any of this make any sense to you?" Terron then 
asked. "| mean | know it's really confusing to anyone who's not 
human." 


"Admittedly, | didn't understand a single word you just said," Novus 
said without hesitation. "As I've said before, you humans are very 
strange sometimes. You always were, and probably will be for the 
rest of eternity. However, | see that it must benefit you humans 
somehow, for you are able to still exist and advance yourselves to 
create feats that no other mortal creature could ever do. Therefore, 
while | can't make sense of it, | can see that it's not meaningless.” 


"Okay, | guess,” Terron replied. 


The Quilava said no more, only choosing to keep his puzzled gaze 
upon the clock in an apparent attempt to study it. Terron looked back 
toward the closest luminescent road before him. But just as he was 
to announce their leave, he noticed something strange about it that 
he somehow didn't see before. The road was leaving the city and 
traversing out into an unknown area of Kuron, but it did at one point 
come close to the more metallic pathway that Terron currently found 
himself standing upon. It merged in just a small spot not too far from 
where the Cubone stood, and in that tiny shared space, he saw what 
appeared to be a white circle drawn into the ground, illuminating the 
same way as the road was. 


Something told him to go to that strange symbol. 


"Let's try going onto one of those weird roads," Terron announced. 
"We need to start exploring anyway." 


"What about this current path we are upon?" Novus asked as he 
lifted up his front paw. "True that it does not connect to those strange 
roads and seems to be less illuminated with those odd lights, but it 
still leads further into the city." 


"Well yeah, that's true," Terron admitted. "But, | get this weird feeling 
that those bigger roads are what humans go on when they want to 
travel somewhere a lot faster." 


"| Suppose | won't argue with you," Novus then said. "You are 
human, after all. You'd be the one to understand the ways of this 
world best, even if you do have amnesia." 


Without wasting another moment, Terron lead Novus and Nyx over 
to the peculiar spot he had been so entranced by and stopped just 
before it. Now that he was closer to it and had a much clearer view, 
he was able to see that the white circle seemed to have several 
miniature, transparent cubes rising out of the light. They hovered 
there in the soft glow of the symbol, idly drifting up and down ina 
non-existent space. 


" What are you staring at?" 


Terron nearly jumped out of his skin at the sound of Nyx's voices, for 
she hadn't spoken in so long. He took in several deep breaths as he 
turned his head back to look at her. 


"Just this weird circle," Terron answered. "I feel like it's important 
somehow. | just can't remember why. You wouldn't happen to know 
how stuff is on Kuron, do you?" 


"No, | do not. While | have seen some parts of Kuron in Dimitri's 
dreams, | never saw the mundane parts of his life. And | certainly 


never saw this odd thing in his dreams." 


"SO | guess we're all lost then," Terron chuckled bitterly to himself. 
"Well, should have expected much when coming here." 


Terron continued to stare at the radiating spot before him, watching 
as its light never seemed to dim in the slightest. Somehow it was 
able to retain all of its brilliance without blinding the Cubone. 


Why is there a circle in this road? Why would humans put this here? 


It was at that moment that Terron had a prompting. It was gone just 
as quickly as it came, but its message had run clear to the Cubone. 
With a cautious scowl, he stepped forward and set his foot inside of 
the sphere. The second his foot made contact, the road that lay 
within the circle became filled with a bright light, and the cubes 
flowing out of the ground seemed to grow more numerous. And yet, 
despite the startling sight, Terron didn't feel the least bit scared. He 
only brought his other foot into the circle so that he was fully within 
the sigil and turned to his friends. 


"Here, come over here," he instructed. 


Though clearly skeptical of what was happening around them, Novus 
and Nyx did as asked and brought themselves into the circle. When 
the two entered inside, the circle instantly grew bigger, allowing the 
two more room to spread out so that they were not so close together. 


For just a moment, nothing happened. The three remained together 
in that glowing circle, watching the cubes drift in the air around them 
before dissolving away into particles. But then, a low humming 
resonated from below them, and the cubes rising out of the circle 
clumped together. They formed a white sphere around the group, 
trapping them in a transparent bubble as it grew more and more 
solid as every cube stacked themselves together in a coordinated 
and calculated fashion. 


Within seconds, the group of Pokémon found themselves enclosed 
in the giant bubble. Save for a few cushioned seats behind them, 
and the familiar veins of light that streaked along the walls, the 
interior was completely devoid of anything. There wasn't even a door 
to let them out, only a massive window at the very front, allowing 
them to see the road before them. Directly underneath that window, 
hovering right before Terron at his chest's height, was a translucent 
board without a single key or image upon it. It was completely blank. 


"Um, | do not think that it's a good idea to be in this odd device," 
Novus said nervously. "Terron, how do we get out?" 


"| don't know, but | don't think that this place is dangerous," Terron 
replied. "I think this is something | might have actually used a lot 
when | used to live here." 


"What could you possibly use this prison for?" Novus asked in 
disbelief as he pawed at the non-existent doors. "I think that this 
might be some strange device used to trap unsuspecting humans for 
whatever reason | cannot imagine. Why else would it seal us in here 
the second we all get inside?" 


"| don't know! I'm just as confused as you are!" 


Terron slammed his hands down upon the board in frustration. 
Except, his hands didn't stop upon hitting the floating mass of light. 
His paws went straight through the panel and became embedded 
deep into its contents, where it soon became stuck fast. Terron felt 
his heart flare up in a panic as he felt something similar to ants 
crawling all over his hands. 


" What did you do?" 


"| didn't do anything!" Terron cried desperately. "They just sank in 
there! I-| can't get them out! They're stuck in there!" 


The Darkrai swiftly rushed to the Cubone's side and grabbed onto 
him. Then, with all of her might, she pulled the Cubone away from 


the console, attempting to free him from his surreal imprisonment. 
But despite her best efforts, Terron wasn't freed. Nyx let go of the 
Cubone as her unfazed expression slowly became more and more 
anxious. Novus, on the other hand, decided to continue Nyx's 
abandoned plan and tried to pry the Cubone loose, but to no 
SUCCESS. 


"| am going to destroy it.” 


"Wait, you can't do that!" Terron cried. "You might blow off my hands 
if you do!" 


"We have no idea what that device is doing to you as we speak. We 
are not taking any chances." 


One of the Darkrai's clawed hands sparked with yellow bolts of 
electricity. Terron abruptly backed away the best he could without 
ripping himself away from his hands and without crashing into 
Novus, who was still attempting to manually free the Cubone. 


“Nyx, stop!" 

"| am not about to lose you too." 

“But you don't even-" 

" User located and connected." 

The panic ensuing in the sphere immediately stopped as soon as the 
empty, robotic words echoed in their ears. Everybody quickly turned 
their heads toward the source of the voice to find that it was coming 
directly from the console itself. 

" Locating destination in user." 

The unsettling feeling in Terron's paws vanished as a cold chill 
spread up his arms and into his mind. He shuddered as he felt 


something crawl through his mind, making its way through his 
neurons at a lightning speed. Within seconds, it finally stopped, and 


hastily exited down his spine, back into his arms, and then finally put 
itself back into the console. Upon doing so, the lights upon the board 
seemed to flare up, flashing several different colors at once as the 
information it had stolen from Terron's mind was absorbed. 


" New destination located. Arrival at Black Lightning Monument 
will be in approximately five minutes." 


There was a lurch, and then the sphere suddenly started moving, 
speeding down the luminescent road. Terron's hands were then 
ejected from the console, where he quickly stumbled back and 
caressed his paws gingerly. While he found that they were 
unharmed, he could still feel them tingling from whatever that 
machine had done to him. Somehow, it had infiltrated his skin, 
bypassing all of his organic tissue so that it could get into his 
neurons and access his brain. He almost didn't believe that this had 
just happened to him. It almost seemed impossible. 


The Cubone took a seat in one of the cushions scattered about the 
sphere, sighing deeply as a wave of memories came over him. They 
were not incredibly important memories, as they only clarified exactly 
what had just happened and what this vehicle was, but were still 
somewhat helpful. As the rush of information came over him, the 
Cubone tried his best to relax and let everything process. It was not 
hard to do, for he found his cushion to be very comfortable and soft. 
It almost felt like sitting upon a marshmallow. 


Novus and Nyx took a seat beside him in their own cushions, both of 
them giving him a concerned glance. Or rather, Novus sat down 
while the Darkrai hovered above her resting place. 


"Are you hurt?" Novus asked. 

"No, I'm fine," Terron sighed, sinking deeper into his seat. "I just 
wasn't expecting any of that to happen. | totally forgot what these 
things were." 


"So, they are transport devices?" Novus then asked. 


"Yeah," Terron breathed, closing his eyes. "They get you anywhere 
you want them to. Basically, you just stick your hands into that board, 
and it'll go into your brain and it'll look up where you want to go. You 
don't have to tell it anything; it Knows where to look to get the 
information. And as long as it's not a restricted place, it'll take you 
there." 


"And you do not have to pay for any of this?" Novus asked curiously. 


"Oh, you do," Terron answered. "You're supposed to pay before you 
can even ride this thing. But if you don't have any money, it will take 
you anyway. But you still have to pay in the end, since at the end of 
every week you get billed for how much you've used them, which is 
basically just saying that you owe money and have to pay the people 
who made these back. It knows where you live." 


"You do realize how disturbing that sounds, right?" 


"When you think about it, yeah, | guess it does. But for some reason, 
as a human, | never seemed to mind that. | don't know why. Maybe | 
just got so used to using these things that | quit caring. And | kind of 
don't care right now because back on Shiron, we have psychic-types 
who can also go into your brain if they're talented enough and I've 
got something that isn't me living inside me and listening to all of my 
thoughts without my consent." 


Novus didn't seem to be comforted by this thought. But he didn't 
bother to further press the issue. Terron, thinking that the Quilava 
was Satisfied with him, opened his eyes and looked toward the 
window. He saw the city pass by him in colorful blurs, but not quickly 
enough so that everything was indistinguishable. He was still able to 
make out the details of just about every building they flew past. 


"| wonder why the machine let you use it. You do not live here 
anymore. It should realize that you are not a human." 


"Maybe my brain is still Dimitri's brain and the machine thinks I'm 
him," Terron said facetiously. "Tearing me in half probably didn't 


completely undo everything about my genetic structure." 


" But you are a Cubone, not a human at the moment. Your soul is 
not the same, and the same can be said for your mind. They are 
different now." 


"Well it's the only explanation | can come up with," Terron said 
dismissively as he rolled onto his side. "I don't know how everything 
works in Kuron. It was always really complicated to me. | never really 
understood all of it in the first place. In Kuron, you need to be an 
engineer or something to even attempt to understand anything. 
Shiron is a lot easier to understand." 


" And you find this to be so because Shiron does not have inventions 
like the one we are riding in?" 


"Well... actually, | take that back. | think Shiron is weird too," Terron 
realized. "But it's not because of the inventions like here; it's because 
of you Pokemon. You guys, when | really think about it, don't make 
much sense either. | mean, some of you are on fire, but you don't get 
incinerated. Some of you can make ice out of thin air, and then some 
of even have poison inside of you that doesn't kill you somehow! So 
I've changed my mind, everywhere | go is really hard to understand. 
Kuron just happens to be a little more complicated right now 
because none of us even know what to expect." 


Nyx nodded solemnly as she dropped into her cushion, awkwardly 
trying to sit in it when she didn't have any legs. After fumbling around 
for a few seconds, she eventually settled into the seat, propping 
herself to sit up with her hands. She didn't seem the least bit 
comfortable. 


"Are you okay?" Terron asked her. "You look, well..." 
"am fine. | admit that | feel strange sitting in something that sinks 


this much when | sit on it, but that is something | will have to put up 
with when I do not have much of a lower half." 


"There isn't a way for you to make legs?" Novus then asked. "I've 
heard that some Darkrai can make retractable legs to help aid them 
in a number of situations." 


" So you know about that. | should have figured you would know." 


The Darkrai laughed to herself as she straightened herself out, using 
the tendrils escaping from the bottom of her dress-like figure to curl 
around the cushion and help adjust it to her liking. 


" Yes, Darkrai do have the ability to make those makeshift legs. | 
imagine one use for them is to make sitting more comfortable, but if | 
am to be honest, | do not like to use them because | think they are 
unsettlingly creepy. It unnerves me." 


Terron and Novus stared at the Darkrai for a moment, finding 
themselves unable to process what she had just said. Nyx only 
looked back at them with a blank expression. 


And then, without warning, the two burst into a crazed laughing fit. 


"You don't use them because you're scared of how they look?" 
Terron asked, barely able to contain his voice enough to talk. "Of all 
the reasons... that's the reason?" 


Nyx seemed to scowl as she curled both of her claws around the 
cushion, puncturing holes into it. And yet, this didn't seem to stop the 
two smaller Pokémon from their hysterics, most likely because the 
two couldn't even see Nyx because of how much they were 
laughing. They were laughing so much even, that their eyes were 
beginning to water. 


"A Darkrai being unnerved by itself, | never thought I'd hear of sucha 
thing!" Novus cried. "You really are full of amusing little secrets!" 


"| bet they don't even look that bad," Terron chuckled evilly. "I bet 
they're like stilts or something. | mean, what kind of Pokémon is 
scared of their own legs? That's... that's... Hahahah!" 


"Maybe that's the real reason she covers up half of her face, 
because she is terrified of what it looks like in full!" 


"Yeah! Or maybe that's why-" 


Terron was never able to finish, for something in the air changed. 
Something that seemed to eradicate everything it touched, killing all 
of the jovial humor inside of him in an instant. He shuddered as the 
feeling coursed through him, as if there were actually something 
crawling underneath his skin. Terron shot his glance to Novus to find 
that the poor Quilava was also ensnared in the uncanny atmosphere. 


" | suggest you two stop." 


The Cubone froze. Though a part of him vehemently resisted, Terron 
turned toward the voice to find Nyx still sitting upon her cushion. 
Except this time, she wasn't the benevolent Darkrai he had come to 
know over the past few days. 


The black wisps escaping her body had suddenly grown 
tremendously in size, now sprawling across the floor and walls like 
overgrown ivy. The red growth sprouting around her head had 
suddenly become more like an actual jaw, now bearing the 
resemblance to spikes that somehow didn't impale the Darkrai 
despite so close to her face. Her white hair, which had always 
remained together in a neatly organized manner, was now frayed 
everywhere, giving the illusion that she was even larger than she 
already was. 


But of all the things that changed about her, it was the eyes that 
unnerved the Cubone the most. Her eyes, both of them now 
exposed, were no longer blue. 


They were now black that were somehow able to glow with an 
intensity that only seemed possible with a much brighter color . 


" Do | have your attention?" 


Terron and Novus didn't need to be asked twice. They both nodded 
as quickly as they could. 


" Good. Now, are you two ever going to bring up that conversation 
ever again?" 


Once again, the two nodded, unable to find the strength to speak. 
Nyx's aura was even more oppressive than it normally was. 


" You chose wisely." 


All of her tentacles withdrew back inside of her, shrinking to their 
regular size as the rest of her body slowly normalized. Within 
seconds, Nyx was her less intimidating self, but this did nothing to 
snap Terron and Novus out of their horrified states. Nyx only shot 
them a disappointed glare. 


" What did you think was going to happen when you mocked a 
Darkrai?" 


Terron and Novus didn't even bother to make a retort out of fear that 
she would become that nightmarish creature once more. They only 
remained in their seats, desperately trying to block out the 
traumatizing image. 


The two were about to close their eyes and take in a few deep 
breaths, but just as they were to do so, the vehicle came to a stop. 
Everyone looked up at the window that it was facing to see a very 
large object of sorts in the near distance that seemed to resemble a 
creature of sorts. 


"You have arrived at Black Lightning Monument. Please step 
out of the vehicle and watch your step." 


The right side of the sphere dematerialized into white cubes as they 
sank back into the ground, granting the three access to a familiar, 
obsidian-like road. Wasting no time, the three got out of their seats 
and carefully exited the transport bubble. When all three of them 


were out, the rest of the sphere was quick to dematerialize, shrinking 
back into the road to become the radiating white circle. 


Terron and his friends turned away from the transport device and 
finally brought their attention to their destination. Just like the rest of 
the Kuron city, the ethereal lights lined the vaguely metallic roads, 
their power source unknown to them. But that was as far as the 
similarities went. This particular part of Kuron, this Black Lightning 
Monument as the vehicle had explained, was in the middle of what 
resembled an empty, circular field. There wasn't any sign of organic 
life anywhere in sight, only having massive pillars of black and blue 
metal protruding out of the ground along the outer rim of the vicinity. 


Flowing out of each of the pillars was the same neon blue light that 
Terron had grown quite accustomed to, but instead of flowing 
somewhere deep into the city as with the other lights, these ones 
went directly into something in the very center of the circle. 


There, standing mightily and proudly in the midst of that circle, all of 
the light flooding into it, was a statue. It seemed to be modeled after 
a draconic creature that towered over him just like everything else in 
Kuron. He could make out a wing upon each shoulder, as well as two 
red eyes, but that was all he could see from his distance. 


"What is that?" Terron wondered aloud. "Is that the Black Lightning 
thing or whatever that computer called it?" 


"It's her..." Novus suddenly said, his voice barely above a whisper. 
"That's her..." 


"What?" Terron asked again. 


The Cubone turned to find his Quilava friend was already rushing 
toward the statue, moving with more haste than Terron had ever 
seen him with before. 


"Hey! Hey, wait up!" he called out. 


Knowing that his friend wasn't going to stop, the Cubone chased 
after the Quilava, Nyx following shortly behind him. Within a few 
moments, Terron caught up with Novus. He took in a few deep 
breaths as he slowed down his heart, and then shot Novus a 
disbelieving look. 


"Novus, why'd you run off like that?" Terron chided. 


"This is a statue of her..." Novus said again, very slowly this time. 
"This is what she looks like... Zekrom really is in Kuron." 


Terron was taken aback by the Quilava's words. Novus only 
continued to gaze upon the monument, his eyes glimmering with a 
deep fascination as he set a paw upon the statue's foot. 


"Zekrom...?" Terron said, his words also becoming slurred. 


The Cubone finally turned away from his overjoyed friend and set his 
stare upon the mighty statue before him. 


The monument stood before the Cubone, its mighty stature towering 
far over him just as he had been able to deduce after seeing it from 
afar. But now that he was much closer to the Zekrom replica, he 
actually felt as if the statue wanted to intimidate him with its size. It 
stood upon two legs with its arms raised up in front of its chest, the 
wings upon its shoulders raised high into the air. It had its head 
thrown back as if letting out a terrific roar, all of its razor-sharp teeth 
exposed as if it would come to life at any moment and snap its jaws 
down upon its next unfortunate victim. 


The red eyes of the Zekrom statue didn't seem to be staring directly 
at the insignificant Cubone, but Terron couldn't help but shirk back at 
the sight of those eyes. There was a powerful ferocity in them that he 
had not seen in a creature before. 


It did not help that they were, in fact, glowing. The light from the 
pillars surrounding the vicinity were mainly flowing into the statue's 
generator-like tail, causing it to give off a brilliant radiance of blue 


that lit up the area even more than the power lines drifting through 
the streets, but it spread into the rest of the body as well. Zekrom 
seemed to be giving off a bright aura that somehow didn't blind them 
with its intensity. 


"So, this is what she looks like," Terron stated. 


"Yes, this is her," Novus verified. "Well, a statue of her, similar to the 
Reshiram statue back at that training center | used to work for on 
Shiron. She's not in here despite how much it resembles her." 


"How do you know that?" Terron wondered. "You said that Reshiram 
and Zekrom turned into stones after all. Maybe she just did turn into 
stone, but still Kept her shape." 


"No, this isn't her," Novus argued. "For one, whatever this statue is 
made out of is not the same material her body is made out of. The 
stones the two became are sphere-shaped and cannot be tampered 
with by any means. Then also, if this were truly her, | would feel her 
Spirit in it. This statue is empty and completely devoid of any kind of 
life." 


"Fine, whatever you say," Terron shrugged. "But then why do the 
humans have a statue of her? If she's really a round stone, then how 
do they know what she looks like? Even with all of their technology, | 
bet they don't have anything that can let them go inside her stone, 
find her memories, and then see what she's supposed to look like." 


Novus frowned thoughtfully as he removed his paw from the statue 
and set it back down. He stared up into its eyes, somehow not 
intimidated by the borderline malicious glare. 


"She must be awake then," Novus said after a short pause. "She 
must have woken up and the humans saw her and constructed this 
statue after her for whatever reason." 


"Really? But how?" Terron asked. "Reshiram sure isn't awake back 
on Shiron, so how can Zekrom be awake here?" 


"| do not know," Novus replied quietly. "| do not know how Zekrom is 
awake on this world when she should still be asleep. But apparently 
she is awake, and the humans have taken notice of her. | do not 
know what they think of her, but their name for her... Black 
Lightning... | cannot help but wonder if they gave her that name 
because they think that she is a malicious force of destruction." 


" This statue seems to show that they think of her as a terrifying 
creature." 


"Yes, | admit it does," Novus replied uncomfortably. "She certainly 
does look rather menacing here. And | suppose | cannot blame the 
humans for that." 


" Perhaps. Or maybe they made this statue to honor her. Maybe she 
is held as an actual goddess in this dimension." 


"Yeah... | remember in these books | read, people in the ancient past 
used to make a lot of statues of these gods and goddesses they 
worshiped," Terron spoke up. "They filled their cities with their 
images to honor them and pay tribute to them or something like 
that." 


"Hmph, you two amuse me with how you can so easily change your 
minds," Novus laughed dryly. "Whatever the humans think of her, it's 
not of concern as of this moment. All that we know is that 
somewhere on Kuron she is awake and that we need to find her." 


" How are we supposed to find her? Cubone Dimitri asked the 
transport device to bring us to her, and it brought us to her statue 
instead. The world itself does not know where she is." 


"We'll find her," Novus assured. "She'll show up somewhere. We'll 
have to search as much of Kuron as we possibly can." 


"We'll have to do it at night, though," Terron interjected. "We don't 
want any humans spotting us." 


"Yes, about that..." 


The Quilava turned to face the Cubone directly. He pointed out 
toward the city in the distance, where the light it radiated continued 
to give off its glow without any weakness. 


"Where are the humans?" Novus asked. "Because while | can 
understand that most humans are not nocturnal, there are still some 
who are awake at night. And yet throughout this entire time we've 
been in Kuron, we have not spotted a single one. Not even in that 
massive city which | can easily assume holds thousands of humans 
within it." 


Terron frowned. He was about to tell Novus, yet again, that he 
couldn't remember anything about Kuron, but a sudden headache 
split through his mind. He cringed as he clutched his skull. 


Not now. Terron growled at his plagued self. / don't need you 
interfering with anything right now. 


There was no response from within his mind, leaving Terron lost and 
confused. He searched in his mind as he tried to locate his corrupted 
self, but found that it was nowhere in sight. He could certainly feel its 
presence, but he couldn't see what it was doing. 


"Terron?" Novus asked again. 


Something suddenly took control of Terron's tongue, and before he 
could cry out in protest, words spilled out of his mouth. 


"They're hiding," Terron answered in a low, almost demonic tone. 
"They're trying to save themselves from the spawn that roam the 
night to descend upon those humans and make food out of them. 
They know that they are not safe in the night, no matter how far 
they've come in technology. So they hide away until the sun comes 
out. They know that the spawn is not strong enough to eat them in 
the day with all of the light from the sun that makes them visible and 
all of the weapons the humans craft." 


Terron forcibly clamped his mouth shut with his hands, but found that 
whatever had taken over his voice had no intentions of stopping. It 
only made him talk more, rendering his efforts useless. 


"So in their hopeless attempts to stave off the spawn, they made 
guardians," Terron continued to say. "They watch over the city at 
night, keeping an eye out for the spawn and obliterating them on 
sight. Humans think that they are combating well against the spawn 
with the guardians, but not for much longer. The spawn will 
overwhelm them soon." 


Terron wrestled with himself more, throwing himself onto the ground 
as he shoved his head into his coat in an attempt to muffle the alien 
words spewing out of him. The unknown force must have had 
enough use of him, for it finally withdrew its hold on the Cubone and 
left him lying on the ground, panting. 


"Um, Terron, are you alright?" Novus asked tenderly. "Is your blight 
doing something to you?" 


"| don't Know," Terron said as he slowly got back up. "I really don't 
know what just happened... something just made me start talking, 
but | don't know if it was the plagued me..." 


The Quilava continued to cast the Cubone an anxious stare, but said 
nothing more. Terron sighed as he looked over at Nyx, and was 
immediately shocked by what he saw. Nyx seemed absolutely 
horrified with the spectacle. Her tiny pupil was almost taking up the 
entirety of her eye, and she seemed to have distanced herself from 
the Cubone a significant amount. She had her claws over where her 
mouth should have been if she actually had one, as if she was 
gasping in horror. 


"Are you okay, Nyx?" Terron asked her uneasily, not sure what to 
think of seeing her so startled. 


The Darkrai, upon realizing that Terron finally noticed her, quickly 
stifled the dread apparent upon her and reverted back to her more 


collected state. 


" Yes, Everything is fine. But we should try to find a place to rest until 
morning." 


"But if we do that, we will run into the humans," Novus then said. "! 
still feel rather reluctant to see these humans. I'd prefer we operate 
under the cover of night." 


"We need to find rest." 


"Why are you suddenly being this way?" Terron cut in as he took a 
step toward the Darkrai. "Do you know something? Did something | 
just said sound familiar to you?" 


"We need to find a place to rest. Do not argue with me." 


"You do know something," Terron growled in exasperation. "| can see 
it all over your face. What's going on, Nyx? Do you know what just 
happened to me?" 


" We are not talking about this. We need to go. | do not want meet 
these so called guardians or spawn." 


"No Nyx! You're not doing this to us!" Terron yelled fiercely as he 
held his ground. "You are not turning into Yimtri where you hide 
everything important from us! Do you know how sick | got of him 
saying that he knew something that could help us, but refusing to 
say it because he didn't think we could do anything? Do you know 
how much time and pain he could have saved himself if he had just 
told us the truth? Oh sure he was probably right for thinking that 
other Fellowships were going to kill him if he told them what 
happened, but you know what? He knew that me and my friends 
weren't going to say anything to the Fellowship. He knew that we 
wouldn't dare say anything after what happened to us, but he still 
kept everything hidden from us even though he knew how it felt to be 
in our position. 


"It's fine if you don't want to share all of your secrets, | get that, but 
not something like this. | don't care what you told me back at Unown 
Ruins; if you really are my friend, and if you really do care about me, 
you'll tell me when you know something important! You'll tell me so | 
don't have to suffer like | did when Yimtri dragged me into Erebus 
Woods and | have to figure out what happened to me all on my own!" 


The Darkrai shot the Cubone a malicious glare as she slowly drifted 
toward him. Instantly, all of the willpower in the Cubone died as he 
shirked closer to the Quilava, who was as equally as terrified of the 
Darkrai. It seemed that no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't force 
himself to stand strong against Nyx. But deep down he knew he 
should have expected as much. 


"It is time to go." 


Just as the Darkrai was to close in on the two smaller Pokémon and 
presumably drag them off to a sanctum of sorts, there was a strange 
noise. 


It was a low clinking sound that now filled the air, as if something 
metal was lightly tapping against a hard surface. The three stopped 
as the noise became louder. 


" Three unknown targets detected." 


"Guys... where is that voice coming from?" Terron asked in a 
whisper. 


The clinking noise stopped. Two triangular red lights shined in the 
distance along the outer rim of the circle the three stood in. They 
were fixated on the three and didn't in the least bit seem organic. 


" Targets identified as spawn. Annihilation mode activated." 
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Here For You 


" Annihilation mode activated." 


With very little warning, Nyx grabbed Terron and Novus by their arms 
and swiftly yanked them up into the air before Zipping toward the 
transport device they had used to arrive at the Zekrom monument 
they stood before. She pounced inside the glowing circle in the street 
and released her hold on the two Pokémon as the cocoon-like 
vehicle formed around them and sealed them within its safe 
confinements. 


" Get us out of here." 


Terron, who was still in a daze from suddenly being dragged away, 
looked at the Darkrai with a confused stare. He noted that while she 
was retaining her rationality for the most part, she was most certainly 
unhinged by something, as her hair seemed to become increasingly 
frayed with each second. 


"What?" he asked her. 


" Have this machine take us somewhere before whatever was out 
there comes for us." 


Nyx grabbed the Cubone's hand, this time more gently, and pressed 
it down upon the console before them. And just as with last time, 
Terron's paw sank into its transparent depths, allowing the machine 
access to his mind. 


"What's even going on?" Terron asked, shaking his head. "What's 
even coming for us? What was that thing outside?" 


"1 do not want to find out." 
" User located and connected. Locating destination in user." 


Terron once again felt that familiar, tingling feeling worm its way 
through his arm and infest his brain, shuffling through his network of 
neurons as quickly as it possibly could. As it forced its way through 
him, his mind finally broke itself out of its stupefied state and brought 
reality back down on the Cubone. Terron remembered the robotic 
voice that had called him and his friends spawn and the strange 
sounds it made whenever it presumably walked. But most of all, 
Terron remembered the conversation that occurred before the entity 
had announced its presence. The conversation between himself and 
Nyx after something had made Terron spout seemingly nonsense 
about guardians and spawn of Kuron. 


The emotions that had been repressed thanks to the impromptus 
arrival of the being outside came back full force, prompting the 
Cubone to shoot the Darkrai a long scowl. 


"You know what's outside there, don't you?" Terron asked her. 
" | already told you that | do not." 


"No, you said that you knew something but you didn't want to tell me 
what it was," Terron corrected dryly. 


"| was not referring to whatever it out there. | was referring to 
something else." 


" Cannot locate destination in user. Retrying in sixty seconds. 
Please concentrate all thoughts on destination to facilitate 
process." 


" Cubone Dimitri, our conversation is distracting the machine. We 
need to stop this for a while." 


"No, it's not finding anything because I'm not giving it anything to 
look for," Terron stated. "| don't want to go anywhere until you 
answer my question." 


This time it was the Darkrai's turn to glare at the Cubone. 


" There is something out there that wants to kill us. We are not 
staying here to talk about this when that is a problem." 


"We're inside of an indestructible transport device,” Terron replied 
sternly, feeling the memories coming back to him. "There's hardly 
anything that can break these things open. They're earthquake 
proof, fire proof, waterproof, and tsunami proof. We can be hit by just 
about anything and this thing won't go flying off its little track. It won't 
even get dented. So, we're safe. Nothing's going to hurt us, meaning 
you and | can talk all we want." 


Terron watched the Darkrai, waiting for her to finally yield and explain 
the secrets she was hiding from him. He didn't know what sort of 
answers he wanted out of her, but he knew it had to be better than 
leaving him in the dark. There was nothing more torturous to Terron 
than having vague answers to keep him company when he knew 
that the real answers were right in front of him. 


"What happened to me back there?" Terron asked, pressing as hard 
as he could. "What was that thing making me talk about?" 


" Nothing you said back there made any sense to me. | am just as 
confused as you are. As for why you were saying those words in the 
first place, that is one of the secrets | have that will swallow you 
whole if you know about it. If 1 tell you what about it, you will be 
consumed by it and broken beyond repair. | am not letting that 
happen to you." 


The Cubone felt a seething hatred burn inside of him. He couldn't 
believe what he was hearing from her. For a second, he almost didn't 
think what he was hearing was real. But after looking at her, noting 
her solemn yet stern gaze, he knew he had heard correctly. 


With his rage growing even stronger within him, he shot the Darkrai 
a nasty look. 


"So you know what's happening to me, but you're not going to tell me 
anything," he said in a low, simmering voice. "You're not going to tell 
me because supposedly, if | do find out whatever you're hiding, I'm 
going to be in pain." 


" Yes. | know it is hard to believe, but-" 


"As if you're actually saving me from any pain!" Terron harshly cut 
off, pointing a disgusted finger at her with his free hand. "Do you not 
know how painful it is not to Know the truth? Do you even understand 
how much it hurts to know that you know whatever's wrong with me, 
but you won't talk about it? I've been through this way too much, 
Nyx. You probably already know who's done this to me and how 
much pain it brought not just me, but my friends as well. You know 
how we were stuck in the darkness for so long, feeling around for 
answers and finding nothing because the one who threw us into that 
darkness wouldn't give us any. You know how scared and helpless 
we felt as we looked around, and how we became depressed and 
lost our way. And you know the only way we ever got better was 
when we actually got our answers. Nothing else took away the pain; 
it was only the answers that saved us. But until we found those 
answers, we were in so much pain that all could have been avoided 
so easily. You are not going to do this to me and put me through that 
all over again. I've been in this vicious cycle way too much in the 
past, and I'm even in one with Novus right now." 


"| already told you my reason for why | cannot explain my 
immortality," Novus stated lowly. "Do not drag me into your 
argument." 


"But whatever's going on with him isn't that important, so I'm letting it 
slide," Terron went on, pretending he didn't hear the Quilava. "But 
obviously whatever's going on with me /s important if it can take over 
me like that. So not only is your argument about how it's going to 
hurt me flimsy, but also if you don't tell me what's going on, it could 
Cause us massive problems since who knows what else can happen 
to me. Sure it only just made me talk like that, but it could do 
something else too. We'll never know until it's too late. Or rather, 
Novus and | won't know and something will end up happening to me 
when he and | could have done something if we had known. So Nyx, 
I'm going to ask again. What's happening to me?" 


The Darkrai glared at the Cubone, her stance on the situation 
seemingly not broken. Terron prepared himself, waiting for the 
moment that she would begin appearing as a hostile creature and fill 
the air with her oppressive aura. He knew that it had overpowered 
him before, but perhaps he could withstand its overwhelming power 
this time. Perhaps he would actually be able to get the answers he 
needed out of the Darkrai. 


But Terron was never able to see what her reaction was, for the 
vehicle violently shook, toppling the three within onto the ground. 
Terron groaned as he pulled himself up, finding that his hand had 
been torn out of the console. Much to his relief it was still intact and 
unharmed, but that wasn't what troubled him the most. 


"What was that?" Terron asked. "Nothing should be able to do that to 
these things." 


Terron was quick to receive his answer, for two red lights appeared 
in the window before him. They seemed to stare at him, cold and 
empty as could be, completely unmoving. He couldn't see what the 
eyes belonged to, for their owner promptly withdrew itself away from 
Terron's sight. Terron was about to sigh, thinking that all was over, 
but was sadly mistaken, for what looked like three blades struck the 
window. They embedded themselves deep into the glass, sticking 
themselves halfway into the vehicle with the Pokémon, before 
turning in a circular fashion. It didn't take Terron long to realize that 


these blades were attached to what he thought resembled a paw of 
sorts. A very metallic, inorganic paw with tiny inscriptions upon it. 


The Cubone suddenly had an overwhelming cowardice come over 
him. He imagined it was the same fear that had consumed Nyx when 
she had been fleeing from the creature. He slammed his hand back 
down into the console and immediately felt it reconnect to his mind. 


" User located and connected. Locating destination in user." 


"Terron, we need to get out of here," Novus said urgently. "That thing 
is going to break inside of here any minute now!" 


"I'm getting us out of here!" Terron cried. "We're going to hurry out of 
here and outrun whatever that thing is! We don't want to step 
outside! | don't know why, but | get this really bad feeling about that 
idea..." 


"Well where are we going then?" 
"Somewhere!" 


Terron frantically searched his mind, thinking of somewhere for them 
to go that would be out of harm's way. He hoped that his mind would 
conjure up ideas, but sadly nothing was appearing. He briefly 
considered the idea of asking the machine to take him to his human 
home, but quickly realized that was a terrible idea. He had no idea 
what was trying to get to him, but he couldn't bring it to his home. His 
parents were probably in there, and if this creature saw them, it 
might try to kill them. Then not only that, but they had to stay away 
from the humans. Maybe later they could visit, but not now with this 
killer entity on their tails. 


Eventually, Terron realized that there was only one place for them to 
go. He didn't know if it truly was safe, but it was the only place he 
could think of. He closed his eyes and intensely focused on the 
destination in mind, praying that the machine would recognize the 
location. 


" New destination located. Arrival at Sugilite Theme Park in 
approximately fifty-five minutes." 


"Sugilite Theme Park?" Novus repeated. "What is that?" 


"It's whatever that other place was that we saw back in the Unown 
dimension," Terron answered. "There was that city we were just at, 
and then was that other place. I've never been there before, but it's 
better than bringing back this monster to the city. People might come 
out hiding and try to stop it and it might just kill them." 


The vehicle lurched forward, speeding down the luminescent road as 
quickly as its engines could muster. Terron watched as the being 
trying to cut its way into the window was blown away by the sudden 
wind, ripping its claws from the window. He waited a moment, and 
then soon enough, heard a loud clang as the creature presumably hit 
the road behind them and was left far into the dust. 


Terron sighed in relief as he sat down upon a cushion, sinking deeply 
into its comforting depths. 


"Problem solved," Terron said. "Now we can just relax for a little wh-" 


There was a loud smashing sound as something very heavy broke 
through the window, littering jagged shards into the vehicle. A 
powerful gale swept through the inside of the vehicle, creating a 
vacuum that instantly snatched up Terron, Novus, and Nyx in its 
grasp and sucked them toward the outside of the vehicle. Each of 
them feebly grasped for something, but their efforts proved futile for 
there was nothing to grab except the cushions sitting upon the 
ground. They were ejected out of the vehicle and flew across the 
roof. They were about to be sent plummeting into the ground, but 
thankfully, Nyx was able to grab the Cubone and Quilava and stop 
them from skidding along the road. She remained in the air as she 
slowly oriented herself, seemingly still shook up from suddenly being 
blown out of the vehicle. 


" Obviously that device is not as safe as you claim it is, Cubone 
Dimitri." 


"But nothing's supposed to be able to break through those things!" 
Terron insisted. "They're supposed to be indestructible to anything!" 


The Darkrai was quiet for a moment as she cautiously glanced 
around, tightening her grip on the two smaller Pokémon. 


There was a glimmer of red, and then something sprang at her. 
Terron and Novus were abruptly ripped out of her grip as she 
became separated from them, tumbling to the ground. With painful 
groans, they quickly stumbled back to their feet and shot their gazes 
over to Nyx. They found her lying in the street, struggling against 
some unknown creature as it tried to snap what looked like its jaws 
down upon her. The two tried to make out more details of the 
creature, but found it was too far away from them to see anything 
concrete. All they knew was that it was quad-pedaled and vaguely 
resembled a Houndoom. 


The creature lunged its head at Nyx once more, but the Darkrai was 
able to move out of the way just as she raised up a claw toward it. A 
few sparks of electricity coursed through her clawed hand, and then 
erupted out of her and into the entity. 


However, absolutely nothing happened. Though the lightning was 
clearly coursing through the creature and possibly wreaking havoc 
on its insides, it showed no signs of damage. If anything, its eyes 
only seemed to glow brighter. It let out a mechanical growl as it 
opened its mouth once again. 


"Nyx!" Terron screamed. 


He and Novus rushed toward the pinned Darkrai, Terron ripping a 
bone club out of his coat pocket while Novus ignited his fur with 
orange flames. Nyx shot the two a horrified stare as she saw them 
close in on her. 


" No, get out of here. Do not get caught up in this." 
"We're not letting you die, Nyx!" Terron said vehemently. 


The Cubone flung his bone club at the creature, watching it sail 
through the air as it twirled about rapidly. Just as it left Terron's hand, 
Novus spat a fireball at it, coating it in bright flames so that it was 
now a deadly fireball. The bone impacted the beast, but much to 
Terron and Novus's horror, saw that it only smacked into the creature 
with a loud clang before rebounding off it harmlessly. While part of its 
body did seem charred from the burning flames, the creature didn't 
seem to be affected in the least bit. 


It snapped its gaze from the Darkrai and instantly locked onto the 
two still running toward it. Then, it charged at them, its claws hastily 
skittering along the road. 


Terron anticipated that it would pounce at them just as it had when it 
had attacked Nyx, but once again, this creature had a surprise for 
him. It closed in on him and Novus within seconds, but just as it was 
to trample over the two, it swerved to the left, missing them by about 
a foot. At first, Terron wasn't able to understand why it had avoided 
them when it seemed dead-set on killing them, but as soon as he 
heard the sounds of loud buzzing, he quickly figured out what 
happened. 


The Cubone grabbed Novus and forced the two of them to the 
ground. He felt something fly right over their heads, cutting the very 
tips of Novus's fur and the horns of Terron's helmet right off. He saw 
them land right beside them, the end where they had been cut off 
glowing with a molten orange. 


Before Terron could ponder for much longer, he felt something cold 
and smooth wrap around his body before flinging him across the 
street. He skid to a halt, but just as he was to get up, he found 
himself constricted once again and slammed back down against the 
street. A cold, heavy set of claws pressed down onto his chest, 
making it very difficult for him to breathe. 


Terron looked up at his captor, and was immediately terrified of what 
he saw. He found himself held down by the creature from before, but 
now it was right in his face, staring down at him with its menacing 
red eyes. Now that he was so close to it, he was finally able to make 
out the details of this entity. Just as he had seen from before, the 
creature was very similar to a Houndoom in that it walked upon four 
legs, held three claws upon each of its paws, and had a long, 
slender tail that ended with a sharp point. However, that was as far 
as similarities went. This creature was made entirely out of metal, 
immediately making Terron realize that this was not an organic 
creature but rather, a creature of technology imbued with artificial 
intelligence only humans could have created. The metal that made 
up its claws, tail, and even what appeared to be makeshift ears were 
razor-sharp blades, allowing the creature to easily slice up anything 
it wanted to with the utmost ease. The tail, in particular, seemed the 
most dangerous. Though the very point ended with a dagger upon it, 
the rest of the tail was filled with tiny blades similar to that of a 
chainsaw, all of them glowing with an orange light. The blades upon 
it were rotating, emitting the same buzzing sound that Terron had 
heard from earlier. 


The robot continued to stare down upon him with its massive red 
eyes, whose irises he now noted bore a heavy resemblance to an 
aperture camera's lens. Terron struggled against its grasp, but found 
that the creature's hold upon him was firm. It had absolutely no 
intentions of letting its prey go. 


It opened up its jaw wider, allowing Terron to see that its teeth, which 
were more square and molar-like as opposed to the fangs he was 
anticipating. 


" Termination init-" 


The robotic creature seemed to stop moving. It looked at the Cubone 
for a moment longer, then had the light within its eyes pinpoint. 


" Anomaly detected in target. Further analysis initiated." 


The Cubone watched as a metallic, prehensile tongue slithered out 
of the robot's mouth and injected its tip into Terron's arm. Terron let 
out a yelp as it punctured his flesh, but it was more out of shock than 
pain, for the prick had felt more akin to being poked by a tiny needle 
than having a dagger jabbed into his body. The creature's eyes 
flickered as what appeared to be numbers of sorts flashed through 
its eyes. 


" Analysis complete. Target is still identified as spawn, but now 
can be identified as human as well." 


The robot withdrew its tongue from Terron's flesh, but still kept him 
pinned under its weight. It pressed its face into his mask, staring into 
his blue eyes as it pressed its claws deeper into him. 


" Requesting aid from headquarters. Anomaly will be contained 
until headquarters provides answer." 


The robot suddenly leapt to the side, removing its claws from off the 
Cubone. It shot its tongue out at the Cubone, instantly wrapping it 
around his entire body before withdrawing it back into its mouth, 
taking Terron with it until he was lying right between its jaws. They 
clamped down upon him firmly, but not enough to puncture his flesh. 
He frantically looked to his side to find Novus and Nyx standing not 
too far from him, a massive scorch mark upon the ground where the 
robot had once stood. 


" Situation has changed. Being attacked by hostile targets. 
Bringing anomaly to headquarters to be examined to prevent 
harm." 


The creature clamped down upon the Cubone harder, and then took 
off running. Terron heard its metallic feet clanging against the street 
as it raced through the empty road before springing onto a building. 
The second its feet touched the wall, its claws seemed to morph, 
allowing them to grow more jagged and curved. They sank deep into 
the wall, and then the creature sprinted upward to the very top. 


"Terron!" 


The Cubone looked down to find that Nyx was holding Novus in her 
grasp she sped after him, quickly catching up to the robot with a dark 
glare in their eyes. The Darkrai quickly caught up to the robot, and 
then launched Novus onto its back. The Quilava clung to the being 
as he bit down upon its neck, breathing out the hottest flames he 
could manage. The robot screeched as it attempted to buck off the 
Quilava, but found that Novus refused to release his hold. 


It bounded off the side of the building before landing upon the 
rooftop of a nearby building, still thrashing about as its exoskeleton 
slowly start to melt. It seemed that though fire didn't seem to harm it 
the first Novus had attacked it, prolonged uses of fire were an 
entirely different matter. 


The robot lashed its tail at the Quilava, but Novus quickly leapt off its 
back, preventing himself from being sliced in half. The robot shot 
Novus a spiteful glare as the claws upon its feet morphed, turning 
them into sawblades that churned rapidly upon the ground, sending 
sparks flying up into the air. It sprang at the Quilava, spinning around 
like a cartwheel as it became a giant razor-blade itself, tearing apart 
the rooftop with giant fissures. Terron had to keep his mouth 
clamped shut in order to save his last meal from projecting out of his 
stomach. The world around him was spinning so quickly that he 
could barely make out what was even happening. 


All he could do was listen as he shut his eyes tight. He heard sounds 
of fire scorching metal, and he could hear the sounds of blades 
slicing apart the building and occasionally Novus's skin, but 
otherwise, he had no idea what was going on. Everything was 
moving too fast. The robot was moving so rapidly that he surely 
thought that at any second, he'd go flying out of its maw and down 
plummeting into the depths of the city. 


And then, amidst the confusion, it suddenly stopped. Everything 
completely stopped, not a single noise in the air. 


Terron reluctantly opened his eyes, and was amazed by what he 
saw. The robot still held him in its jaws, but now that robot was 
completely frozen in the air. It was stuck in a curled position, as if 
were still spinning about as a living sawblade, its jaws still tight 
around Terron. It struggled to move, but it couldn't do anything more 
than twitch and flicker its makeshift eyes. 


" This ends now." 


Terron looked over to find Nyx hovering close to him, holding out 
both of her hands toward him and the robot. Her eye was glimmering 
with a bright light as she seemed to emit waves of powerful energy 
from her body. He was about to ask what she doing, but soon 
received his answer, for the jaws upon the robot suddenly opened 
and the tongue's grip loosened, allowing the Cubone to harmlessly 
fall onto the rooftop just a foot below him. 


"Terron, are you alright?" Novus asked, approaching the Cubone. 
"Yeah, I'm fine," Terron replied. 


He looked over at the Quilava to find that he was covered in quite a 
few cuts and was bleeding from every single one of them, but was 
fine for the most part. Terron was about to ask the Quilava if he too 
felt fine, but the Quilava then redirected his attention back to Nyx. 


Terron watched as the Darkrai clenched her claws into fists as her 
eye seemed to glimmer all the more brightly. No sooner had she 
done this did the robot's body suddenly cave in on itself, causing the 
creature to let out an ear-piercing howl. Its body continued to 
become crushed as Nyx's psychic energy worked its way through it, 
until after a brutal minute later, the robot was nothing but a warped 
pile of scrapped metal. Then, with the flick of her wrist, she sent the 
robot plummeting into the rooftop, snapping its body in half. 


The Darkrai went up to the robot as it continued to struggle futilely, 
desperately trying to rise upon its useless legs. Nyx grabbed the 


head of the massive creature with her claws and looked into its 
flickering eyes with a glare. 


" Never steal Cubone Dimitri from me." 


Then without wasting another second, she sank her claws deep into 
its head, and ripped out a large network of wires. The moment she 
did, the robot finally ceased its struggling and fell to the ground ina 
heap, the light in its eyes dying away. 


Terron and Novus watched in tense anticipation as the Darkrai 
continued to hover above the decimated exoskeleton of the creature, 
glaring down upon it as the psychic energy continued to ooze off her 
in waves. They knew that she wasn't going to harm them, but they 
were too afraid to speak to her. The way she had torn apart that 
robot so easily with hardly any effort sent shudders down their spine. 


The Darkrai turned away from the mangled mess and looked back at 
Terron and Novus, her eye still lingering with malevolence. 


"We should leave. More of whatever those things were might 
appear. We should hide until morning." 


This time, Terron knew better than to argue with her. He only nodded 
as he and Novus approached the Darkrai, allowing her to stoop 
down and pick up the tiny ones in her claws. Then, once they were 
securely in her grip, she flew away from the sight, retreating out of 
the city. 


Despite what Terron had come to believe about Kuron, the entire 
world was not infested with large cities without a single bit of nature 
to be spotted. The humans had, for whatever reason, left some parts 
of their world untampered with by their ever-changing lifestyle for not 
too far away from the outskirts of the city, there was a sprawling field 
that wouldn't seem out of place back on Shiron. Several trees 
sprouted throughout the field as well as a fewer smaller bushes and 
shrubs. Granted there were still a few of the luminescent roads 


crawling through the sea of green, but otherwise the place had 
remained untouched by human hands. Terron could only assume 
they had let it be because some part of them still wanted to preserve 
nature despite all of their technological advances. 


Nyx swooped down toward the field and settled herself by a small 
cluster of trees before she gingerly set Terron and Novus onto their 
feet. Terron almost shuddered as the blades of grass tickled his feet. 
He had almost become accustomed to walking upon the smooth 
surfaces of the human city. 


" This should be a good place to stay for the night. | do not sense 
anything nearby, so we should not have to worry about anything 
attacking us." 


"Alright... well, thanks Nyx," Terron said awkwardly. 


The Darkrai only nodded as she drifted away from the two Pokémon, 
presumably to scout out the area to support her claim that they were 
truly safe from harm. Terron sighed as he looked over at the Quilava, 
who was already curling up into a ball against the trunk of a nearby 
tree. 


"We should get some sleep, Terron," Novus suggested. "! know it 
feels odd to sleep now when it was still daylight in Shiron, but it's not 
as though we can do much else at this time." 


Terron wordlessly made his way over to the Quilava and sat down 
beside him. He then fell onto his side and rested his head against 
Novus's back, blinking a few times as he gazed up into the night sky. 
He found it was the exact same sky as Shiron's. All of the stars still 
shined just as brightly and the moon, which was a full moon here, 
still lit up the parts of the world that the city lights could not. 


"| wonder what Zekra and Zev are doing right now," Terron wondered 
aloud. 


"Hopefully having more success than we are," Novus replied. "And 
hopefully not whisked away to another dimension." 


"Hah, yeah right," Terron said dismissively. "Like that's going to 
happen. Where are they supposed to go again?" 


"| believe | assigned them to go to that Greninja Village, the Froslass 
domain, a graveyard that resides near the eastern Fellowship, a 
canyon far to the north, and a few other locations | can't quite name 
off the top of my head right now. But | really do not think that they will 
be having trouble reaching any of those places. They're illusionists 
after all; they can get to just about anywhere with very little difficulty." 


"Yeah, | know. I'm not worried about them. They're probably fine.” 


Terron immediately felt his mind digging through his subconscious 
and conjuring up the memory of his goodbye to Zekra. Without a 
second thought, Terron cut the process off, leaving him in a blank 
stupor. He knew that he would feel the sting of heartbreak if the 
memory formed completely, and he knew he couldn't afford to be 
affected by it again. It was too debilitating to him. 


So, he quickly changed the topic before it could come back. He 
chose the very first thing that came to mind. 


"| wonder what Syn and Impetus are doing," Terron stated blankly. 


It took Terron a moment to realize what he had just said. He was 
about to take back his words to avoid the awkward subject, but found 
that it was too late. Novus had already heard him speak the words. 


"| honestly wish | knew," Novus spoke, his words solemn. "I! want to 
say that they're alright, but deep down, I'm not sure if | actually 
believe that. Especially since Syn is probably a Blight Demon by now 
and Impetus is simply gone." 


"Yeah," Terron replied glumly. "But, we might be able to find Impetus 
again. | mean, she said she'd come back. She promised she would." 


"She said she would come back if she found Syn," Novus corrected 
as gently as he could. "If Syn is a Blight Demon and she has found 
him, there's a very good chance that she will not be coming back. | 
don't enjoy thinking that will be her fate, but it's been quite a while 
and we've heard nothing from her." 


"But there's still a chance that she could come back," Terron insisted. 
"She's smart, she probably knows how to avoid the Plagued Ones. 
And besides, she's like me; she's got that special plague in her. 
Maybe in the time she's been gone, it's grown more attached to her 
and it's keeping her alive." 


"| can only hope," Novus sighed. 


The two remained in a collective silence, both of them feeling faint 
traces of pain work their way into their hearts. It had been quite a 
while since they had thought of their two lost companions, so they 
had nearly forgotten how much it hurt to think about their loss. They 
had forgotten how much they had enjoyed both of them in their 
company. 


"I've lost a lot of friends ever since | got plagued,” Terron said. "First 
Syn was taken away by the Plagued Ones. Then Impetus left me to 
go find him. Then Yimtri decided to ditch us because apparently he 
hates being around us. And now, even though we're still friends and 
I'll see her again someday, Zekra doesn't want to be around me 
anymore. That's four Pokémon | cared about, gone from my life." 


"| didn't know you considered the plagued Sableye to be your friend," 
Novus said dryly. "If he's your friend, you have a very odd definition 
for friendship with the way you two always have arguments and have 
attempted to murder each other countless times from what you've 
told me." 


"Well he's half of me and we work together, so | think it's the closest 
word I've got," Terron said indifferently. "Doesn't feel right to just call 
him an acquaintance. It's more than that. But you could say the 


same thing about us. You and | don't exactly get along all the time 
and we're still friends." 


"| suppose that's true," Novus chuckled to himself. 


"I'm not going to end up losing you too though, am | Novus?" Terron 
then asked. "You're not going to leave me all alone with Nyx, are 
you?" 


"SO long as no one kills me, | See no reason as to why | would leave 
you," Novus assured. "We have been through a great deal of trials 
together, not to mention you're becoming one of the few creatures | 
can truly trust completely. It's a rare luxury that I'm not willing to give 
up. So no Terron, you don't have to worry. | promise that I'm not 
going anywhere. Even if everyone else we know and love dies and 
we find it's the two of us against literally every living creature across 
Kuron and Shiron, | will not leave you. " 


Terron smiled warmly as he reached over and pat Novus's head. The 
Quilava smiled back as he closed his eyes and slumped his head 
against the ground. 


"| think I'm going to try and get some rest," Novus announced. "I'll 
see you in the morning." 


"Alright, good night Novus," Terron said. 


The Quilava nodded his head once, and then ceased to speak. 
Terron watched as the Quilava drift deeper into sleep, his breaths 
becoming quieter and slower with each minute. The Cubone let out a 
short breath as he turned onto his back and stared up at the night 
sky. 


He was about to join Novus in slumber, but then, something came to 
his mind. Specifically, the events that had occurred before that 
metallic beast had attacked him and his friends. As soon as Terron 
recalled the memories, all of his lethargy ceased and he found a 
conviction burning within him. 


Terron rose to his feet, taking extra care not to wake Novus, and 
then wandered off in the direction where he had last seen Nyx. He 
had no idea how far she had wandered off to, but he imagined it 
couldn't have been far. 


He found that he was right. After roaming through the field, Terron 
found Nyx hovering in the distance by the edge of one of the 
radiating roads, staring down upon it. The Cubone adjusted his 
persona upon his head as he slowly approached her. 


" Hello Cubone Dimitri. | knew you would come here." 


For some reason, Terron wasn't very surprised that she had been 
anticipating his arrival. He ignored her remark as he drew closer to 
her and stopped by her side. She didn't even bother looking over at 
him as she continued to gaze upon the empty road, eyeing it witha 
blank stare. Terron frowned as he turned to completely face her. 


"You and | never got to finish our talk," he said to her. 

" No, we did not." 

"SO, are you going to tell me what's happening to me?" he then 
asked. "Or are we going to keep playing this game where | keep 
pestering you and you keep telling me you can't tell me the truth 
because I'm going to get hurt?" 

The Darkrai paused for a moment. Terron anticipated that she would 
shoot him a resentful glare, but to his surprise, she remained 
stationary and composed, still Keeping her gaze fixated on the road 
before them. 

" No. No we are not. We are going to do something different." 

"You mean you're going to tell me the truth?" Terron asked. 


"No. You still cannot know the answer. What is going to happen 
instead is that | am going to explain something to you. | am going to 


share with you some secrets that | think will help you understand 
why | am doing this to you." 


Terron's frown grew as he heard this, but it wasn't out of contempt. 
"What do you mean?" he asked, lowering his voice. 


" You obviously do not want to take no as an answer from me. You 
cannot understand why | will not tell you anything. So | am going to 
tell you what | see when | look at this situation and what you cannot 
see because you are not me. Maybe it will make you understand 
everything better.” 


"Um, alright," Terron said, not entirely sure what she was talking 
about. "Well, that's fine. Go ahead." 


The Darkrai nodded as she finally brought her gaze over to the 
Cubone. 


" | cannot tell you what was happening to you, or any other secrets 
of mine because they can and they will hurt you. | know | told you 
this before, but | am going to clarify exactly what |! mean when | say 
that. There are some things in this world that will hurt you if you 
come to understand them. They are carefully hidden so that no one 
will know them and save them from a life of pain. For example, there 
is something about me that | never wanted you to know about me 
because | know it will hurt you. And that secret is that | am going to 
die as soon as the Primogenitor dies." 


Terron felt something within his chest fracture. He shot the Darkrai a 
horrified expression as his mouth twisted into a confused scowl, but 
the Darkrai's solemn gaze didn't break. 


"What do you mean you're going to die?" he cried. "| thought you 
were a legendary! You're supposed to live for hundreds of years and 
you don't even look remotely old!" 


"| am only supposed to live for a few centuries, most likely about 
five. | have lived for well over a thousand years, possibly even more. 
| lost track of time after the Primogenitor went into a coma. The only 
reason why | am still alive is because of the blight within me. It 
prevents me from dying and as long as it remains within me, | will 
continue to live for forever. | should have died a very long time ago, 
Cubone Dimitri." 


"Well just because we kill the Primogenitor doesn't mean you'll die,” 
Terron reasoned. "| mean sure, it'll probably kill the plague in you, 
but that doesn't mean that you'll drop dead. It's not like all of those 
years will just catch up to you and you'll shrivel up into dust..." 


" But that is what will happen. The blight in me is constantly 
regenerating my body even though | should slowly be disappearing, 
little by little by now. The blight has overpowered my normal body 
and does everything for it now. So the second the blight dies, my 
useless body will gain control once more, and | will finally have the 
toll of time catch up to me. And even if | wasn't ancient, my soul is so 
deeply connected to the blight that if the blight in me was killed, it 
would be similar to tearing out a vital organ. My body is deeply 
dependent on the blight to help keep me alive." 


Terron felt his heart break further. He squeezed his eyes shut as he 
held his chest, feeling the writhing in his chest as something began 
to clog his throat. 


"No... you're not going to die," Terron uttered. "You're not... you said 
you'd stay with me and be there for me. You promised me that when 
| was in that dream." 


" And now you see why | kept this secret away from you. Do you still 
think that knowing that | will die when your goal has been reached is 
better than having me lie to you and making you believe that | will 
still be with you?" 


Terron didn't answer the question. He wanted to say that he 
preferred knowing the truth and that the pain was a small price to 


pay for it, but he found he couldn't do it. The pain welling up inside 
him was absolutely heart-wrenching because as of that moment, he 
realized that he truly was losing all of his friends, one by one. 
Though they all left him for various reasons, it was all the same in 
the end. In due time they would no longer be with Terron, and he 
would be all alone. 


The Cubone felt something cold grab both of his shoulders. He 
feebly looked up to find that Nyx had placed both of her hands on 
him and had lowered herself down to create a better eye level with 
him. She was still significantly taller than him, but she was less 
intimidating now. 


"| know it is hard. | really do, but | want you to understand that this is 
why | cannot let you know anything | know. | know much darker 
things that will bring you even more pain than what you are feeling 
now. So please, trust me when !| say that you cannot know my 
secrets. Promise me that you will let all of this go, Cubone Dimitri." 


"Yeah... | promise, Nyx," Terron whispered in a hoarse voice. "I won't 
ask to Know your secrets anymore." 


The Darkrai beamed at him as she carefully lifted her claws from off 
of him and turned away from him. Terron found he couldn't look at 
her anymore and averted his gaze as well. 


" Thank you. Now, we should go and get some rest." 


Terron nodded wordlessly, still feeling the heart-break within his 
chest as he followed the Darkrai back to the tree. They found that 
Novus was still sleeping under it, apparently undisturbed by the 
Cubone's absence. Terron didn't even bother to cuddle up next to the 
Quilava. He only wandered a few feet away from his companion and 
collapsed onto a patch of grass. He didn't look over to see if Nyx had 
gone to sleep; he only wanted to forget about her for the time being. 
Instead, he cast Novus a long stare, briefly contemplated the validity 
of the oath the Quilava had sworn to him only minutes ago, and then 
forced himself to sleep. 


Terron was awoken by the sound of howling wind. He didn't know 
how long he had been asleep, but from how groggy he felt, he 
imagined it couldn't have been long. 


Terron looked over to where he had last seen his companions, but 
was surprised to find that they were no longer lying along the ground 
and slumbering. They were instead quite a distance away from him, 
both of them staring up into the sky with anxious stares. With a 
confused scowl, Terron made his way over to them. 


"Guys, what's going on?" he asked them. 


Novus didn't say anything, choosing instead to point to the sky. 
Terron followed his gaze, and immediately saw what was giving the 
both of them the frightened stares. There, high up in the sky, was a 
cloud moving through the sky at a phenomenal speed toward the 
city. At first it appeared to be nothing but a black storm cloud, but 
after closer inspection, Terron realized that there was something very 
wrong with it. 


There were hundreds of orange lights within it. It didn't take Terron 
long to figure out what those lights were. 


"Those are Plagued Ones," Terron realized. "But... why are they in 
Kuron?" 


"| do not know," Novus said tensely. "But it doesn't matter. They are 
obviously here in this world and probably intend to devour the 
humans." 


"Well what do we do then?" Terron asked. "We can't just let them 
attack everybody. Sure, there's no humans running around outside, 
but I'm pretty sure they'll find a way to break into wherever the 
humans are." 


" BZZZZZZZZZZZZRRRRRRR-GGGGGGGGHI!" 


The loud, savage roar broke through the air, making the three nearly 
jump out of their skin. They snapped their gazes up to the storm 
cloud of Plagued Ones to find that there was now something 
speeding straight toward the swarm. Something black that gave off 
bright flashes of electric blue. 


It dove right into the storm, becoming embedded into the thick mass 
as its light seemed to intensify. The swarm immediately stopped as 
they smothered out the object that had flown into their group, 
extinguishing the light as they presumably devoured whatever had 
attacked them. 


There was a blinding flash of the light as what appeared to bea 
massive, crackling sphere of blue exploded from within the swarm, 
instantly eradicating everything it touched. All of the Plagued Ones 
disintegrated as their bodies dissolved into wisps, their shrill screams 
briefly sounding all around the group before they abruptly ceased to 
be. Within seconds, every single Plagued One was gone. 


Terron, Novus, and Nyx waited for the Plagued Ones to reappear, 
knowing full well that they could regenerate with ease. But much to 
their surprise, the corrupted beings never came back. Their bodies 
never reformed, leaving the air they once occupied vacant. All that 
hovered where they once were was now the massive creature, its 
body still pulsing with the light it had radiated so intensely earlier. 


"What... is that?" Terron said in complete awe. 


No sooner did he say that did the black creature come rushing 
toward them. Terron had no time to react as it landed before them, 
sending shockwaves into the ground that toppled Terron and Novus 
over. When the waves of violent tremors ended, they looked up, only 
to have themselves nearly die of a heart attack. 


Standing before them was a ferocious dragon whose hide was as 
black as the night. Blue streams of light coursed along the outside of 
its body, dimming and brightening with each breath that the creature 
took. The air around it was filled with a tremendous electrical power 


that flowed all around the group, grazing their bodies so much that 
they worried that moving an inch would give them a nasty shock. 


Everyone knew what stood before them now. There was no 
mistaking it. They had found the one who they had been searching 
all of Kuron and Shiron for. 


They had found Zekrom. 


Chapter 65: Among the Guardians 


X 
Chapter 65 


Among the Guardians 


The mighty black dragon stood before the puny, insignificant 
Pokémon as she glared down at them with crimson eyes burning 
with an unfathomable spite. She released a violent roar that shook 
the very ground Terron and Novus stood upon, sending powerful 
tremors through their bodies. They hastily covered their ears and 
struggled to keep their footing. 


" | thought | sensed your presence," Zekrom growled, her deep 
and commanding voice flowing not just through their ears, but their 
minds as well. "Separating yourselves from your pack and 
disguising yourselves to appear like that to hide from me, are 
you? You spawn are very clever." 


Zekrom opened her mouth to release another roar, but the group 
was quick to see a glowing blue light forming at the back of her 
mouth. All of them instantly scurried out of the way as she expelled a 
tremendous pillar of blue fire upon the spot where they once stood, 
instantly incinerating all of the vegetation. The fire continued to 
spread through the field as the Pokémon ran away from the vicious 
dragon. Zekrom let out another frightening roar as she instantly shot 
into the air. She immediately began breathing more fire upon the 
land, setting the world ablaze as the frantic Pokémon ran about it 
with no clear sense of direction. 


"Novus, | thought you said she was going to help us!" Terron hollered 
to the faraway Quilava. "| don't know about you, but getting myself 


killed isn't exactly what I'd call helpful! Why didn't you tell us she was 
a vicious monster?!" 


"She's not! She's benevolent!" Novus insisted. "She thinks we're 
Blight Demons! She can sense the blight in your soul and Nyx's and 
must think you're them!" 


"So that's what the spawn are,” Terron realized under his breath. 
"The spawn are Plagued Ones. But if they're the spawn, then what 
was that robot from earlier?" 


Terron's thought process was suddenly interrupted, for a stream of 
dragon fire crashed down upon the ground a few feet in front of him. 
The heat from the fire nearly scorched him, even at such a distance. 
He tried to turn tail and run in another direction, but just as he did, 
Zekrom landed before him. He toppled right over onto his back from 
the violent impact. Her eyes flashed as she raised up a winged hand, 
showing dangerously sharp claws ready to rip him to shreds. 


She plunged her claw straight down upon the Cubone, quick as 
lightning despite her bulky size. Thankfully Terron was able to roll out 
of the way just in time, barely avoiding the points of her claws as 
they became embedded in the ground. He hastily got to his feet as 
he fled from the great dragon. He didn't dare attack her; he knew he 
stood no chance against her. 


Terron immediately felt something grab him by the back of his jacket 
and lift him high off the ground. He was instantly flipped around, and 
soon found himself in Zekrom's grasp, raised up to her eye level. He 
could feel all of the energy coursing through her veins flowing 
through his own body, making his blood circulate faster. However, it 
did nothing for him, for the dragon held him tight in her grasp. He 
couldn't even move his arms to retrieve a bone weapon from his 
coat. 


Zekrom opened her jaws, revealing an entire mouthful of sharp 
incisors ready to cut him in half with a single bite. 


" Let him go, wretched dragon!" 


A mass of darkness slammed into Zekrom's temple, causing her to 
close her jaws into a grimace as she held up her free arm to take the 
brunt of the attack. The darkness continued to beat down upon her, 
but it didn't seem nearly as painful as before. Terron looked over to 
find that Nyx was shooting Zekrom with a Dark Pulse with a dark 
glare. She appeared to be trying to make the attack much larger with 
how the size of the pillar fluctuated rapidly, but seemed unable to do 
SO. 


Zekrom snarled as she shot the Darkrai a glare. But this time, there 
wasn't only malevolence burning in her glare. There was now an 
almost pitiful glimmer in her eyes. 


" So you are the Darkrai that Blight Forest swallowed. It turned 
you into a spawn," Zekrom noted quietly. 


" Yes, |am, but! am not like the ones you destroyed only moments 
ago." 


" If only | could believe that. You do not understand how much | 
wish I could save you." 


Zekrom spat out another stream of fire at the Darkrai. Nyx instantly 
swooped out of the way as she ceased her attack and flew around to 
Zekrom's back. She gathered energy in her claws, and then shot out 
a ray of frigid energy at the dragon's wings. Zekrom let out a harsh 
screech as the ice encased her wings, sealing them in their cold 
prison as they dug into her flesh. However, it was only for a brief 
moment, for the dragon flexed her wings and immediately shattered 
the icy binds. With her wings free, she instantly sprang into the air. 


The glow in her tail immediately began to intensify, filling the entire 
area with light as a massive amount of electricity gathered around 
her. At first, Terron worried that she would use the same power she 
had used upon that entire swarm of Plagued Ones and eradicate all 
of them with a single blast. But then, he quickly remembered that the 


power she was generating was an electrical power, meaning that he 
would absorb it all and render it harmless to all of his friends. It 
would even give him an incredible power boost, seeing as how it 
would be directly from one of the most powerful beings in existence. 


So, he did nothing as Zekrom finally discharged a massive explosion 
of blue lightning from her being. As to be expected, all of the 
electricity went directly into Terron's helmet, taking the full brunt of 
the attack. Terron was about to sigh in relief, but then, something 
very different happened. 


Massive amounts of pain suddenly shot through his body, frying the 
entirety of his insides and cooking him alive. He screamed as he 
violently thrashed in Zekrom's grasp, but was unable to break out. 
He could only cry out in pure, agonizing pain as his vision turned 
white and the world around him started to fade. 


"Stop this at once, Zekrom!" 


The pain stopped. Terron weakly blinked as his vision slowly 
returned to normal, allowing him to see that Zekrom was no longer 
sending off that potent energy. Instead, she seemed frozen on the 
spot, her eyes stunned and unmoving. The Cubone slowly followed 
her gaze to find that she was staring at Novus standing not too far 
away from her. His eyes shined with a deep resolve, somehow not 
afraid of the fearsome dragon before him. All of the fires that had 
been burning around them had somehow been put out, leaving the 
field charred and oozing of a grey haze. 


"| know it's very difficult to believe, but the Cubone and Darkrai 
before you are unique Blight Demons. | speak the truth," Novus 
explained, his voice filled with a power Terron had never heard him 
use before. "Legendary creatures such as the Darkrai can have the 
blight become a part of them, making the two of them the same 
creature and in doing so, the blight becomes harmless. And thanks 
to that symbiosis, the Darkrai mutated her own blight and gave the 
Cubone a part of it the same way that the original Blight Demon puts 
its blight into other creatures. Except his is just like hers in that it 


does not cause harm. So you have no reason to harm them. They 
are harmless." 


Zekrom didn't say anything. She only stared at the Quilava, her 
stupefied gaze now gone and replaced with a more solemn 
expression. Nyx, who had been hovering near Zekrom with a hostile 
claw held out before her, remained where she was, in case the 
dragon decided to continue her rampage against them. 


After a silent moment, the lightning dragon finally spoke. 


" You called me Zekrom," she said in a plain voice. "You know my 
true name. How do you know that name when | am only known 
as Black Lightning?" 


Novus didn't answer the question. He grimaced uncomfortably, 
though refused to remove his gaze from the mighty dragon before 
him. Zekrom looked at the Quilava for a moment longer, then gently 
set Terron on the ground at her side. Terron had barely even touched 
the ground before Nyx immediately picked him up and swooped 
back from Zekrom, distancing the two of them from her. But rather 
than flee, Nyx let Terron watch with her as Zekrom bent down, 
bringing her head closer to the little Quilava. Novus refused to move 
as she gazed at him from eye-level, staring at him cautiously. 


And then, her eyes suddenly widened as her jaw opened slightly 
ajar. 


" [t's you," she said, her voice quiet and cautious. "You're here. But 
why are you here when you were supposed to stay on Shiron? 
Why do you look like that?" 


"You know who | really am?" Novus asked, equally as cautious as 
Zekrom. 


" Yes, of course. Only you would know my true name, and I can 
sense your spirit even in that pitiful new body of yours. Why 
would I not be able to when you and | were once one creature?" 


All of the lethargy within Terron from being zapped with Zekrom's 
lightning immediately left him as he squirmed out of Nyx's grasp. 
She released him as he stumbled over to the equally baffled Quilava, 
who was still standing before his apparent other half. 


"Wait a minute," Terron said as he came in between Novus and 
Zekrom. "You're telling me that this Quilava right here... this Quilava 
who I've been hanging around for months... is actually Reshiram ? 
Like the Reshiram who's basically a fire god that can go around and 
incinerate everything in sight? The one who's supposed to be asleep 
back on Shiron right now?" 


Zekrom immediately withdrew herself from the two as the lights 
flowing through her body intensified. Terron immediately cringed 
back at the sight, anxious that she would attack once more. 


"There's no need for more violence, Zekrom," Novus stepped in, 
putting himself in front of Terron. "He isn't going to hurt you. He's 
only having this reaction because... | admittedly hid the truth from 
him all this time. | never told anyone the truth. He has every right to 
be upset with me, given our current circumstances." 


The black dragon eyed Terron a second longer, casting hima 
suspicious gaze, and then dimmed the lights upon her body as she 
lowered herself into a more comfortable sitting position. Terron found 
it extremely strange to see such a massive creature before him 
attempting to sit among his presence as if to engage in a friendly 
chat, but chose not to dwell in the thought. He had other, more 
important things to worry about. 


Terron brought his dark gaze back to Novus. He didn't even get to 
say anything before the Quilava began to sigh. 


"| Suppose | should tell you everything," Novus said in a saddened 
tone. "We've found Zekrom, and well... there's no point in hiding the 
truth from you any longer. So here, take a seat Terron. | have a lot to 
explain to you and to Zekrom. You two both need to know. You too, 
Nyx." 


Terron didn't exactly feel any better upon hearing this, but did as 
instructed and found a patch of grass to sit upon. Seconds later, Nyx 
joined them, finding a spot to sit near Terron. Novus cast both of 
them a sad smile as he made his way over to Zekrom and stood 
beside her massive form. Terron and Nyx turned themselves around 
to fully face the two supposed legendary beings that they had been 
searching for all along. 


"| was not brought into this world as Novus," the Quilava began, his 
voice brimming with a power that would seem fit for the divine 
creature he supposedly was. "A very long time ago, on the very day 
that the world split into Shiron and Kuron, a great and magnificent 
being known as Rem split itself in two. And thus, | came into 
existence from that fracture and was endowed the name of 
Reshiram. The moment | was given life, | immediately knew my 
purpose. Rem's memories and the half of its soul within me were a 
part of me, driving everything | stood for. For though | was no longer 
Rem, | still was Rem at the exact same time. | was a living paradox, 
something that I'm sure most of you can relate to. But perhaps I'll 
explain my philosophical nonsense for another time. Due to the fact 
that half of Rem's soul was the entirety of my own soul, | knew why | 
was brought into existence. So | flew into Shiron and prepared 
myself to serve as guardian over the Pokémon, to shield them from 
harm just as Rem had done before the blight corrupted the world. 


"But then, just as | entered Shiron, something happened to me. | still 
cannot understand what it was to this day, but | suddenly felt an 
overwhelming lethargy overcome me, and the next thing | knew, my 
body collapsed. | fell out of the sky, and then just as | hit the ground, 
my body morphed itself into a spherical, stone-like object. That was 
the last thing | remembered before that sudden fatigue completely 
overtook me, putting me into a very deep sleep that | could not wake 
from." 


" The same happened to me," Zekrom stated. "Shortly after | 
arrived in Kuron, | fell into a deep slumber and my body was 
reduced to a pitiful state. | was unable to do anything but sleep 


in that new form, completely unaware of everything happening 
around me." 


"So it happened to the both of us," Novus said thoughtfully. "Nyx 
really did see the both of us falling comatose. But | believe that's as 
far as our stories go in similarities Zekrom, for you see, | never 
awoke from my slumber." 


"What do you mean? You are standing among me right now. | 
feel your spirit within that body of yours as we speak." 


Novus sighed in melancholy as he cast a shameful glance down 
upon the ground. 


"When the Blight Demons first appeared in Shiron many centuries 
after | fell into that uncanny slumber, | sensed them," Novus uttered 
in a quiet tone. "I did not wake from my slumber, but | could feel their 
presence crawling throughout the region. | could feel the 
Primogenitor's, the original Blight Demon's, taint in them and knew 
that the monster that we had tried to stop as Rem was upon us once 
again. When | sensed those demons running amok, | knew | had to 
wake up. | Knew | had to stop the Primogenitor from bringing more 
death and suffering to the world. | was not about to let history repeat 
itself. But... | could not wake up. My body remained locked in 
slumber and it refused to revert back into my true form. It remained 
stuck in that stone form, unmoving and completely useless as | 
struggled within it. But no matter what | did, | could not turn back into 
the mighty dragon | was supposed to be for whatever reason. 


"When | could not break out, something started to happen to me. 
This unbearable desperation consumed me, demanding for me to 
stop the catastrophe that was to encroach Shiron in due time. It was 
a thought that would never leave me, tormenting me endlessly as | 
remained in my useless body. It told me over and over again that | 
had to stop the Blight Demons. It told me that | could not sit and 
remain useless. But no matter what | did, | could not break free. | 
was trapped. And yet... that horrible feeling never left me, torturing 


me day after day and forcing me to have horrifying visions of Shiron 
overrun with blight... 


"| couldn't take it anymore after the fifth day. | had to free myself of 
the relentless thought, and | knew that there was only one way to do 
so. So | did something that | never would have dared to do before in 
my desperation to escape from the torment; | left my body and 
wandered Shiron as a spirit until | came across a feral Quilava who 
had died from falling into a river when escaping a predator and 
drowned as a result. And then... | seeped my spirit into that 
Quilava's body and joined my spirit with that physical body. The next 
thing | knew, | was suddenly that Quilava, but with my mind 
completely my own. There wasn't a single trace of that feral within 
me due to its spirit having already departed to the spirit world. And 
so... now that | had given myself physical form, | renamed myself 
Novus, for | did not want to wear my true name when using sucha 
lowly form, and began my quest to stop the Blight Demons whilst 
searching for a way to awaken my true body. And thus, that is why | 
am the way | am now in this lowly mortal form." 


Everyone stared at Novus, or rather, Reshiram trapped within a 
Quilava body. For a moment, no one said anything. They only tried 
to process everything he had just told them and carefully trying to 
sort through the details. They could only keep their stunned gazes 
fixed to Novus, who remained standing amongst them with a deeply 
ashamed frown. 


After an awkward moment of silence, someone finally spoke. 


"So this whole time when you said that you've been around since 
forever," Terron started to say in a low voice, "you've actually just 
been alive as Rem, then went into a coma for hundreds of years, 
then you've been wandering around as a Quilava? You were never 
actually immortal while you were in that Quilava body?" 


"No, though | am immortal in my true body, | cannot carry that over to 
this body," Novus replied. "All of my divine power and abilities are 
sealed within my actual body. This Quilava body is very much 


susceptible to death and ages just as any other mortal body would. | 
imagine this body only has a decade left before it starts to 
deteriorate." 


"But you can just leave that body and go find another one and keep 
living forever basically," Terron then said. 


"| suppose if | wanted to, | very well could," Novus answered. 
"However, I'd rather not. It took quite a bit of time to adjust to this 
weak Quilava body when | know | am supposed to have abilities far 
greater than any mortal fire Pokémon should. And then also, it takes 
a while for my spirit to fully sync with the body when it's not truly 
mine. You must understand that in theory | am possessing corpses 
and reanimating them. You do not want to understand the process | 
must go through to rid myself of the decaying tissue, purge myself of 
the bacteria and Pokémon that eat away at the dying flesh, and then 
revitalize the body to make it so that it functions as a living creature 
again. It's a process | honestly do not want to go through again. | 
never would have done it in the first place if it weren't for the fact that 
| was so desperate to free myself of those awful thoughts. | was 
fortunate enough that | found a body that didn't die a violent death. If 
that Quilava had died because it was crushed by a boulder or died of 
a puncture wound from a fatal encounter with some predator... | 
dread to think what it would have felt like to join with that body." 


Terron shuddered at the thought of the borderline necromancy 
Novus had committed as well as the potential fate of joining witha 
mangled corpse. He could very vividly see Reshiram fusing with the 
Quilava form he now had, only with much of its flesh torn away from 
wild Mandibuzz that had feasted upon the decaying body long before 
the dragon spirit had found it. He imagined that Novus would have 
looked like a zombie with the way his muscles would have been 
exposed with many of his organs hanging out of the deep puncture 
wounds created when the dark creatures tore out his flesh. He also 
considered that some of Novus's organs might have been missing. 
Terron quickly forced the thought out of his mind before it could 
possibly grow more grotesque. 


"So that's your big secret then, huh?" Terron asked. "That's what you 
wouldn't tell me this whole time?" 


"Yes... that was what | hid from everyone | knew," Novus admitted. "I 
know that you're probably upset with me for hiding the truth from you 
for so long, but you must understand that | had no other choice. If 
someone found out that | was Reshiram, | could only imagine the 
commotion that would occur. Then not only that, but imagine if the 
Fellowship knew about my existence. The Primogenitor no doubt 
wants to rid both myself and Zekrom from Kuron and Shiron. It 
probably knows that we could eradicate it. So imagine if it knew that 
Reshiram, one of its feared enemies, was inside the body of a weak 
little Quilava... imagine what it would do to me. I... | do not want that 
horrifying creature to find me until | find my body again. | already 
shudder at the thought of having to face that creature in my true 
form." 


Terron thought for a moment. He could understand why Novus had 
lied to him; the Quilava's points were valid. However, as he thought 
about the situation, much darker thoughts were soon to surface. With 
these dark thoughts, he soon realized something that stirred up a 
number of hostile and malicious emotions within him. 


"But if you were here with us this whole time... why did you send 
everybody to go find you?" Terron then asked in a simmering voice, 
a dark glint in his eyes. "Why did you tell everybody that Zekrom was 
back on Shiron when she on Kuron? You knew she was here, yet 
you made it sound like she was back on Shiron. Why did you do all 
of that, knowing that we wouldn't find anything?" 


"Terron, | would never do that," Novus said with anxious haste. "I can 
understand why you think that, but that was never my intention. | did 
not separate Zeverous and Zekra from us without purpose. My body 
truly is back on Shiron and | need someone to retrieve it so that | can 
attempt to awaken it and use it once more. As for Zekrom, like | said 
before, | honestly did think that she was on Shiron. | did not know if 
the creator would allow her to come here, given that he no longer 
wanted Pokémon mingling with humans after that forceful separation 


thanks to that dimensional split. | swear that | did not send us on this 
journey only to have our efforts be purposeless. | would never 
manipulate you to do something like that when | knew how much it 
pained you to be separated from Zekra." 


The Cubone kept his glower glued to Novus, still feeling the bitter 
emotions seething within him. After a short, contemplative moment, 
he finally sighed as he softly shook his head. 


"You're right," Terron said quietly. "You wouldn't do anything like that. 
Sorry that | was being like that. | guess I'm still kind of in shock about 
everything. It's a lot to take in, knowing that I've actually been 
hanging around an immortal legendary." 


" You have had me in your presence for quite a while and you did not 
seem to mind that.” 


"But | Knew that you were a legendary the second you started 
hanging around us," Terron chuckled at the Darkrai. "You didn't go 
disguising yourself as a Mightyena or something like that. You were 
a Darkrai and didn't even try to hide it." 


" True." 


Terron chuckled some more. He found it was the only way to relieve 
himself of the awkwardness and stress of the situation. Here he was 
sitting amongst the company of three very powerful Pokémon known 
to the world as legendaries, him being the only insignificant and 
mortal Pokémon there. He knew that Nyx was technically mortal 
herself if it weren't for the fact that she had an ever-regenerating 
plague within her, but she was still nonetheless a superior being to 
him. Everyone around him was. Even the one he thought he had 
something in common with, the little Quilava standing beside the 
almighty black dragon, was only pretending to be mortal. In reality, 
he was just as mighty in stature and strength as the ones 
surrounding him. 


It was then that Terron realized that he was ignoring a certain 
massive creature. He looked up at Zekrom and saw how she was 
gazing upon the group with her penetrating crimson eyes, as if she 
were studying the little ones around her. Terron didn't know how he 
had managed to forget all about her until just then. She was clearly 
not an easy Pokémon to miss in their small group. 


"Zekrom..." Terron said, forcing himself to sound as respectful as he 
could lest he anger her and send her into a rampage. "It's nice to 
finally meet you. I'm Terron, and this Darkrai here is Nyx." 


" The same with you, Terron," Zekrom replied, now wearing a 
bemused smile. "/ apologize for nearly eradicating you earlier; | 
didn't know that spawn could possibly be benevolent. Ever 
since the spawn arrived here, they have been nothing but 
malicious creatures of death. | had no reason to think that you 
were any different." 


"It's alright," Terron said with a reluctant frown. "I guess you didn't 
know any better. But, how did you hurt me even though you used a 
lightning attack? I'm a ground-type, your power shouldn't hurt me." 


" That is because while that power Is filled with lightning, it aims 
directly at the blight inside you," she answered. "So while it can't 
hurt you personally, it will hurt your blight, which is the pain 
you felt." 


"Oh, well that would explain a lot..." Terron said quietly. 


The black dragon smiled for a brief moment before it vanished as a 
more solemn expression came over her. 


" But I don't understand how the blight within you and Nyx is 
benevolent," she then said to the Cubone. "I know Reshiram 
explained that Nyx gave you a harmless blight, but that does 
not make much sense either. How did you, Nyx, break free from 
the Primogenitor, the one you Call the origin of the spawn? Why 
do you, Terron, have the blight within you in the first place? 


Then not only that, but | do not understand why any of you are 
here among me in Kuron. You should not be able to come 
here." 


"Well that truly is quite a long story, Zekrom," Novus replied in lieu of 
Terron. "But because | know that you truly do want to know, I'll surely 
tell you all of it to the best of my in return, | ask that you explain to 
me your own story when | am done. There is quite a bit | don't 
understand about your own situation." 


" So |! am not the only one confused by the current 
circumstances. How amusing," Zekrom chuckled to herself, her 
laughter lightly rumbling the ground. "Very well, that is fair. Do 
inform me of what you have been doing this entire time you 
have been in that Quilava body of yours, Reshiram, and how it 
relates to the two spawn beside you. I'm sure it will be quite 
interesting." 


"Oh, it most certainly is..." Novus muttered under his breath. 


Nonetheless, the Quilava took in a deep breath as he composed 
himself and took a seat beside the massive dragon. 


"After | joined myself with this body, | soent much of my time trying to 
find my true body," Novus explained. "I tried to join an organization 
called the Special Tasks Fellowship that was known for trying to find 
a way to stop the Blight Demons, or spawn as you're now calling 
them. But they would not take me in because | didn't have a team 
and | refused to join one because | was much too prideful at the 
time. | didn't want anyone with me when | found my body again; | did 
not want anyone to be a liability to me. So when | could not join that 
organization, | tried to search for the body on my own. Of course, | 
never found it despite having a vague idea of where it might be, and 
decided that | would settle down as an instructor at a training facility | 
came across one day until | came up with a better idea. Thus | 
remained there for many years, training those | came across so that 
if | could not find my body for the time being, | could at least make 


others stronger so they could better defend themselves should the 
demons descend upon them. 


"But then, | met Terron out in a field when | was venturing one day, 
along with his Zorua companion who is not with us at this very 
moment. | discovered that they were fledgling Fellowship members, 
which was quite intriguing and thus | kept an eye on them. It was 
very amusing to watch them grow in both physical and emotional 
strength as they went about their laborious days. And though it took 
some time, but | eventually came to realize that there was something 
very promising about those two. | couldn't quite understand what 
gave me that impression, but | soon began to feel that perhaps they 
could help me find my true body, as well as you since | still thought 
that you were on Shiron. But when | finally convinced myself to join 
their growing team, | quickly discovered that there was something 
very... Off about all of them." 


Novus cast a glance at Terron, and gestured his paw toward him. 
Terron shot the Quilava a confused glance, but his mind was quick to 
piece together what Novus wanted from him. He frowned nervously 
as he adjusted his posture and sat up straight. 


"My team and | had gone on this mission before Nov- um, Reshiram 
found us," Terron said, shirking a bit as he stared up at Zekrom. 


"You do not have to call me by that name," Novus cut in indifferently. 
"In fact, I'd prefer to be called Novus until we find my body. | don't 
want to wear my true name when I'm no longer fit to have it in this 
insignificant body." 


"Okay, well before Novus asked to join my team," Terron corrected, 
“we had gone on this trip for the Fellowship. There was four of us at 
the time, and we had to go to one of the other Fellowship bases to 
get these evolution stones. Because well, there's five bases, and the 
one we were told to go to supposedly had a whole bunch of them. 
So we went there and we thought we were just going to get them 
from the leaders and leave... but it turned out that we had to go into 
this thing called a Mystery Dungeon to get them. A Mystery Dungeon 


is like this environment that's all corrupted and weird, and they're all 
over Shiron. Like, everywhere, but most of the time they're not that 
bad. Well apparently this one we were supposed to go into was 
apparently really, really messed up. It was so messed up, that it 
sucked us inside when we got close to it and had all of this freaky 
stuff trying to kill us inside. Like there were these tentacles that 
would rip off our skin, and this place that made our emotions go out 
of control and made us hallucinate. And then it made our guide to try 
to kill us right when we were going to get out of there... 


"But the worst part was that when we got out, we found out that we 
all had the blight inside of us. Because you see, all of the Mystery 
Dungeons on Shiron are actually nightmares that Nyx made when 
she was under the Primogenitor's control and she'd try to trap 
Pokémon in them so she could send them off to the Primogenitor 
and make more spawn. And, that dungeon | went to was where Nyx 
actually was. All of the other dungeons just had copies of her. | went 
into the one where she was the most powerful and so, | got the blight 
in me and so did my friends. We thought it was evil since we knew 
about the spawn and what they did, so we wanted to tell our 
Fellowship, but our guide ended up forcing us not to say anything. 
So we just had to stay quiet, and that's when Novus decided to join 
us and we told him everything..." 


Zekrom stared down upon the Cubone, giving him a concerned, yet 
also threatening look at the exact same time. Terron anticipated that 
she would say something, perhaps to prod him for more answers, 
but she continued to remain silent. Terron wasn't sure if he found 
that comforting or not. 


“Everything that follows is quite confusing and takes an absurdly 
long time to explain, so | will try to condense it in a concise manner 
as much as | can," Novus then went on. "But basically, shortly after 
telling me the truth, the Fellowship the Cubone and his friends were 
staying at was destroyed by the Blight Demons, as well as two of his 
friends. So due to the fact that they were both children, they were 
dismissed and | went with them to a new home. But of course, we 


left that home after a time and we sought to find a way to end the 
Blight Demons ourselves. Which, after a large amount of events, we 
finally decided to go into the dungeon that had blighted them in the 
first place and defeat Nyx, thinking it would end our problems. We 
did succeed in defeating Nyx, but as you can tell, it turned out things 
weren't quite as we thought and we discovered that the Darkrai was 
nothing but a brainwashed pawn and that the Fellowship was sided 
with the Primogenitor. But thankfully defeating Nyx set her free, so 
she brought us to safety. Then after a long rest, we decided to go 
find my body and yourself, for no one knew what else to do and | 
knew that was the only true way we could finally put an end to the 
blight. As for why we are here with you, that's because due to a very 
strange encounter with the Unown while searching for my body, we 
went into their realm and found a portal within their realm that lead to 
here. Thus, we are where we are now." 


" You weren't lying when you told me that your story was quite 
lengthy and perplexing," Zekrom said in reply after a short pause. 
"You have had a very interesting time on Shiron. It makes my 
own experiences here on Kuron appear quite pale when 
compared to yours." 


"So you do not doubt the validity of the seemingly downright 
impossible claims | have just made?" Novus asked. "Even though 
parts of it contradict everything you have witnessed on Kuron?" 


" Of course | don't," Zekrom said to him with a warm smile. "/ see 
no reason as to why you would lie to me. | admit that | had a 
difficult ttme comprehending that the blight can be benevolent, 
but after observing the two beside you, I can see that you spoke 
the truth about that as well. If they were true spawn, they would 
have made an attempt to devour the two of us by now. So 
there's no need to fear; | believe every word you said." 


Novus sighed in relief. Terron, on the other hand, kept his puzzled 
gaze fixed to Zekrom. While he was quite grateful that she had 
chosen to believe them and not eradicate them on the spot, he hada 
difficult time believing that Zekrom was able to trust them so easily. 


He almost thought that she was perhaps a little too gullible or naive 
for her own good. However, he then considered that perhaps he was 
only so baffled by her cooperation because of his own past 
experiences. Trust was becoming a rare luxury for him, and it was 
becoming an almost subconscious action to doubt every single word 
any stranger spoke to him. He imagined Zekrom was more trusting, 
or at least more open to listening, because she wasn't tainted by the 
betrayal Terron had encountered. 


Terron watched as the black dragon rose to her feet. The ground 
rumbled as she steadied herself, forcing Terron to firmly plant both of 
his paws onto the ground to prevent himself from falling over. 


" As | promised, | will tell you what has happened to me ever 
since | awoke," Zekrom said. "But | do not think remaining here 
is for the best for that. Climb onto me and | will take you 
somewhere that | think is much better than this empty field. It 
should only take a minute or two." 


Terron shot the dragon a baffled expression, seeing how much she 
towered over him with her mighty stature. He didn't know how he 
was supposed to get on her with the way her hide seemed so 
smooth and seemingly without a single place to grip. Climbing onto 
her seemed about as easy as climbing up a steel wall with no 
indentations whatsoever. But his worries were soon relieved, for 
Zekrom set one of her claws down upon the ground before him. 
Though still intimidated by her sheer size, Terron made his way 
toward her massive clawed hand and stepped onto it, Novus soon 
joining him. 


Zekrom smiled pleasantly as she raised up her hand and set the 
three upon her shoulder. Terron and Novus awkwardly fumbled 
around for a few seconds, taking extra care not to stumble off the 
dragon, until they were both sitting on opposite shoulders. Terron 
found that despite her appearance, she actually felt very rough and 
had many small groves upon her that served as adequate places to 
grip onto her. He had no idea how well they would fare when she 
would actually fly, but he felt it was better than nothing. 


Nyx, however, chose to hover at a distance from the dragon's head. 


" | would prefer to fly by myself than attempt to sit upon you. | do not 
think that would quite work with me." 


" [t's completely your choice," Zekrom shrugged. "However, you 
must realize that I fly at speeds matched by almost no one. I 
might leave you behind in that case." 


"| will be able to keep up with your speed, do not worry. | will not be 
falling behind.” 


" If you insist. Well then, time to go. | suggest you two on me 
hang on tight. There is a reason why | am called Black Lightning 
by the humans." 


Before Terron could ask what she meant, Zekrom swiftly spread out 
her wings and leapt into the air. Terron felt his stomach lurch as he 
hastily gripped onto her shoulders. A few seconds after doing so, a 
very bright light emitted from behind as a loud whirling sound emitted 
through the air. Terron looked back to find that the lights and sounds 
were coming directly from her tail. The light was swirling around in 
circles, growing brighter and brighter with each second as the 
glowing lines upon her body seemed to intensify. 


And then, a flash of blue went off, and rings of electricity burst out of 
Zekrom's tail. 


Terron was nearly knocked off the great dragon from a sudden gale 
of wind. He hastily tightened his grip onto Zekrom as the wind 
continued to pummel him, trying to blow him right off her and send 
him spiraling down into Kuron. He feebly fought against the force as 
he turned his head back around in an attempt to see where Zekrom 
was flying to. However, he was quick to find that he could see 
literally nothing at all. Zekrom was flying so fast that everything was 
reduced to nothing but a mesh of colors, rendering the cities to 
nothing but quick flashes of neon light. The only thing he could see 


in clear detail was the sky, which still retained its appearance as an 
endless blanket of black with thousands of pinpoints of light. 


The Cubone could feel the wind growing stronger with each passing 
second. It was pressing him further and further off the dragon, 
ripping his hands off her so that it could send him to his death. And 
though Terron resisted as much as he could and held on for dear life, 
he knew that his efforts were only buying him limited time. Any 
second now he would finally lose his grip and plummet into the 
depths of Kuron. It was only a matter of time. 


Terron opened his mouth to scream for Zekrom to stop, but then, the 
wind stopped. Everything became still, and the Cubone no longer felt 
a force pinning him down while simultaneously pushing him away. 


" Here we are. Much more suitable." 


Terron felt something grab him by the back of his coat and gently set 
him down upon the ground. He turned around to find Zekrom 
standing before him, setting Novus down beside him with Nyx 
already at his side. He blinked a few times, still stunned from 
suddenly being free of the perilous flight. 


After a few seconds, his stupor finally passed, and he allowed 
himself to look upon his new surroundings. Terron found himself in 
what appeared to be the remains of what was once a grand Kuron 
city similar to that of the one Terron had been exploring earlier. All of 
the buildings stood tall and proud before him, but they were without 
life. The glow he had grown quite accustomed to was not present 
anywhere, leaving the city dead and eerily vacant. It didn't feel right 
to be surrounded by so much darkness with the only light source 
being Zekrom herself. Her light, despite being so bright, could only 
ward off so much darkness. 


The lightning dragon frowned pitifully as she gazed upon the city with 
the Cubone. 


" Five years ago, the spawn arrived in Kuron," she spoke. "I 
knew that they were Pokémon filled with the blight since | knew 
what the blight felt like as Rem, but I didn't understand why the 
blight had chosen to take on this form when in the past, it 
would simply devour everything. Whatever was the reason, | 
was never able to find the answer and | was unconcerned at the 
time. For the moment they arrived in Kuron, | sensed them and 
knew that I had to put a stop to them. Just as you thought 
Reshiram, | could not let history repeat itself. | wasn't about to 
let more death come upon this world | was to guard. At that very 
moment, | knew I had to wake up. And so, | did and rushed to 
where I sensed the spawn. It was at this very place we stand 
now. 


" Though I came here as quickly as | could, I'm afraid | wasn't 
fast enough. The humans hadn't created their guardians and 
still roamed about the night unsuspectingly. So when the spawn 
descended upon them, it did not take much effort for the spawn 
to overwhelm the humans. By the time | arrived, all of the 
humans were gone. Some of them lay dead in the streets, but 
otherwise, there wasn't a single uncorrupted soul in the city. All 
that was left were spawn. | do not know the exact number of 
how many humans were killed, were carried away to that 
Primogenitor, or evacuated to a much safer location, but | knew 
there were casualties. When I saw what had happened, | knew 
from that point on what I had to do. So without a second 
thought, | eradicated every single one of those spawn and 
vowed to hunt each and every one down and prevent them from 
repeating what they had committed here. Eventually the 
humans discovered the spawn for themselves. They created 
these guardians, these metallic beings modeled after their 
strange lesser creatures called animals, to eradicate spawn on 
sight. Then as the guardians roamed about their cities, the 
humans boarded themselves and their animals indoors until the 
sun rose. They knew | existed and knew what I was doing, so 
they did these things to help ease my burden. But I never 
stopped. | discovered that the guardians could only temporarily 


ward off the spawn, as they would reform a time later, only for 
the guardians to kill them again and begin an endless cycle 
until morning. | truly was the only one capable of destroying the 
spawn permanently. | imagined that it had to do with the fact 
that | am half of Rem and thus | was endowed with divine 
powers, but it didn't matter in the end. I knew that I was to 
protect Kuron, and | would fulfill my role without question. Rem 
split and made me for a reason, and | will not disappoint my 
Original self." 


Zekrom finally finished as she continued to cast her somber, but 
resolute glare upon the city. The three with her remained silent, 
contemplating over her words and having their own melancholy 
memories come over them. The decimation of the city she could not 
save was a story too greatly paralleled to the tragedies of several 
cities back on Shiron. It seemed that no matter where they went, 
Plagued Ones would completely devour entire populations 
relentlessly. 


"So nobody's ever come back here, huh?" Terron then asked. 


" Humans come here occasionally in the day," Zekrom answered 
vacantly. "Though, it is only to serve as a grim reminder of what 
the spawn are truly capable of. This city is more a memorial 
than anything else." 


"Yeah, | can get that," Terron said in dismay. 


So the Plagued Ones started showing up on Kuron right after Dimitri 
left. Terron thought. Because if it's been five years here, then it's 
been twenty-five on Shiron, so it adds up right. But why would they 
come right after Dimitri left? | know that isn't a coincidence. Was the 
Primogenitor looking for Yimtri since he got away? 


Before Terron could ponder more, he saw the Quilava look over at 
him. 


"| believe it's finally time to get going," Novus spoke. "We have found 
what we need." 


The Quilava turned to the great dragon beside him, who was no 
longer glowing with the ethereal colors. She looked down upon him 
with a curious stare. 


"Zekrom, | have a very humble request to ask of you," Novus said to 
her, bowing his head. "As | said before, | and a few others have set 
our minds to destroying the Primogenitor so that we might put an 
end to the blight once and for all. | Knew that the moment | began my 
quest, | needed to find not just my body, but you as well. | Knew that 
though | haven't seen you in centuries, you are the only one who can 
truly help us. All of the other legendary beings we once knew are 
gone, and it is only you and | who can stop the Primogenitor now. So 
please, | ask of you, come with us to Shiron for the time being. | 
know that you're reluctant to leave behind Kuron when you have 
been protecting it so greatly all these years, but understand that you 
will not be gone for too long. One year here is five on Shiron, 
meaning that if you were gone for five days on Shiron, you would 
only be gone for one here. I'm sure that the humans, who have 
created the guardians to aid them, will be fine. So please, help me 
find my own body so that together, you and | can put an end to the 
Primogenitor. | honestly, with all of my heart, believe that is what 
Rem would have wanted if we were still it." 


The divine creature looked upon the insignificant Quilava with a 
blank stare. Novus, seemingly able to sense this, brought his gaze 
back up to the mighty dragon and returned the same expression. 
Terron and Nyx could only watch as the two Rem halves held their 
gaze, seemingly locked in a wordless conversation only the two of 
them could partake in. 


After a long moment of silence, Zekrom's solemn expression was 
broken by a soft smile. 


" Of course, Reshiram," Zekrom spoke. "! will gladly join you and 
aid you in your quest to destroy the Primogenitor. | too want 


nothing more than for the blight to finally be purged from the 
worlds we both protect. This will be the last time it resurfaces 
and flourishes." 


"Thank you, Zekrom," Novus replied, smiling as well. "| greatly 
appreciate your help." 


Zekrom carefully reached down and picked up Novus and Terron off 
the ground and set them upon her shoulders. 


" How do you intend to return to Shiron?" Zekrom then asked. "I 
do not have the power to travel between dimensions I'm afraid 
and I can safely assume neither can any of you." 


"The only way is to find those Unown again," Novus answered. "As 
tedious as it's going to be, we'll have to track them down and use 
one of their portals to get to their world. But once we go to their 
world, it should be no problem getting back to Shiron. The only 
difficult part is finding those Unown. It's so difficult to predict where 
they will appear." 


"| can sense them, somewhat. They give off a very unique aura. If 
we circle about Kuron, | should be able to sense them eventually and 
hopefully we can reach the portal in time." 


"Well then | guess that's what we'll do then," Novus then said. 
"Thanks for informing us about that, Nyx. Well if that's the case, let's 
find a place to rest for a while and then begin our search for the 
Unown." 


Zekrom nodded as she opened her wings and took off into the sky, 
this time at a much slower and gentler place so that no one felt that 
they would go flying off her. 


Terron thought he should have felt happy as they sped through the 
air, watching Kuron roll past him. He knew that as of that moment, he 
and his companions had recruited Zekrom, one of the dragons that 
they needed to defeat the Primogenitor. Then not only that, but he 


also discovered that he had the other dragon with him the entire time 
and that all that was left to be done was to find his body. So ina 
sense, Terron's group had found both of the legendary dragons they 
had so heavily sought and were only a portal away from defeating 
the Primogenitor. Very soon, the nightmare would end and the 
worlds would be at peace. 


And yet, Terron felt a strange emptiness in his heart and he already 
knew why. It was because as of that moment, the group no longer 
had a reason to remain on Kuron and was to return home. In other 
words, Terron would never be able to visit his old home as a human 
and see what he had left behind. And though Terron tried to convince 
himself that it wasn't important and there was probably nothing there, 
his heart continued to long for that he could not have. 


But perhaps most of all, he knew what defeating the Primogenitor 
really meant. He had figured it out when Nyx had told him she would 
die as soon as the Primogenitor died because the blight was 
inseparably intertwined with her entire being. He hadn't had much 
time to ponder in it due to Zekrom's impromptus appearance, but 
now that he did, the awful truth finally took its emotional toll on him. 


If the Primogenitor was finally killed and wiped from existence... then 
surely the same fate awaited anyone who held the plague within 
them. 


It was the late evening in the realm where only Pokémon roamed, 
when everyone unwound from their daily activities before retiring for 
the night. Upon Shirra, in the little village of Shellshore, things were 
no exception. Despite being separated from the main region by quite 
a number of miles of ocean and shielded from the horrors that 
plagued the main land, the routine was the same. It was universal no 
matter where you were on Shiron. 


This was especially so for a certain Sylveon and Glaceon. 


The two Pokémon sat within their comfortable home at a wooden 
table much too big for the both of them, eating their dinner together. 
The sun had set not too long ago, leaving only a glowing orb set 
upon the table to serve as a light source. And though it was 
somewhat dim from repeated use, it was still adequate enough for 
the two. 


"I'm really starting to wonder if we should get a smaller table," the 
Sylveon said as she rubbed one of her ribbon-like appendages 
across the surface. "It makes me feel a little lonely whenever | eat at 
its? 


"Oh? Am | not enough company for you?" the Glaceon asked with a 
teasing grin. 


The Sylveon laughed for a short moment, but soon had her happy 
grin fade back into a saddened smile. 


"Well | mean, I'm so used to sharing this table with children," she 
clarified. "| mean, way back when, we used to have Ivy, Eclair, and 
Vee here for a long time. And then after they all left, Crystelle was 
here with us, and when she was still here, we had those three that 
Len asked us to look after. But now, all of them have left and it's kind 
of strange looking at this table and not seeing a bunch of jittery 
children sitting around us..." 


"Ah, yes | know how you feel," the Glaceon admitted. "| do miss all of 
them sometimes, but I'm afraid that they're gone now. They're all 
grown up now, except for maybe Crystelle and Len's little ones. Bult, 
we're probably not going to see Crystelle for another few months, 
and | have no idea what is to become of Terron, Zekra, and 
Novus..." 


"Do you think that they're alright? | worry about them sometimes." 
"As do |. The three of them were rather vague about what they 


wanted to go do and it sounded incredibly dangerous... but knowing 
them, | do believe they should be fine. They have Novus with them, 


not to mention we sent that mercenary to take care of them. | havea 
strong feeling that he won't let us down." 


The Sylveon nodded as she silently took an apple from her plate and 
took a bite out of it. 


"What could they have possibly gone off to do?" she wondered 
aloud. "What could have been so important that they had to leave us 
and do it all by themselves? | think about it all the time, but I just 
can't come up with anything. | wonder if Eclair would know 
something since-" 


There was a very loud thump from outside of the home. The Sylveon 
and Glaceon stopped eating as they stared at the front door, both of 

them as still as could be. They waited for something else to happen, 

perhaps for something scurrying out in the sand or voices, but there 

was nothing. 


The two gave each other a glance, and then simultaneously got up 
and quietly made their way toward the door. With held breaths, they 
opened door just a crack and cautiously peered outside. They were 
very quick to figure out what had made that noise, and the second 
they did, the two of them nearly had a panic attack. 


There, collapsed on their doorstep and out cold, was Zekra. 


Chapter 66: Home 


X 
Chapter 66 


Home 


| can't deal with any of this anymore. 


All of my family's gone, | can't talk to my best friend anymore, my 
best friend's other half hates me, | don't ever want to see Nyx again, 
and the world is completely against me. | can't keep fighting. | can't 
go back to my old team, especially not when Tear's there... there's 
only one place for me in this world now. 


| really wish things didn't have to be this way, but it's not like there 
was any choice. 


I'm just so tired... 
| can't keep doing any of this... 
| can't keep torturing myself... 


Zekra slowly opened her eyes. The gloomy thoughts echoing within 
her mind continued for a few more moments, and then slowly grew 
more and more distant until her mind was silent once more. She 
sighed and was about to fall back into slumber, but she noticed 
something. She was lying upon a large multi-colored rug, sunlight 
pouring down upon her from a nearby window. Upon seeing this, 
Zekra realized that all was not right. The last thing she could 
remember was flying through the air in the middle of the night and 
making her way over the ocean. She couldn't remember ever 
stopping into an inn or whatever this strange room was that she now 
found herself in. She didn't even remember falling asleep. 


The Zorua glanced at her surroundings some more. The room was a 
fairly small one with a few pieces of furniture scattered about it, such 
as a dresser and a bookshelf filled with various books of sorts. From 
what she could tell, it was a bedroom in someone's house, and 
somehow it seemed strangely familiar to her. However, Zekra wasn't 
going to let that remain a mystery for very long. With a yawn, she 
climbed onto her feet and headed toward the sole door in the room. 
But just as Zekra was to reach for the handle and leave, she saw her 
reflection in a mirror hung on a wall nearby. 


She was a complete mess. Much of her fur was matted with dry 
blood and dirt, making her fur stick up in odd places. Even the purple 
cape that was draped over her body like a cloak was torn in many 
places. And yet, despite this, there wasn't a single injury upon her. 
There wasn't a scar anywhere along her skin that could have 
suggested where the dried blood could have come from. Upon 
seeing her raggedy and unkempt appearance, Zekra suddenly 
realized where she was and her circumstances surrounding it. 


The Zorua hastily opened the door and bolted down the hallway. She 
only made it about halfway down when a familiar Sylveon and 
Glaceon appeared at the end of it. The moment they saw her, they 
rushed over to her as she brought herself to a halt. Zekra felt a very 
uncomfortable pain stir up in her heart as the two adults embraced 
her from either side, pressing their faces against her filthy cheeks. 


"Oh, you're awake! You're finally awake," the Sylveon whispered, 
stroking Zekra's head with one of her ribbons. "I was getting really 
worried about you. You wouldn't wake up when we found you and 
you had all of those awful injuries all over you... | really was starting 
to think you were dead." 


"I'm alright," Zekra assured in a quiet voice. "I'm not dead. | just got 
hurt before | got here, but you don't have to worry. I'm not hurt 
anymore because I'm... I'm a fast healer. | just look like this because 
| haven't taken a bath or anything in days." 


The Sylveon smiled softly as she held Zekra closer, constricting the 
little Zorua's airways. She let out a pained choking sound, prompting 
the Sylveon to loosen her grip. Zekra sighed in relief and though she 
wanted to have her personal space back, she decided to allow the 
Sylveon to continue embracing her. She could only imagine what 
troubled emotions were running through the fairy-type upon seeing 
her surrogate child walking and moving again despite appearing half- 
dead. 


So, Zekra remained still as the Glaceon and Sylveon continued to 
keep her close for another minute of relieved silence. Then, they 
finally separated themselves from her and looked down upon her 
with the warm smiles she had seen them wear so much when she 
still lived with them. The same smiles her own birth parents had 
given her many times. 


"Well, it's good to see you up again,” the Sylveon then said, wiping 
tears out of her eyes. "You were passed out all night and for quite a 
bit of this morning." 


"Yeah, sorry to get you guys all worried," Zekra said ruefully. "| was 
going to just knock on the door as soon as | got here, but | guess | 
was a lot more tired than | thought and just passed out. But | guess 
that's what happens when you fly non-stop over an ocean and were 
pretty tired in the first place." 


"It's alright, you don't have to apologize for anything," the Sylveon 
said gently. "You made it back here in one piece, that's all that 
matters right now. You're okay and alive." 


Zekra smiled, but it wasn't a happy smile. 


"If it's okay to pry a little though, Zekra," the Glaceon then said, 
taking a cautious step forward, "what brings you back here’? It really 
is good to see you again, but | thought that you said you and your 
friends had something to take care of and that you wouldn't come 
back until you fulfilled your mission. Did you succeed in doing so? 


And whatever happened to that Greninja mercenary that we sent to 
take care of you?" 


Zekra, at that moment, wished she had never come back to her 
appointed guardians. She knew that they would inevitably question 
her whereabouts, but she had thought she could at least avoid it for 
a few more days. She didn't think she had the strength within her to 
talk about what had occurred over the last few weeks. The very 
thought of those memories made her stomach tie itself into a painful 
knot. 


But, she also knew that she didn't have a choice in the matter. The 
Sylveon and Glaceon deserved to know why she was among them 
once more, even if she could only offer a minimal amount of details. 
It was the best thing she could give to the ones who were so deeply 
concerned over her well-being. 


"| didn't get what | wanted done," Zekra answered, choosing her 
words carefully. "Tear and Novus and that Greninja and | were doing 
fine for a while, and we got a lot of stuff done, but we didn't exactly 
get to do what we originally wanted. We only got part of our work 
done. Even with all of the help we've been getting, it wasn't enough. 
And, everything was just really going downhill the more | kept going 
forward. Things started falling apart, friendships were broken, hearts 
were shattered, and... | realized that | couldn't deal with it anymore. | 
wasn't as strong as | always thought | was. | really used to believe 
that | could take on anything in the world and get through it with no 
problem, but after these past few days, I've realized I'm not. I'm not 
an invincible Zorua; I'm just a weak little kid who got mixed up ina 
very dark world that's full of monsters | stand no chance against... 


"The Greninja... well, he's gone. Something happened to him and 
he's not with me or Tear and Novus anymore. Tear and Novus are 
still out there on Shiron, trying to finish what they started, but that's 
because they're stronger than me. They can handle what that world 
throws at them. | can't do that anymore, | just can't. Not after 
everything that | saw and went through. And that's why | came back 
here; because there's literally nowhere else for me in this world. 


Once | became a part of that dark world, almost all of the places | 
could trust in the normal world disappeared. Your guys' home is the 
only place in this entire world that | can belong in without ever having 
to worry about the dark world coming after me. | know what | just 
said probably made no sense, but it's the only way | can describe it. 
Once you go into that dark world, a part of it starts stalking you and 
follows you everywhere, waiting for you to let your guard down so it 
can strike. It will never leave you alone no matter where you go, 
even if you don't ever go back to that dark world. But it can't follow 
me to your house because you're so far away from all of the chaos. 
The dark world can't follow me back here." 


"What will this dark world do to you when it finally catches up to 
you?" the Glaceon asked slowly, making an apparent effort to 
understand Zekra's ramblings. 


"Kill me," Zekra said tersely. 


The Glaceon and Sylveon both cringed back, making Zekra 
immediately regret what she had said. She should have lied and said 
something less frightening, but it seemed the damage had been 
done. There was no going back on her word. 


"But like | said, it's not going to follow me here," Zekra added quickly. 
"It doesn't have a reason to. It probably knows that if | went here, 
then I'm no longer doing anything that would be problematic to it. It'd 
probably realize that I'm pretty much dead to it and just leave me 
alone. So, | didn't drag any sort of danger here. It's not like 
something's going to fall out of the sky and ravage the island." 


"By the gods... no wonder why you look like an absolute mess," the 
Glaceon gasped, utterly horrified. "Zekra, what were you doing this 
whole time? Who did this to you?" 


"| can't tell you that," Zekra replied, looking down at her paws. "I'm 
sorry, but | can't. It's something | can't talk about." 


"But what's after you clearly wants to hurt you," the Sylveon then 
said. "If you tell us what it is and what happened to you while you 
were away, we could help you." 


"You guys can't help me with that," Zekra stated somberly. "It'd be 
great if you could, but you can't. Nobody in this normal world can. 
Only those who are in both this world and the dark world can really 
help me, and | don't want to talk to them anymore. | can't face them 
anymore after everything that happened. And like | said, if I'm here, 
the dark world won't come after me. It'll realize that it won and that 
I'm no longer someone of importance to it." 


Both of the guardians gave Zekra a saddened frown. Zekra found 
she still couldn't look at them in the eyes and kept her gaze glued to 
the ground. She realized now that they were probably terrified of her 
and were going to ask her to leave. She couldn't blame them. 
Revealing that something wanted to kill you and being unable to 
explain why was enough to unnerve any rational Pokémon. But 
perhaps she could remain on the island even if she couldn't live with 
anyone. Perhaps she could live on her own as a wanderer of the 
island and survive off the meat of the wild Pokémon in the ocean. 
She would still be safe if she remained on the island of Shirra. 


At least, she could only hope she'd remain safe. She honestly didn't 
know if the Primogenitor would leave her alone. Despite no longer 
having the willpower to fight it, she knew there was still a good 
chance that the Primogenitor might still consider her a threat and 
order its generals to kill her anyway. She could only pray that it had 
lost interest in a heartbroken, hopeless Zorua. 


"Well I'd really like to know what's going on with you," the Glaceon 
then said, snapping Zekra out of her daze, "but if you really don't 
want to talk about it, then | guess I'll leave it alone for now. But 
regardless of that... you're free to stay here again." 


Zekra looked up at the Sylveon and Glaceon to find them both 
staring at her with solemn gazes filled with pity, a tinge of anxiety 
within. 


"| can stay?" Zekra asked. 


"Yes, you can,” the Sylveon answered with a nod. "You've always 
been welcome here ever since Len asked us to take you in quite a 
while ago, and even after you left to go on your journey with your 
friends. Even if you're apparently running away from whatever 
horrible thing you're talking about, you're still welcome here. Nothing 
can ever change that." 


For the first time in a long while, Zekra actually felt a genuine smile 
creep onto her muzzle. 


"Thank you," she said softly. 


The Glaceon and Sylveon only smiled in return as they went up to 
her and once again held her in a close embrace. And while the pain 
didn't leave Zekra as they held her against their warm fur, she did 
feel more relieved than she had felt in a very long time. 


After the two guardians had released Zekra, they allowed her to 
clean herself. They showed her their giant, wooden makeshift tub 
sitting outside filled with water from a nearby well, and let her be as 
she rid herself of the blood and grime that clung to her fur. It took 
quite a bit of time and almost too much soap, but eventually Zekra 
was able to bring back the sheen in her fur. Her Deception Amulet 
and tattered cloak still retained the dark smudges from the dried 
blood, as it was quite difficult to remove completely blood from cloth, 
but she wasn't bothered by this. The stains weren't too noticeable 
due to the already dark coloring of the accessories, and it didn't 
matter what they looked like anyway. They both were very important 
to her for other reasons. 


When Zekra had scrubbed herself of the filth from her harrowing 
encounter with Shade, she then went back inside the house. She 
was quick to find her two guardians were still inside, sitting upon soft 
cushions and chatting amongst each other. The moment she came 


back inside, they both stopped what they were doing and looked 
over at her. 


"Feeling better?" the Sylveon asked. 
"Yeah, | am," Zekra replied. "Feeling a lot better." 


"Glad to hear that," the Sylveon smiled. "Did you need anything 
else?" 


"No, | don't think so," Zekra said with a slow shake of her head. "I 
think I'm alright for now." 


"You don't want anything to eat?" the Sylveon then asked. 


"No, I'm not hungry right now," Zekra answered. "Maybe in a couple 
of hours or something, though." 


"Well then in that case, would you like to come with me to the 
market, Zekra?" the Glaceon asked for a change. "Tonight we were 
going to make a stew and | was going to go to the market to buy 
some of the ingredients. You don't have to if you don't want to, but I'd 
appreciate it if you'd come along and help me out." 


"Sure, | guess," Zekra shrugged indifferently. "When do you want to 
go?" 


"How about in ten minutes?" he asked after pondering for a moment. 
"Sure." 


Zekra then sat down on the rug near the two. She knew she could 
have gone back to the room she woke up in, as she presumed that 
would be her new bedroom, but she didn't have the energy to walk 
any further. Then also, if she was to leave in a few minutes, it was 
best to remain near the door to save both herself and the Glaceon 
time. Thus, Zekra remained on the wool rug, feeling it between her 
paws as the two in front of her continued their conversation. She 
didn't bother to pay attention to them, figuring that whatever they 


were talking about wasn't important to her. She only let herself leave 
reality and enter an empty daydream. 


She half-expected a certain entity to appear in that blank void she 
was now drifting through, but found that no one was with her. There 
were no voices nor were there any glimmers of black light. It was 
truly only her within her mind. She absently reached at the collar of 
her cape and pressed her paw into it. The anti-plague pin was still 
there, pinned to the inside of the fabric, still Keeping her plagued self 
locked away. Zekra thought she would have felt some relief or 
happiness at that thought, but found she had no feelings lingering in 
her heart. She was empty. 


But she knew it was better this way. She couldn't have her plagued 
self with her anymore. Granted, it was still a part of her and it was 
the sole reason her injuries had already healed when it should have 
taken a week more, but it wasn't in her mind now. It couldn't 
communicate with her and persuade her into doing whatever it 
wanted. It couldn't turn her into more of a monster than she already 
was. She had little of her humanity left, and she was going to 
treasure the scraps that were still there. 


Zekra would have pondered more, but then she saw the Glaceon get 
up from his seat and disappear elsewhere in the house. And then, 
about a minute later, he reappeared with two crochet grocery bags 
hooked over his neck and hanging on both sides of him. 


"Ready?" he asked Zekra. 
"Yeah," Zekra nodded before turning to the Sylveon. "See you later." 
"See you, Zekra," the Sylveon said warmly. 


Zekra then made her way over to the door and opened it for the 
Glaceon. He nodded appreciatively as he walked through, where 
Zekra soon followed after him and shut the door behind her. Then 
together, the two strode through the sand, making their way toward 


the plaza Zekra had visited a few times when she lived on the island 
before. 


For a while, neither of them said anything to the other. They only 
walked in silence as the intense rays of the afternoon sun beat down 
upon them. Zekra imagined that she would have been roasted by the 
heat if it weren't for the fact that she was walking alongside a 
Glaceon. For a reason she couldn't understand, the air around him 
was very cool, almost chilling and reminded her of the cold, deathly 
aura she had felt around plagued Pokémon. However, the Glaceon's 
aura was much less potent. His aura didn't send an unfathomable 
dread into her soul, only reducing the temperature by about thirty 
degrees. She thought it was somewhat pleasant. 


After thinking about it for a while, Zekra soon found herself very 
curious about how he was able to reduce the temperature, as well as 
a number of other things. Before long, Zekra mustered up the 
courage to break the silence. 


"How are you making the air around us colder?" she wondered. 


"Ah, it's been quite a while since I've been asked that," the Glaceon 
chuckled to himself. "Well, to put it in a way you'd understand, | have 
this organ in my body that can suck all of the heat out of the air and it 
makes the air you feel quite cold. Because after all, cold isn't a force 
of energy; it's merely the absence of heat." 


"Really?" Zekra asked. 


"Yes, we ice-types call that organ a firn," the Glaceon explained 
simply. "That firn can also do other things, but | think I'll spare you 
the details. You probably don't want to hear my ramblings about it 
when you're not an ice-type." 


"Well actually, | kind of do want to hear about it," Zekra stated. 
"Yeah, it's weird, but... I've seen a lot of weird stuff. | really don't 
think you can top it with whatever your firn does. And what you're 


talking about does sound kind of interesting, so yeah, go ahead. Tell 
me more. | wanna know." 


The Glaceon shot Zekra a confused frown, but it soon became that 
of a pleasantly surprised smile. 


"If you really want to know so much, | suppose | could indulge you in 
some details," he said, swishing his tail behind him. "I can't explain 
everything to you since that'd take all day, but | can tell you some 
interesting facts at least." 


"That's fine," Zekra assured. 


"Alright, well the firn actually has a chamber within it that has two 
Openings | can control. After the firn sucks the heat out of the air, it 
then uses that heat as an energy source and it can do one of two 
things. One of things is what | already told you, which is make the air 
extremely cold around me so that | can use it for attacks. For you 
see, we ice-types don't actually breathe out ice even though we give 
the illusion that we do. We breathe out the same air as any of you 
other Pokémon do, except that because of our firns and the reduced 
temperature around us, it turns it into ice the second it leaves our 
mouths. And, if we practice right, we can make our firns turn that air 
into something other than ice, like snow or sleet. It's all in adjusting 
the temperature a certain way with our firns. But a lot of ice-types 
like to keep the air in ice form because they find it more effective 
than snow, so it's something that's not practiced so much anymore. 
They find that the ice is much more lethal than snow, since the ice 
tips can become very sharp and impale someone's heart and mind 
very easily if aimed correctly." 


“That makes sense," Zekra replied. "If you're fighting something, you 
usually want to hurt them, and having something sharp would be the 
best way to do so. It's better than just pelting them with snow, which 
is probably more annoying than painful." 


"Both forms of the cold have their benefits," the Glaceon shrugged. 
"It's your choice in which form you'd rather use, and though | myself 


have preferred the more solid ice form, | try not to make it have 
sharp ends. | prefer using it to trap things instead of hurting them." 


Zekra nodded thoughtfully. Admittedly, what he had said didn't sound 
very strange to her at all. In fact, it sounded rather logical and quite 
tangible to grasp. It was certainly much easier to understand than 
how the ghost-types could see and enter the spirit world when no 
one else could. 


"But that's not really all that strange," the Glaceon admitted, 
Snapping Zekra out of her pondering. "What I'm going to tell you next 
is the most curious, I'd almost say disturbing, aspect of ice-types, 
something that can upset others quite a bit if we're not careful." 


"What, that you guys run away every time a snowstorm hits near 
your home and you don't come back for days?" Zekra wondered. 


"Hah, no, no, we're not that drawn to snow," the Glaceon laughed 
before bringing back his solemn expression. "No, it's the other thing 
our firns can do. One opening, the outward opening in the firn, allows 
us to make our icy attacks, but the other opening, the inward 
opening | spoke of, actually floods the cold into our bodies. Once the 
cold is in our bodies, it can reduce our body temperature, allowing us 
to travel through frigid climates without feeling a thing. However, 
doing so comes with the side effect of blocking out all of our 
emotions. We cannot feel anything as this is happening. | could 
literally watch Lyra die before my eyes and not feel a single thing. My 
firn would make it impossible because the cold would prevent the 
proper chemicals that create my emotions to ever be released from 
my mind. Allow your firn to deposit cold into your blood for long 
enough and you'll soon become completely heartless and unfeeling. 
You can imagine how that would be a problem when interacting with 
anybody." 


Zekra thought for a moment. She couldn't understand how blocking 
out emotions could be a problem to anyone. If anything, it sounded 
rather pleasant. It meant that there wouldn't be any pain when 

keeping terrible secrets from friends or having a family member die. 


But after pondering for a moment, she could see that there actually 
were some problems with that sort of lifestyle. 


"Yeah, because it'd be impossible to care about other Pokémon if 
you don't have emotions," Zekra replied. "You'll treat everyone really 
indifferently because you don't want to talk to them. And then you'll 
probably drive everyone away because of the way you're acting. 
Maybe you'll even start killing Pokémon who annoy you because you 
don't want to put up with them, and it'd be impossible to feel guilty 
about doing that..." 


"Exactly, though there's also another reason why you need your 
emotions," the Glaceon added. "If you don't have your emotions, 
they can't tell you that what you'redoing is wrong. Because 
sometimes, Zekra, something can be logically correct and it looks 
like nothing's wrong with it at a glance. But if you look at it from a 
more sentimental perspective, you'll see that what you once thought 
was right is actually very, very wrong. But you'd never know unless 
your heart told you otherwise. For example, | know that something 
absolutely horrible happened to you while you were away." 


Zekra cringed, anticipating that he would soon begin to question her 
for answers. She quick started formulating ideas within her mind to 
help her escape the situation, whether it be bolting away right there 
or fainting on the spot, claiming that her injuries were suddenly 
relapsing. 


"If | were looking at this from a more stern perspective, I'd demand 
the answers out of you so | can figure out how to help you," he 
continued on. "It's still done from an emotional standpoint, but there's 
a bit of a stern or logical tactic added to it. After all, it'd help you and | 
could figure out a way to stop whatever was trying to kill you earlier. 
It'd technically be the correct thing to do. But from a much more 
emotional perspective where | look at the situation through empathy, 
| see that you clearly don't want to talk about whatever's on your 
mind and that prying further will cause you to resent me. And even if 
you didn't resent me, you would be extremely uncomfortable talking 
about it and it'd cause you even more pain to try to explain it. So, 


because | do love you like one of my own children, I've chosen to 
listen to my heart and decided not to press for more information. | 
decided that I'd leave you alone and let you come talk to me about it 
if you ever wanted to on your own accord, not because | forced you." 


Zekra stopped cycling through her list of ideas. She almost stopped 
for a moment as his words processed in her mind whilst shaking her 
other thoughts out of her head. It took her a few seconds to 
completely understand what he was saying to her, but when she 
finally did, she looked up at him with an awed gaze. 


"You're really going to leave it alone?" Zekra asked slowly, almost 
not believing what she was hearing. "You're not going to ask me 
what happened, like ever?" 


"Yes, I'm leaving it alone," the Glaceon replied. "And so is Lyra. Even 
though | really do want to know what's wrong with you, | know | can't 
force anything out of you without you hating me. Right now, what | 
think you need more than anything is to be given what | like to call 
tender space. In other words, Lyra and | will give you our support 
and love you unconditionally, but we won't pry you for information. 
That's exactly what tender space is. | Know some would say that 
tough love is much more appropriate with your circumstances, but | 
don't believe that you're in the best condition for that. Tough love is 
only for certain circumstances and | know using it on you right now 
would a terrible idea." 


"Thanks... that means a lot to me," Zekra said hoarsely, unable to 
properly express her gratitude. 


The Glaceon smiled to himself. 


"But that's exactly what | mean when | say that you do need your 
emotions sometimes," he then said. "| know my example wasn't 
exactly a grand example of how emotions can steer you away from 
making bad decisions, but it's the best one | have that | know you 
can relate to. Do you understand what I'm saying?" 


"Yeah, | do," Zekra assured quietly. 


In reality, Zekra was telling only a half-truth. While she could 
understand the reasoning behind the Glaceon's words, she could 
only make herself believe it to a small degree. She could understand 
that emotions played a key role in life and that they existed fora 
reason, but she couldn't get herself to believe that emotions in her 
personal situation were mandatory. After all, it was thanks to her 
volatile emotions that she had suffered through unbearable pain for 
the past while. They had done nothing for her but bring her 
heartbreak and drive her away from her friends. If she had never had 
them in the first place, then she knew that she would still be with all 
of her friends, able to keep the dark secrets far away from Terron. 
There would have been no guilt to torment her as she traveled 
alongside him. Then not only that, but she would be able to fulfill her 
ambition of ending the Plagued Ones once and for all. Even if the 
Primogenitor killed every single creature she knew and loved... 
nothing could stop her if she simply no longer had any emotions 
attached to her companions. She'd only go on as if nothing 
happened. 


But Zekra knew better than to express these thoughts. So, she only 
remained silent as the conversation between the two ended and they 
arrived at the market. They spent about an hour searching through 
the aisles for the proper ingredients, which included a variety of 
spices and vegetables, as well as a large slab of meat. After they 
had gathered everything they needed, the two then bartered with the 
merchant and bought everything for roughly three thousand Poke. 
Then, after packing everything into the crochet bags they had 
brought with them, they headed back home together. 


Shortly after they got home, the two of them then helped Lyra, the 
name of Sylveon as the Glaceon had revealed, in preparing the 
meal. After a couple of hours of chopping up vegetables and meat 
with the aid of Zekra's Scyther blades, boiling the meat in a massive 
pot of water, and slowly adding the various vegetables and spices to 


it all whilst the Sylveon stirred it with a wooden spoon, the stew was 
at last done. 


The three sat around the table with a bowl filled with the delicious 
meal, all quite hungry from their efforts and eagerly devouring the 
food. At least, the two guardians were digging through their meals 
with haste. Zekra only lapped up small mouthfuls with her tongue at 
a time. She didn't feel particularly inclined to fill her non-existent 
stomach. 


"This stuff is really good," Zekra said with the best imitation of 
happiness she could muster up. "| haven't had something this great 
in a pretty long time." 


"I'm glad you like it," Lyra smiled. "You did a really good job chopping 
up everything, you know. | don't think anyone in our house before 
was able to do that as well as you! Not even any of our kids after 
they evolved. They'd always be stumbling a little no matter what. It 
was kind of funny to watch." 


"You mean Crystelle?" Zekra asked. 


"Well yes, her, but Frazil and | had other children too," Lyra clarified. 
"We had three children before she was ever born. But they all grew 
up and left I'm afraid. They're somewhere out there, living their own 
lives and doing whatever makes them happy." 


"Oh, okay" Zekra said simply. "Do you know what they're all up to?" 


"For the most part, | do," Lyra replied. "Our eldest child, Ivy, decided 
to become a Sylveon like me and started working at some doctor's 
office back on the main land. | don't see her too much anymore, but 
she seems happy for the most part. And then our other child, Vee, 
well he's quite a story. He was always sort of a strange child, and 
one day, he told Frazil and | that he discovered there were other Eon 
types he could become other than Vaporeon, Flareon, Jolteon, 
Espeon, Umbreon, Glaceon, Leafeon, and Sylveon. He said that he 
had heard some Pokemon talking about some secret method that 


could turn him into one of the other eight elemental types. And 
because he always did want to be a dragon-type even though we 
kept telling him it was impossible, he chased after those Pokémon 
he was stalking and | haven't heard from him sense. He's probably 
still trying to figure out a way to turn into that dragon Eon. He kept 
calling ita Wyvereon or something like that..." 


An awkward silence immediately fell over the group at the thought of 
the wayward, lost Eevee. Zekra didn't dare state that she thought 
that Vee was probably dead, or worse, a Plagued One. 


"Um, who was your other child?" Zekra then asked, trying to relieve 
the depressing atmosphere. "You said you had one more that wasn't 
Crystelle." 


"Oh right, almost forgot," Lyra said, laughing to herself. “Right, well, 
you actually know her, Zekra. Her name's Eclair." 


"Wait, Eclair?" Zekra babbled. "You mean that Ninetales that used to 
be one of the leaders in the Fellowship?" 


"Yep, that's her!" Lyra beamed. 
"But she's a Ninetales, and you guys are..." Zekra tried to say. 


"We found Eclair when she was still an egg," Frazil explained. "We 
found her when Lyra and | were on a vacation of sorts somewhere 
on the main land. We were in some woods and we found this nest, 
and in it was her egg. From what we could tell, the parents had 
abandoned it for whatever reason and weren't returning, so we took 
it upon ourselves to take it home with us. We had no idea what was 
in the egg, but we didn't mind too much. And then a few weeks after 
we got home, Eclair hatched, and we took care of her ever since. I'm 
sure you know what happened to her after she left home." 


"So that's how Len was able to find you guys,” Zekra muttered. 
"Eclair must have told him about you guys..." 


"For the most part, that's what it was," Lyra shrugged. "I'll admit that | 
worry about her now that her Fellowship was destroyed by this 
horrible forest fire, but she's always been a strong Pokémon who's 
been able to handle just about anything. And she does have Len 
with her, and he was always a dependable guy. But still..." 


Zekra didn't say anything. She now knew that Lyra and Frazil were 
connected to the Fellowship. Admittedly should have been able to 
figure it out when the Fellowship assigned Zekra and her friends to 
them, as it seemed unreasonable that they'd choose a random 
family when Len cared so much for the children, but the shock was 
still there. But thankfully, it seemed that Lyra and Frazil were being 
kept in the dark about the Fellowship's true nature. Eclair must have 
loved the both of them too much to tell them the truth about Shiron. 
She must have done everything in her power to keep that terrible 
secret away from them, lest their days become filled with fear and 
paranoia. 


Zekra briefly wondered what Eclair and the other leaders she once 
served long ago were doing now, but quickly stifled the thought when 
she realized it would bring her nothing but heartbreak. She didn't 
want to remember being dismissed from the Fellowship, even if 
doing so had ultimately opened her eyes to the truth. Though more 
importantly, she didn't want to think that there was a small chance 
that Len and his group were actually working for the Primogenitor 
and that all of the trust she had held in them was nothing but a ploy 
to make her Plagued One food. Two other factions of the Fellowship 
had been revealed to work for the Primogenitor, so what made Len 
and his team any different? 


"Where's Crystelle?" Zekra abruptly asked, needing to get her mind 
on a new topic. "| haven't seen her at all today." 


"Oh, she went on a little trip about a week ago," Lyra answered, 
slightly taken aback by Zekra's terseness. "She decided that she 
wanted to be an Umbreon, so she went with a trainer to the main 
land and she's learning from him how to use her darkness powers 


correctly and things like that. She said she'd be back in a few 
months, though." 


"So she decided to be an Umbreon, huh? Funny, since she was 
terrified of everything | told her about the dark-types," Zekra laughed 


dryly. 


"Well Pokémon can change their minds," Lyra replied gently. "Maybe 
after you left she thought about what you said some more and 
realized that it didn't sound so bad anymore." 


"Maybe," Zekra shrugged. 


The three continued then continued to eat, Lyra and Frazil starting 
their own discussion about something Zekra paid no attention to. 
When everyone's meals were finished, the two guardians then left 
Zekra alone, telling her that the room she awoke in earlier that day 
was now her bedroom and that she could do as she pleased with it. 
They had also said something about how they would further discuss 
household chores she'd be doing for them if she were to live with 
them and other such things, but Zekra had mostly blanked out by the 
time she had finished her dinner. She found she was quickly losing 
the will to keep talking and spend time with others. 


With no reason to remain in the dining room any longer, Zekra 
retreated to her newly appointed bedroom and closed the door 
behind her. She took a quick look at her surroundings, and found 
that there was something there that she hadn't noticed earlier that 
day. There, lying on the wool rug, was a shredded bag that somehow 
remained in one piece. She immediately recognized it to be 
Zeverous's bag. 


Zekra slowly approached the bag and dug through it, carefully pulling 
out all of the equipment from within and setting it upon the floor. After 
a few minutes, she found herself sitting amongst a number of 
berries, dried meats, wonder orbs, scarves of many varieties, anda 
map of Shiron. Miraculously, nothing within the bag had been 
damaged, leaving everything in near perfect condition. The map had 


a few spots upon it, presumably from coming in contact with berry 
juice or water, but otherwise it was in pristine condition. 


But they were all useless. Everything before her was useless in her 
new life where she no longer had to face danger and death every 
single day. They were junk now. 


The Zorua sat there, staring at the items with a very empty stare, a 
number of emotions attempting to creep back into her extinguished 
heart. 


The moonlight pouring into the room from the window abruptly 
dimmed. Zekra quickly swiveled her head toward the window just in 
time to see a shadow retreat away from the outside. All of the 
wallowing emotions weighing her down were instantly eradicated as 
she turned into a Sableye and opened up the window with her claws. 
Then, she leapt outside and transformed back into a Zorua, snarling 
whilst her eyes radiated a bright aqua. 


There was no one in sight. 


Zekra frowned as she dimmed the glow in her eyes, but she refused 
to leave her spot. She only stood there, slowly eyeing her 
surroundings for a flicker of movement. 


"I'm only going you to tell this once, so you better listen," Zekra 
called out into the darkness. "| Know that you work for the 
Primogenitor. | don't know if you're a Plagued One or if you're one of 
its generals or even the Primogenitor itself, but it doesn't matter. I'll 
tell all of you the exact same thing; I'm not going to be fighting you 
guys anymore. You won, okay? I'm not the pesky little Zorua that 
kept being a giant thorn in your side. That Zorua | used to be died 
and she's never coming back. You guys killed her and I'm all that's 
left; just some shell that has absolutely no intentions of dealing with 
you guys anymore." 


Zekra felt tears form in her eyes as soon as she spoke the words, 
but she forced herself to use the little strength she had left in her to 


be strong and unmoving. 


"So just leave me alone," she went on, refusing to let the sadness 
clogging her throat break her. "I don't want to see you here anymore. 
You've won this battle. I'm nobody to you anymore. I'm just some 
pathetic Zorua who's got nothing left now. Not even killing me would 
benefit you anymore." 


Zekra waited a minute to see if the creature would reappear, or at 
least give some sort of indication that it had heard her words. But as 
she somewhat expected, she was met with nothing but silence. 
When she saw this, Zekra retreated back inside her room, shutting 
the window behind her as well as pulling a curtain over it lest the 
creature come back. 


Then, she collapsed on the rug and buried herself in her cloak, 
refusing to let the bitter tears leave her eyes. 


Chapter 67: You Again 


X 
Chapter 67 


You Again 


Zekra finished unpacking the last of the groceries she had 
purchased from the market not too long ago and set them upon the 
dining room table. As she released her hold on the item, Lyra took 
the empty crochet bag wound around Zekra's neck and hung it up on 
a hook near the front door. 


“Thanks for going shopping for me," Lyra said with a pleasant smile. 
"You're getting it done a lot faster than | think anyone in our entire 
family ever has." 


"Well you guys ask for the same stuff most of the time, so | start 
memorizing where everything is after a while," Zekra shrugged 
indifferently. "I think after like four trips | was able to make a little 
path for me to follow in the store that takes me to all of the stuff | 
need. That way, it's as fast and efficient as possible. And you know, 
being able to turn into something that has hands probably helps with 
that. | don't have to fumble around with everything with my paws." 


"| suppose that's true," Lyra laughed. "Three months of market 
shopping might have ingrained that routine you made into your 
mind.” 


Zekra nodded silently as she peered out of the nearby window, 
feeling the afternoon sun beat down upon her through the glass as a 
Prinplup and Vigoroth wandered past her vision in the distance. She 
assumed that they were heading for the beach that wasn't too far 
from the house. 


Admittedly, Zekra had a difficult time believing that she had been 
staying with Lyra and Frazil for three months now. She still felt as 
though she had just crashed into their front doorstep yesterday. But, 
she knew that the reason for this was because she had simply 
stopped caring about the days as time went on. After the night she 
had told that shadow to leave her alone, she had ceased to dwell in 
the memories of her old life and told herself that her new life was on 
Shirra with the two guardians Len had assigned her long ago. She 
was no longer a warrior battling against a monstrous force whilst 
fighting a monster within her own body; she was now a normal, 
innocent child shielded away from the horrors of Shiron. 


And as a consequence of becoming that new, harmless Zekra, she 
no longer found any significance in her days. They were all the same 
to her. And thus, because nothing in each day was meaningful, they 
passed by her at an astonishing rate. Zekra almost didn't believe that 
Lyra said it had been three months. However, she then realized that 
there was no point in getting worked up over something such as that, 
for it meant nothing in the end. She would still be living on that island 
regardless of how much time had passed. She imagined she would 
only leave when she was quite a bit older, perhaps when she 
became a Zoroark. Whenever that would be. 


"Hey, do you think that | can go exploring for a little while?" Zekra 
asked. "| wanted to go visit the beach for the rest of the day." 


"Sure, go ahead," Lyra replied. "| just needed you to go to the market 
for me. | can put all of these things away myself. So yeah, go ahead! 
Just be back before dark." 


"| will. Thanks." 


Zekra then went out the front door and exited the house, leaving it 
behind as she headed toward the coastal area of the island. She 
silently walked along the sand, ignoring any Pokémon she happened 
to see until she was standing right by the shoreline. She watched the 
muddy waves roll in from the ocean before briefly touching the tips of 
her front paws before receding back from whence they came. It felt 


pleasant despite the coolness in the air thanks to the autumn breeze. 
Zekra smiled dryly as she sat down on the sand, taking extra care 
not to press her cloak down into the ground. 


The Zorua stared out into the ocean and took in the peaceful sight. 
Despite it being the middle of the afternoon, there weren't very many 
Pokémon swimming out in the water. There were a few, such as the 
ones she had spotted earlier, but they only seemed to remain close 
to the shore. No one had bothered to go much further out where the 
wild water-types roamed for whatever reason Zekra couldn't 
understand. There weren't any predators in that particular area, as 
the Sharpedo were much, much farther out where the water was far 
deeper and murkier. It seemed like an ideal place to swim and visit 
the harmless wildlife. And a perfect place to get fresh meat. 


Zekra had a sudden craving overcome her at the thought, striking 
into her powerfully. She could already feel salty-sweet blood filling 
her mouth and sliding down her throat. 


Before she even knew it, she was in the water, changing into a 
Sharpedo and speeding out into the farther reaches of the sea. She 
considered turning back, as she wasn't particularly hungry and knew 
she could easily get some food back at the house, but then changed 
her mind. There was nothing wrong with hunting, even if it was 
completely superfluous thanks to her current lifestyle. There was a 
particular thrill in it that Zekra couldn't have anywhere else, no matter 
what she did. 


As she swam through the ocean, she passed by many water-types 
she recognized. Magikarp, Luvdisc, Chinchou, Seadra, Seaking, and 
similar Pokémon drifted aimlessly through the water, heading in 
seemingly no particular direction. They were all very vulnerable and 
susceptible to an attack, but Zekra didn't bother with them. They 
were all too simple for her. She had slaughtered many of their kind 
already; killing them was completely mundane and outright boring. 
There was no resistance. So, she let them be as she searched out 
bigger and better prey. 


After swimming out a few miles away from the coast, Zekra found 
what she wanted. There, swimming amongst a school of Remoraid, 
was a Mantine. It was a massive creature, its main body and 
wingspan measuring to the length of the house with its long, 
streamer-like tail drifting behind it lazily. Zekra knew that the 
Pokémon could easily swallow her whole with its massive mouth, or 
perhaps even with its gills if she ventured too close to its underbelly. 
And yet, despite its monstrous side, Zekra knew that it was quite 
docile. Mantine weren't known to be aggressive creatures, even in 
the wild. She had even heard that they were friendly and would offer 
rides to the shore to anyone it came across. 


For a moment, Zekra only remained there in the water, 
contemplating whether she should actually kill the Mantine. It clearly 
wasn't bringing any harm and it seemed oddly endearing with the 
innocent smile upon its face. Then, she wondered why she even had 
to kill anything at that point. There was no reason for her to hunt; it 
was nothing but a craving. There was no practical reason to do so. 
But eventually, Zekra figured it out, and she scowled in 
disappointment at the epiphany. 


Her plagued self was making her this way. Though it could no longer 
speak with her, it was still intertwined with her and subtly influencing 
her. One of the ways it could influence her was to make her get 
cravings for blood. Granted, she already was somewhat always 
bloodthirsty before she was plagued and would go on hunting sprees 
quite a bit, but they had increased in number as soon as she had the 
plague become a part of her. It seemed that even though she had 
her pin on, it couldn't stifle that one influence. Why it couldn't do that 
when it clearly could with her brother she didn't know. But in the end, 
it didn't matter. 


Thankfully the craving wasn't all-consuming, so as soon as Zekra 
came to understand this, she turned around and swam back home. 
By the time she changed back into a Zorua and walked back up onto 
the sandy shore, the craving had passed, and she found herself 
feeling as empty and hollow as before. 


Great, this again. Zekra thought distastefully. | thought | wasn't going 
to have problems like this anymore. To believe that | almost stated 
doing that all over again when I'm trying to get away from this plague 
stuff... 


Zekra paused a moment. She felt something stir in her mind, like a 
slender tendril sliding across the top of her frontal lobe. However, 
that was as far as it went, for seconds after the sensation appeared, 
it was just as quick to disappear. Zekra frowned as she shook her 
head. 


You can't talk to me anymore. Stop trying. You don't exist anymore. 
You don't belong here. | came here to get away from all of your kind, 
and just because you've got a part of me in you doesn't mean you're 
any different. If that's even true at all. But the point is that since | 
can't get rid of you any other way, this is how it's going to be. Unless 
you want to detach yourself from me and let me have my body to 
myself again. 


Zekra didn't feel anything slither in her mind. Zekra scowled as she 
looked out toward the sea once more. 


Course not. You're never going to leave me, even if you can't talk to 
me anymore. Just going to keep influencing me like you always do... 
you're stuck to me like a Golbat that wants my blood. 


It was then that something caught Zekra's eye. Off the side, perhaps 
a miles away from where she stood, were many cliff formations 
overlooking the ocean. The sides of the cliffs were quite gray and 
very jagged, having been withstanding the force of waves crashing 
against them for what Zekra could imagine was hundreds if not 
thousands of years. She squinted her eyes at the sight and turned 
her whole body toward it. 


Wait, | know those cliffs. Those are the cliffs that | jumped off of that 
one time. 


Zekra shuddered at the memory. She could still vividly see herself 
leaping off the edge without a second thought with the unwavering 
intention to get herself killed. She could even feel the ocean breeze 
against her fur and salt water in her nose as the images swept over 
her. But she was able to quickly compose herself, for she was able 
to remember that it was literally impossible to die. If she sustained 
any critical injury, she knew that her plagued self would patch it right 
up and she'd be as good as new in no time. Even back then, despite 
not being as synchronized with her plague as she was at the 
moment, she was sure she would have lived. It just might have been 
incredibly painful for a few minutes and possibly leave her witha 
gaping hole in her body for about a day, maybe even less than that. 


And then that's when it hit Zekra. 


Gaping hole... if | hit those rocks at the bottom, they'll open up a 
giant hole in me... 


What came to Zekra's mind immediately after that was perhaps the 
morbid thing she had ever thought of, but she decided that there was 
no reason to be squeamish about it. She had suffered much worse 
things than what was on her mind. Or at least, she could only hope 
that her idea would be less gruesome than anything she had ever 
done before. 


So, without wasting a moment, she turned into a Skarmory and flew 
toward the cliffs. Within just a couple of minutes, she was able to 
reach the nearest peak and settled herself upon the rocky terrain. As 
she changed back into a Zorua, she carefully took off her Deception 
Amulet and looped it around a nearby rock. She didn't trust herself 
enough to wear it as she went along with her plan. She'd have to 
retrieve it after everything was over. She felt that she'd at least be 
able to conjure up her Skarmory illusion for a few seconds without it 
after her plan was finished and have enough energy to make it back 
up to the cliffs peak. She would have done the same with her cloak, 
but knew that she couldn't remove it from her. It was the only thing 
keeping her pin attached to her. She knew that she could easily hold 
the pin in her mouth, but she didn't want to risk swallowing it by 


accident, or worse, dropping it and sending it plummeting into the 
ocean where she could never find it. 


Zekra took in a deep breath as she finished fastening the necklace to 
the rock before wandering over to the edge of the cliff. She looked 
down, and just as she had seen before on that day many months 
ago, there were many sharp rocks waiting there for her. They 
protruded out of the water, glistening in ocean water. Zekra gulped 
as she felt a nervous chill run up her spine. 


Alright. No turning back. This is probably going to hurt... but it'll be 
worth it. And hey, maybe if I'm lucky, I'll just die instead. Maybe it'll hit 
the weak spot of my plagued self or their equivalent of a heart. 


She took in another deep breath, slowly inhaling through her nose 
and then out through her mouth. She stood there a moment longer, 
rubbing her feet into the rough dirt beneath her as she slowly 
psyched herself. It was so much harder to do this a second time, 
especially when she was much more logically sound this time. She 
almost wished she was being overwhelmed by volatile, distressed 
emotions to make everything easier. 


But eventually, Zekra finally gathered up all the courage she could 
find within her, and bounded right off the edge. 


Zekra forced herself to keep her eyes open as the wind swept past 
her, slicing through her fur and running her eyes dry. She grit her 
teeth as she watched herself grow closer and closer to the rocks, 
their tips seemingly growing more and more jagged the closer she 
drew to them. Any second now she'd hit them. 


The slithering in her mind came back as she fell, except this time, it 
was far more vigorous. She could feel her plagued self wrapping 
itself around her mind, attempting to find some sort of way to 
communicate with her, but to no avail. Zekra winced as the tendrils 
crawled through her brain, bringing with it a migraine that made it 
impossible for her to pay attention to what she was doing. She 
clutched her head with her paws as she shook it, trying to loosen her 


plagued self's grip from her mind. But no matter what she did, the 
tendrils refused to relent and the headache persisted. 


"Leave me alone!" Zekra wailed. "| don't care what you have to say! | 
don't want you around anymore! Stop trying to-" 


Zekra never finished, for a sickening cracking sound filled her ears. 
Then, not even a second later, an unbearable amount of agonizing 
pain shot through her body. She let out a loud, ear-piercing scream 
as she flailed her limbs about, but found that doing so did absolutely 
nothing. All she noted was that doing so allowed something to leak 
out of her mouth at an alarming rate. She opened her tear-filled eyes 
and was very quick to find what was bringing her the horrible pain. 


She had succeeded in what she had wanted to do. She had one of 
the rocks' points impaled right through her, going through her chest, 
and then coming out about an inch out of her back. Blood trickled out 
of her body and rushed down the stone into the ocean, where it 
created a small pool of murk. As soon as she saw this, Zekra 
chuckled darkly, allowing even more of the blood in her mouth to 
leak out of her like drool. She couldn't believe she had actually done 
it. She thought she surely would have stopped herself short before 
she could hit the rocks. 


The Zorua continued laughing as she pressed all of her paws 
against the shaft of the rock, and then with all her might, slid herself 
right up out of the point. She let out another loud scream as her body 
separated itself from the rock and she went tumbling down onto a flat 
rock nearby. She coughed up more blood, still feeling it in her lungs, 
and then looked down at her chest. 


There was a massive hole taking up almost all of her underbelly. It 
took out a good chunk of her flesh and went straight through her, 
allowing a light to shine through her body. She could clearly see bits 
of chipped bone still embedded within her insides, scratching up 
against her damaged organs. And worse than that, the salt water 
from the ocean was getting inside of her, bringing with it a burning 
that was perhaps even worse than the pain from having herself 


impaled. But miraculously enough, none of the organs had been 
ripped out during her stunt. Many of them had deep puncture spots 
and suffered from heavy laceration, and some of the organs were 
even hanging out of her body and resting on the rock beside her, but 
they were all still attached to her. 


But it wasn't her organs that Zekra was most in morbid awe at. It was 
what was inside of her that didn't belong to her; her plagued self. 
She had seen parts of it when Zeverous had his heart ripped out, but 
now she was finally able to see more of her plagued self in its true 
form. As she had seen with Zeverous, it appeared to look like a black 
substance that was sprawled out across her organs in complicated 
manners in the form of tentacles. They were fused in with every part 
of her body and seemed to pulse every so often, similar to her heart. 
Her own heart appeared to be exactly the same as Zeverous's with it 
streaming of wisps and no longer seemed organic, except hers was 
completely black. There wasn't a single speck of redness upon it. 


In other words, her plague was far more synchronized with her than 
Zeverous's plague had been with him. Zekra wasn't even sure if the 
heart that still beat within her chest was even her heart anymore. For 
all she knew, the plague had removed her actual heart and morphed 
itself into a heart-shaped form to replace it. That way, the plague was 
the very source of her life and could end everything in an instant. 


Zekra kept laughing as she spat out the last bits of blood from her 
lungs. She could already feel her plagued self repairing them and 
draining out all of the fluid Zekra hadn't hacked up already. The 
agonizing pain that had been filling her body only a moment ago was 
non-existent even. She looked down at the massive hole in her body 
as the tentacles connected to each of her organs sprawled out on 
the ground slowly pulled them back into her, dragging her blood 
along the rock's surface. As each organ retreated back inside her 
body, little black, worm-like appendages of her plague sprouted out 
of the organs near the lacerations and embedded themselves onto 
the other side of the hole like makeshift stitches. They slowly closed 
the wounds shut as the black worms became her new flesh, merging 


themselves into her organs and becoming one with them as her 
bones slowly grew back. After each of her organs was brought inside 
her and was slowly put back into their proper place, more tendrils 
protruded out of her flesh and began to seal her gaping wound shut. 


She knew it was now or never if she wanted to finish her plan. 
Impaling herself on those rocks was not the final step. 


So, with a deep breath, Zekra plunged a paw into her laceration and 
caught a particularly thick tentacle with her claws. Then, she ripped it 
out in one pull. 


Zekra squirmed painfully as the tentacle was yanked right out of her 
body, feeling it tugging on a good amount of her flesh. But 
nonetheless, she refused to relent and continued to pull the plague 
right out of her insides. A high-pitched screeching noise emitted from 
somewhere inside her body as the tentacle resisted, retreating back 
inside of her body while her chest wound sealed itself up faster. 
Zekra snarled fiercely as she took her other paw and sank her claws 
into it, pulling with all of her might as she engaged in a grotesque 
tug-of-war with the parasite within. 


"Get out of me!" Zekra cried. "Just get out!" 


Zekra chomped her fangs down upon the tentacle and yanked back. 
This seemed to overpower the plague, for a network of about five 
smaller tendrils came flying out of her insides along with the original 
tendril she was holding. They instantly became inert the second that 
they touched the ground. Zekra smiled victoriously as she continued 
to pull, intending to rip out the rest of the plague. 


But then, all of the tendrils she had just ripped out suddenly rose up 
and lashed out at her. The five smaller tendrils pushed themselves 
down her ears while the larger one pulled its body out of Zekra's 
maw and wound itself around her mouth, muzzling her. Zekra 
thrashed about as she struggled to open her mouth to blast her 
plague with a Dark Pulse. If she couldn't physically rip it out of her 
body, maybe she could destroy it through other means. 


"Can you hear me?" 


Zekra scowled as the familiar voice echoed through her ears. It 
seemed that her plague had figured out to communicate with her 
even with her pin on. The tendrils burrowing themselves in her ears 
must have been speaking to her directly instead of trying to send 
thoughts in her mind. 


Get away from me. Zekra growled bitterly in her mind, unable to 
speak. | don't want to talk to you. 


"Okay good, you can hear me. Didn't know if this was going to work," 
her plagued self sighed in relief, still able to hear her thoughts. 
"Listen, | can't stay here for too long, but there's something | need to 
tell you; you can't stay on this island anymore. You need to get out of 
here. Tear and Novus need you. The whole world needs you." 


Nobody needs me. | left everybody for a reason and I'm not going 
back just because you say so. Now get out of my ears and just get 
back inside me. | don't want to put up with you. I'm done with trying 
to rip you out. It's clearly not working. 


"| know that you left because you feel like you've got nothing left and 
because you want to keep Tear safe, but is staying here really doing 
any good? What exactly is staying here going to do for you?" 


Shut up. 


"Do you know how many lives you could have saved by now if you 
hadn't come here? Do you know how much progress you could have 
made if you were still back on the main land and looking for 
Reshiram and Zekrom?" 


Shut. Up. 


"| don't care if you don't want to talk to me anymore, but you can't 
stay here anymore. I'll even leave you alone for good if you just 
leave this island and go back to stopping the Primogenitor. But just 


leave! Get off this island. You're letting even more Pokémon die or 
become Plagued Ones. You're not any better than the actual 
Plagued Ones when you're on this island and wasting time!" 


| SAID SHUT UP! 


In her rage, Zekra took her paw and shoved it under the collar of her 
cloak. She awkwardly fumbled for the pin, then feebly grasped it in 
her drawn claws before ripping it out of the cloak and pressed it 
toward the tendrils in her ears. Just before it could in contact with 
them, the tendrils screeched as they hastily withdrew themselves 
away from the Zorua and retreated back inside her body. Zekra shot 
the remaining tendril a malicious glare as she rammed the pin into its 
mass, this time actually hitting her target. The second she did, black 
haze steamed out of the tendril as a sizzling sound filled the air. The 
plague tentacle shook violently as tiny little needle-like objects 
sprouted of its surface. The tentacle quickly unwound itself from 
Zekra's mouth as it too disappeared back inside her body, the part of 
its surface where the pin touched it having turned a crimson color. 


Zekra only had to take in a single breath of air before the wound 
completely closed, putting up a fleshy barrier between her and her 
plagued self. There wasn't any sort of indication that there had been 
a hole there before. It was as though nothing had even happened. 
The only reason she knew that she had sliced herself open was 
because of a strange writhing sensation in her stomach, as if her 
plague was twitching in pain from coming in contact with the pin. But 
even then it wasn't very bothersome, only feeling like a light tickling. 
Zekra let out a Snort as she got back up to her feet, not feeling the 
slightest bit of weariness or pain as she reattached her pin back to 
the inside of her cloak. Then, after focusing her efforts long enough, 
she transformed into a Skarmory and launched herself up to the very 
top of the cliff, where she quickly changed back into a Zorua. She 
didn't even have the least bit of lethargy as she retrieved her 
Deception Amulet still wound around a rock before heading back 
home. 


When Zekra entered the house once more a few minutes later, she 
found Lyra sitting in the living room, curled up into a loose ball and 
slumbering. From what Zekra could understand, given the lingering 
scent of meats and fruits in the air, she had only recently finished 
unpacking everything from the store and was taking a short rest. But 
that rest was short lived, for the moment Zekra came inside, Lyra 
opened her eyes and looked over at the little Zorua. 


"Oh hey, you're back," Lyra greeted. "I thought you weren't coming 
back until sunset.” 


"| was, but then | realized that | didn't really have anything | wanted 
to do," Zekra answered blankly. "So | came back." 


"Oh, | see," Lyra said quietly. 


Zekra nodded wordlessly as she opened up the pantry in the kitchen 
and dug through it, searching for these berry-filled pastries that she 
was told to buy at the store. She wasn't particularly hungry, but she 
still felt the need to cram something sweet in her mouth to rid herself 
of the lingering bitterness stirring within her heart. She knew that 
killing random ferals wasn't something she could do any more. Not 
that it had ever been acceptable in the first place to take out her 
stress by devouring the lives of others. 


"Um Zekra. Is that... your blood all over you?" 


The Zorua froze on the spot. For just a moment, she was unable to 
move, only remaining frozen with her head obscured away from Lyra 
thanks to it being hidden behind a pantry door. But eventually, the 
stupor passed and she quickly shot her gaze down to her body. She 
found that her entire lower half was covered in her own blood, for 
she had forgotten to clean herself up after she had fully regenerated. 
And not only that, but a good majority of her cloak had become 
stained with the crimson color. Even the floor was covered in her 
bloody foot-prints. Zekra immediately cursed herself for being so 
careless. 


"No, it's just blood from the Pokémon | was hunting down in the 
ocean," Zekra answered in a dismissive tone. "I dragged them to 
shore and got their blood all over me, and | just happened to forget 
to clean myself up before coming back here. So, I'm sorry if | scared 
you. I'll get myself cleaned up and get rid of all of the blood | dragged 
into the house." 


Without wasting another moment, Zekra closed the pantry door and 
went back outside. However, rather than bathe inside of the water 
tub outside, she went back toward the ocean and unflinchingly 
walked toward the rolling waves. She felt the cold water creep over 
her as she disappeared out into the ocean. Within a few moments, 
she was completely submerged in the water and idly standing on the 
murky surface of the ocean floor, even if she hadn't gone very far out 
and the surface was only a foot above her head. She stood there for 
a minute, watching the rest of her blood clinging to her fur slowly drift 
away into the soft currents. Then, when she saw that all of her blood 
was gone, she swam back up to the surface and returned to shore. 


But when Zekra returned home, she found that Lyra was no longer 
there. The floor was cleaned of her blood though, which Zekra 
presumed the Sylveon must have done so when Zekra had gone out 
into the ocean. Zekra frowned as she went to the spot where she last 
Lyra. She found there was nothing there. 


"Lyra?" Zekra called out, circling about the room. "You still here?" 


There wasn't a response. However, Zekra didn't have a panic attack. 
She only assumed that Lyra had gone out and would be back much 
later. She had done this quite a few times in the past, so there was 
no reason to be panicked over something so trivial. Lyra wasn't 
kidnapped or anything of the sort. There was no danger on the island 
to be concerned about. 


Zekra jumped onto a cushion in the room and settled herself into its 
comfortable mass. When she was satisfied, she relaxed her posture 
and stared blankly at a wall. She didn't Know what else she wanted 

to do with the day. There was simply nothing for her to do other than 


explore, and she had decided that she was done with doing so for 
the day. Doing so only reminded her of her unsettling encounter with 
her plagued self. 


Zekra closed her eyes, readying herself for a nap to pass the time. 


The door abruptly slammed open, scaring Zekra right out of her seat 
and onto the floor. She growled bitterly as she picked herself up and 
shot a dark glare toward the source of the noise. There, standing 
there in the open doorway, was an Umbreon. It remained there fora 
moment, scanning the house with blank, crimson eyes. But as soon 
as those eyes landed on Zekra, the Umbreon broke out a gleeful, 
almost devious smile. 


"Zekra!" she cried joyously. "It's you!" 


The Umbreon leapt toward the Zorua, and in that instant, tackled her 
down to the ground once more. Zekra squirmed around as the 
Umbreon nuzzled the Zorua in the cheeks, laughing victoriously as 
she did so. 


"Get off of me!" Zekra cried, feeling smothered. "Who are you 
even?!" 


The Umbreon laughed some more as she got up off the Zorua and 
flashed her a knowing grin. 


"Oh, how could you forget me?" the Umbreon asked in mock hurt. 
"After you stayed here on this island with me for like a month, | just 
don't get how you could possibly erase me out of your memories.” 


Something clicked in Zekra's mind. She shot the Umbreon a 
disbelieving stare as the truth dawned upon her. The Umbreon's grin 
only seemed to grow more and more with each passing second 
while her eyes gleamed. 


"Crystelle...?" Zekra asked slowly. 


"You got it!" Crystelle replied with a flick of her tail. "I'm back and 
better than ever!" 


"Oh wow, you're back. Um... you've changed a lot since the last time 
| saw you," Zekra said reluctantly. 


"Well of course! I'm an Umbreon now," Crystelle pointed out in the 
haughtiest voice Zekra had ever heard. "Lots of stuff happens when 
you change into an Umbreon. Like, you quit thinking that everything 
about being a dark-type is creepy and you suddenly feel like you can 
do anything. Oh yeah. It's awesome being this and being able to do 
all of the stuff | can do." 


Crystelle awkwardly pushed her front paw against the door and once 
again slammed it open, prompting yet another jump out of Zekra. 


"In fact, I'm gonna show you some of the awesome stuff | can do 
now," Crystelle then said. "You'll love it." 


Then without even waiting for a response, she leapt outside, 
disappearing from Zekra's sight. Zekra only stood there in stunned 
silence, having no idea what had just transpired before her. 
Everything had happened so quickly that she almost didn't even 
think it happened. Then not only that, but Crystelle's new attitude 
came as a shock to her. She had been anticipating that Crystelle 
would remain as innocent and childish as she had been as an 
Eevee. She knew that evolving and having darkness within her 
would change some parts of the Umbreon, but she had never 
imagined it would be this drastic of a personality change. It was 
almost as though Crystelle was a completely different Pokémon. 


Nonetheless, Zekra decided not to dwell too much in the subject. 
She wanted to go see what Crystelle was so eager to show off. She 
had nothing better to do anyway. 


Zekra walked outside and gently closed the door behind her. She 
found Crystelle waiting for her a few feet away, staring at her with 
that smug smirk that never seemed to leave her face. When their 


eyes met, Crystelle chuckled under her breath as she wandered 
away. Zekra quickly followed after her and together, they headed 
toward the center of the island. Minutes later, a very familiar jungle 
came into their sights. 


"Ah here we are," Crystelle announced as she stopped before its 
entrance. "Bloodshed Jungle, as | think you always called it. 
Remember when you tried to take me here as an Eevee and | 
wouldn't go because | was being a wimp?" 


"Yeah, | remember," Zekra said quietly. 
"Well, we're going to redo that." 


Crystelle then bounded into the jungle, prompting Zekra to quickly 
bolted after her. Umbreon or not, Zekra didn't know how experienced 
Crystelle was with hunting. If she had no skill in being a predator, it 
wouldn't matter if she had a different, more powerful body. She'd still 
be killed by something much bigger than her in that jungle. 


But the second Zekra entered that jungle, she was quick to find that 
Crystelle was nowhere in sight. Zekra snarled under her breath for 
Crystelle's rashness and swiftness. 


"Crystelle, get back here!" she cried out. "This place is really 
dangerous!" 


There wasn't a response, though Zekra didn't know if it was because 
Crystelle was ignoring her or genuinely didn't hear her. Zekra sighed 
as she turned into an Aipom and climbed up a nearby tree. She 
hopped onto one of the higher branches and wandered down it 
before stopping towards the very edge. She looked around, able to 
see almost all of the jungle from so high up. And yet, Crystelle was 
nowhere in sight. 


Ugh, | think | liked you better when you were an Eevee. Zekra 
thought distastefully. You were still annoying, but at least you didn't 
pull stupid stunts like this. You're really, really weird now, Crystelle. 


Zekra was about to leap onto another branch and continue her 
search from another section of the jungle, but then the fur on her 
neck stood up. Zekra immediately darted to the side as the sensation 
came over her, but she wasn't fast enough, for a Gliscor descended 
upon her and snapped on of its massive pincers around her body. It 
then lunged its head at her, its elongated fangs perfect for piercing 
deep into her organs. 


Zekra didn't even bother to resist as it sank its fangs into her neck. 
She cringed as she felt the incisors pierce into her jugular and 
changed her back into a Zorua, but otherwise remained unaffected. 
Then, with the creature distracted with the thought that it had killed 
her, she opened her maw and shot out a Dark Pulse at it. The pillar 
struck one side of its wings, ripping the Gliscor right out of her as it 
released its grip on her and sent it crashing into a nearby tree. The 
Zorua scoffed as she felt the plague within her seal back up the 
wound, stopping the blood that was pouring down the side of her 
neck. 


She bounded off the tree and fell upon the Gliscor, where she 
immediately turned into a Skarmory. She flapped her wings to 
increase her momentum, then shot forward as she aimed her break 
directly at the Gliscor's chest. Unfortunately, the Gliscor was too 
quick for her, for it leapt off the tree and flew toward another one. 
Zekra stopped herself short as she put her feet in front of her, sinking 
her talons into the tree bark as she brought herself to a halt. She 
was about to take off once more and once again puncture the 
defenseless Gliscor whilst it glided through the air, but then 
something else happened. 


A black blur shot out of the branches above the Gliscor and landed 
on its back. The feral screeched as it plummeted toward the ground, 
its unknown assailant going with it. Zekra silently followed after the 
descending Pokémon before dropping onto a low branch and 
bringing her attention back to the scene. 


She was quite astonished to find that the one who had tackled down 
the Gliscor was Crystelle. She was now on the ground a few feet 


away from the downed Gliscor, smiling evilly as she watched it feebly 
push itself back onto its tail. She didn't seem the least bit frightened 
of the giant creature before her, even as it towered above her. If 
anything, Zekra thought that she seemed bizarrely excited, 
somewhat how Zekra felt whenever she went hunting. But it was 
always a subdued sort of excitement with Zekra and it was 
interrupted whenever her life was in danger. Crystelle wasn't like that 
right now. She seemed insanely eager to fight this Gliscor. 


"Alright, this is perfect!" Crystelle said, turning back to look over at 
Zekra. "Here, I'll show you right now what | learned while | was gone. 
Prepare to be amazed!" 


The Gliscor lunged at Crystelle, and for a second, Zekra thought for 

sure that the Umbreon would fall prey to the massive Pokémon. But 

Crystelle only smiled wider as she darted out of the way, causing the 
Gliscor to crash into a tree right behind where Crystelle once stood. 

As the Gliscor pulled itself away from the trunk and shook itself free 

of a headache, Crystelle stopped a few feet away from the threat. 


"You can do better than that!" Crystelle taunted. "Come on, show me 
your worst!" 


Zekra wasn't sure if the Gliscor could actually understand Crystelle's 
words, but it did seem to become angered when it saw her again. It 
let out a low hissing sound as frost slowly formed around its two 
protruding fangs. They seemed to grow longer and even deadlier, 
giving it the appearance that it had two icicles in its mouth. 


"Yessssssss, perfect," Crystelle purred. 


Crystelle suddenly leapt toward the Gliscor and opened her mouth to 
reveal a large set of small incisors of her own. They weren't filled 
with any sort of power, causing Zekra to worry that attacking with 
nothing but sheer force would do nothing and only result in getting 
killed by the Gliscor's bite. But then, just as she closed in on the 
creature, the exact same frost that coated the Gliscor's fangs 
encased her own. The second she rammed into the Gliscor, she 


sank her icy fangs into its neck, biting down hard with all of her 
might. 


The Gliscor was only able to let out one last, hoarse scream before it 
collapsed onto the ground, blood leaking out of the puncture 
wounds. Crystelle removed her fangs from the Gliscor as the ice 
filling her teeth melted away, allowing her to close her mouth. 


"There, all done," Crystelle said in deep satisfaction as she turned 
back to Zekra. "What did you think?" 


"How did you copy what that Gliscor was doing?" Zekra wondered 
cautiously as she jumped down onto the ground and turned back into 
a Zorua. "You're not a Zorua or Zoroark or anything and I'm pretty 
sure Umbreon can't do what you just did.” 


"Oh, well that's easy," Crystelle answered. "When | was with my 
trainer, he taught me all sorts of awesome stuff, like how to use the 
darkness in me and how to sneak around without anyone noticing. 
But one of the things he also taught me is a little move he called 
Mimic. Basically, you watch somebody do something like breathe out 
fire, and then after they do, you can do it too. But you only keep 
using that same power for about five minutes before you can't use it 
anymore. It's like you borrow the attack for a little bit." 


"SO it's like a short-term version of my illusion power," Zekra said 
thoughtfully. "Huh, interesting. | don't think I've ever heard of that 
power before til now." 


"Well not too many Pokémon use it, so there's that," Crystelle 
shrugged off indifferently. "My teacher just thought | should learn it 
since he knew | could learn it and thought it'd be better than biting 
everything and blasting everybody with dark power. So yeah! That's 
the awesome thing | wanted to show you." 


Zekra nodded slowly. She could admit that the ability was rather 
unique and interesting, not to mention very useful. While Zekra saw 
no need for the power herself, given that she had a much more 


powerful and effective version of it, she could see why Crystelle 
cherished it. It could easily be the trump card to any seemingly futile 
struggle with an enemy. However, she wasn't sure if leaping into a 
jungle filled with wild, ravenous creatures was such a great way to 
show off that power. 


"Well since we're done, let's get out of here," Crystelle then 
announced. "And then when we get out, you can tell me all about 
how you got your mission or whatever you wanted done. | bet it'll be 
quite a story. | can't wait to hear about all of the awesome stuff you 
did." 


"Um yeah, about that," Zekra said, frowning uncomfortably. "I uh... | 
actually didn't get to do what | wanted. | decided | had enough of it 
and came back here because | had nowhere else to go." 


Crystelle's smug grin froze in place. She continued to stare down at 
the little Zorua for a few seconds longer, that smile still plastered to 

her face. And then, it abruptly changed to that of a disgusted scowl 

as she shot Zekra a spiteful glare. Zekra nearly cringed back at the 

sight. 


"| thought you were going to do everything you could to do whatever 
you had in mind," Crystelle said venomously. "| mean, you were 
going to attack my parents just so you could go do it with your 
friends. | saw you and | know you really were going to hurt them. 
Maybe you were even going to kill them because you were so 
obsessed with whatever was on your mind. So are you telling me 
that you're just giving up after you did something as drastic as that?" 


"Look Crystelle, it's a long story," Zekra sighed. "I can't keep going. 
Things happened, things | really don't want to talk about, and | can't 
ever go back after what happened. It doesn't matter how dedicated | 
was back then; I'm not the Zorua you knew before. She died." 


"Don't give me that," Crystelle hissed, drawing closer to Zekra. "| 
saw you when you left. | saw that whatever you had to do meant the 


world to you and that you were going to stop at nothing to get it 
done. You're telling me that you're just going to forget that?" 


"Things happened that made me change my mind," Zekra replied 
quietly. "A lot of horrible things that | really don't want to think about 
right now. Look Crystelle, | really don't like talking about this..." 


"So you abandoned Terron and Novus because you weren't feeling 
up to whatever your plan is?" Crystelle went on, ignoring Zekra. "You 
ditched your friends and left them all alone while you came back 
here to do nothing but sit around? | can't believe you would actually 
do something like that... | thought you were better than that. The 
Zekra | Knew would have stayed with her friends and kept going no 
matter what happened. She wouldn't have left them all behind and 
came here to hide away from everything like a coward." 


"| told you, I'm not that Zorua anymore!" Zekra cried desperately. 
"She got killed and I'm all that's left! You have no idea what | went 
through, so don't talk like you know what actually happened. I'm 
done with what's back on Shiron and nothing you say is going to 
make me feel guilty about it!" 


Crystelle kept her resentful gaze on the Zorua, her scowl so deep 

that Zekra could see a good majority of her sharp fangs. For just a 
brief second, Zekra thought she saw something vaguely malicious 
flicker behind Crystelle's eyes. But she was unable to get a closer 
look, for Crystelle instantly turned her back to the Zorua. 


"You really did die, Zekra," she said in a seething voice. "The Zekra | 
knew wasn't a selfish weakling like you." 


Then, she flicked her tail and strutted away, leaving Zekra alone in 
the jungle with the bitter sting of a vague heartbreak. 


Chapter 68: A Dark Sunrise 


X 
Chapter 68 


A Dark Sunrise 


Zekra stood there in the midst of the jungle, finding herself at a 
complete loss. 


Crystelle's harsh words still rang clearly in her ears, cutting deep into 
her soul. And while the pain wasn't heart-wrenching, there was still 
quite a bit of inner turmoil, something that she hadn't felt in a very 
long time. Sometime during her stay on Shirra, her heart had 
become practically non-existent, only conjuring up an emotion out of 
her occasionally. And even then the emotion was incredibly subdued 
and easy to stifle. Nothing was able to linger long in her heart after 
she had adapted to a life of normality and monotony. 


But that wasn't the case right now. She could clearly feel a deep 
sense of guilt worm its way through her heart, because deep down 
she knew that Crystelle had spoken the undeniable, cold truth; Zekra 
was a selfish coward. She had abandoned her friends without a 
second thought and ran away to Shirra because she wanted to 
escape all of her problems instead of dealing with them. She had left 
everything behind because she had quit caring about everything she 
once held dear. All she cared about was herself. 


She was selfish, unthoughtful, and most of all, a weakling. 
Zekra squeezed her eyes shut as she felt tears well up in her eyes. 
No, she's wrong. Zekra told herself. Crystelle doesn't know anything. 


She doesn't know that | had to leave because | would have died if | 
stayed on Shiron. She doesn't know that | had to leave Tear because 


if | stayed with him, I'd crack one day and tell him something that 
would ruin his life. Keeping Tear safe and happy isn't selfish. 
Crystelle doesn't know anything! 


Zekra opened her eyes as she growled bitterly, feeling a spark of 
wrath flare up within her, incinerating all of her grief. 


She's wrong. | don't have to listen to a single word that obnoxious 
brat says to me. She's just being this way because she thinks she 
knows what's actually going on with the world since she got to go 
visit the main land. Tch, she doesn't know anything. She's just stupid 
and insensitive. 


Zekra snorted as she felt the last of her heart-break fade away as 
the fire in her continued to rage. Then, upon realizing that she was 
still in the jungle with the dead Gliscor Crystelle had slain resting 
beside her, she stormed out and headed back home. 


After minutes of fuming in silence whilst walking through the rough 
sand, Zekra finally found herself back on the doorstep of Lyra and 
Frazil's home. She shoved the door open and then wandered inside 
right as the doorknob crashed into a wall. She only had to glance 
around for a second to find that nobody was home. It seemed that 
Lyra was still out wherever she went and Frazil was presumably on 
an errand. Zekra honestly couldn't remember why she didn't see him 
for most of the day. She was sure that he had something at breakfast 
that morning, but she hadn't been paying attention. 


But hardly any of this mattered, for Zekra also realized that Crystelle 
wasn't in the house either. Zekra knew it was probably because she 
was still upset with the Zorua and didn't want to be in the presence 
of a supposedly selfish and pathetic Pokémon. However, Zekra 
found that she didn't care; Crystelle wasn't home, and she didn't 
want to see her. She had enough of that Umbreon. 


Zekra closed the front door shut with her hind leg before making her 
way down the long hallway of the house and into her bedroom. 
Zekra's bedroom, for the most part, had remained unchanged since 


she began living with her guardians once more. There was still a 
mirror hanging near the door, still a dresser containing absolutely 
nothing in its drawers, and the bookshelf filled with various novels 
remained untouched and dusty. There weren't any sort of paintings 
on the walls, nor was there any sort of plush toys that Zekra had 
seen a few times while at the market. 


The only real change to her room was that she now had a bed 
tucked into a corner of the room. She had seen the bed at a 
department store she had to visit one day, and had asked Frazil and 
Lyra to get it for her. And since it had been the only request she had 
asked of them and because they thought it was far better than 
sleeping on the ground, they gave it to her without question. It was a 
decent bed, the frames and head board being made out of veneer 
and holding a mattress filled with cotton and a network of springs. 
Soft and colorful blankets covered the mattress as a single pillow 
leaned against the headboard. It was a bit of a small bed, the 
smallest in the store even, but she still found the bed to be suitable 
for her petite size. She imagined having an enormous bed would 
have been problematic for her anyway. The vast amount of empty 
space would have reminded her that she could share the bed with 
others that weren't with her. 


Zekra hopped onto the bed and pulled the covers back before 
getting under them. Then, she pulled the covers up to her neck and 
rested her head against the pillow. It felt pleasantly soft just as it 
always did. And yet, it did nothing to calm the simmering bitterness 
within her. 


She shut her eyes as she forced herself to go to sleep, trying to rid 
herself of the malicious thoughts rushing through her mind. 


Zekra found herself sitting in front of a burning church, the flames 
having crawled out of the interior and flooding out of the windows. It 
was a terrifying sight, seeing that massive building before her 
reducing to ash and debris while being the only source of light in the 
endless darkness surrounding her. The violent flickering of the 


flames against the blackness in her sight and the crackling of the 
burning wood did nothing to help ease her dread. She wanted to run 
away from the sight, but found herself unable to get up. She was 
somehow entranced by the sight and bound to the cobblestone 
ground below her. 


Where am I? Zekra wondered. | was just asleep a second ago. Is 
this some sort of dream? 


It was then that Zekra saw something wandering through the burning 
building. She couldn't see them very clearly, for the smoke and 
flames heavily obscured the figure from her, but she persisted in 
peering at the ones within the church. She was about to get up and 
perhaps change into a fire-proof Pokémon so she could explore the 
building, but then the figure jumped out an open window and landed 
a short distance away from Zekra. 


That figure was a Sableye. 


It was relatively unharmed from the flames, having almost no burn 
marks upon it. It seemed somewhat fatigued for whatever reason 
Zekra couldn't understand, but otherwise, it was perfectly fine and in 
perfect condition. It gave a tired sigh as it dusted itself off and then 
wandered into the darkness away from Zekra. It didn't take long for 
Zekra to figure out who the Sableye was. 


"Hey! Hey Yimtri, wait!" Zekra cried out. 


Suddenly feeling strength in her legs again, she sprang onto all fours 
and bolted after the Sableye. Yimtri didn't seem to notice her and the 
distance between the two of them only seemed to grow. Zekra only 
ran faster, ignoring the fact that the darkness surrounding the two of 
them seemed to become more suffocating and almost threatening to 
swallow her whole. 


"Yimtri, wait!" Zekra hollored. "Stop!" 


The Sableye stopped and turned his head slightly to the side to look 
back at Zekra. His blank scowl immediately became that of a 
surprised, almost horrified one as soon as he saw the Zorua. The 
darkness separating them seemed to stop as well, no longer making 
it so that they could never meet. Zekra, seeing her chance, leapt at 
the Sableye and tackled him in the chest. The two rolled across the 
void's unseen floor before crashing into some unknown object. From 
the way the Sableye cringed and let out a groan, she imagined it 
must have been a rock or a strong pillar of some sort. 


"Good, | finally caught up to you," Zekra sighed as she looked up at 
the Sableye. "| was worried | couldn't. Where are-" 


Zekra stopped as soon as her eyes met the Sableye's. There was 
something different about Yimtri's eyes. Before, there was always a 
sort of bitter, resentful glimmer in them that only sometimes changed 
to that of a more empty and somber radiance. But now, there was a 
very different light in those gemstones of his. He seemed almost 
unnerved now, as if seeing Zekra clinging to him was something 
utterly disturbing to him. It was an expression that Zekra knew Yimtri 
never wore except on very rare occasions. She was sure that her 
tackling him, despite how much she knew he found it awkward and 
uncomfortable, wouldn't cause him to appear this way. 


And then she noticed something else about the Sableye; he wasn't 
wearing his trademark cape. That cape he always wore and never 
removed from his sight was nowhere to be spotted on his person. 
Then not only that, but now that she finally had a closer look at him, 
she noticed that this Sableye didn't quite look like Yimtri. Its body 
was slightly different, being a much lighter shade of purple and the 
claws being slightly more elongated. 


"Wait... you're not Yimtri," Zekra realized. 


The Sableye took its claws and grabbed Zekra by the back of her 
neck and tore the Zorua off of its body. It hastily sat up as it threw 
Zekra away from itself before springing to its feet and rushing into 
the darkness surrounding the two of them. 


"Hey! Come back!" Zekra called out as she chased after the 
Sableye. "Who are you? What is this place?" 


Zekra never received an answer, for the Sableye disappeared into 
the black, becoming one with it just as a white light engulfed the 
void. 


Zekra jolted awake, ripping the blankets right off her as she panted 
furiously. While the dream was not traumatic, as she hadn't been 
hurt nor was there any sort of indication that she'd be harmed, the 
dream still brought a deep sense dread that pulsed through her 
being. There was something about that dream that shook her. She 
knew that dreams weren't meant to be logical and that anything 
could happen within them, but somehow, she felt like that Sableye 
wasn't supposed to be there. The way it acted when it discovered 
that Zekra was there with it was too suspicious. There was no 
reason why a figment of her imagination would act that way. There 
was something very wrong with that Sableye. 


She started to wonder if a Sableye had snuck into her room while 
she was asleep and tried to invade her dreams to give her a 
nightmare. She had heard that ghost-types could do so, and it was 
evening now, meaning it was the perfect time for ghost-types to lurk 
about unsuspectingly and find slumbering victims with dreams to 
invade. It would have made sense, even if she hadn't had this 
happen before at all, whether it be on Shirra or Shiron. 


Zekra was about to ponder in the troubling subject more, but then a 
knock came at her door. 


"Yeah?" Zekra asked as she sat up in bed. 


"Dinner's ready, SO come out and eat," Lyra said from behind the 
door. 


Zekra sighed, partially in relief and partially in agitation. While she 
was glad that she could get her mind off the strange experience, she 


knew that having dinner with Lyra and Frazil most likely meant that 
she would have to eat with Crystelle. Crystelle should have come 
home by now and announced her return to her parents. She doubted 
that the Umbreon's little spat with her would be enough to drive her 
away from her own home after being gone for months. 


The Zorua scowled in disgust at the thought of having to tolerate 
Crystelle's presence, but nonetheless leapt out of bed and made her 
way into the dining room. She knew she couldn't avoid Crystelle. It 
would be inevitable that they would cross paths again, especially 
since they were both being raised by the same parents under the 
same roof. 


But much to her surprise, Zekra found that the Umbreon wasn't 
sitting at the dinner table. It was only Lyra and Frazil, a plate of 
cooked fish sitting in front of them. Zekra frowned cautiously as she 
went up to the table and settled herself in her spot at the table, a 
plate of her own waiting for her. 


"Where's Crystelle?" she asked without hesitation. 
"Um, she's still on her trip," Lyra answered oddly. "Why?" 
Zekra's frown grew as she glared down at her food. 


"She came home today," Zekra answered in monotone. "She 
dragged me off to this jungle so she could show me some abilities 
she picked up while she was training on the main land. | figured 
she'd be home by now." 


"Oh! | didn't Know that she came back," Lyra said, surprised. "I didn't 
think she'd be back for another month. If | had known, | would have 
made her something. Did you know about this, Frazil?" 


"No, | didn't," the Glaceon answered. "She wasn't anywhere in town 
and | certainly didn't hear anyone talking about her return. But Zekra, 
you say that you were with her? Was she alright?" 


"She was just fine, " Zekra answered bitterly. 


Lyra and Frazil exchanged an uncomfortable glance with each other 
before looking back over at Zekra. Zekra lightly ran her claws 
through her fish, her appetite soured and non-existent. Then again, it 
had never been existent in the first place. She couldn't remember the 
last time she had felt genuinely hungry. 


"Did something between you and Crystelle?" Frazil asked gently. 


"She and | got into an argument about stupid stuff," she answered 
icily. "You know, about why I'm here when | said | had some other 
stuff to take care of. She called me a selfish coward and then ditched 
me to go who knows where. | guess she's too mad at me to want to 
come back home to you guys right now. But maybe she'll come back 
tomorrow if | leave for a few hours.” 


"Oh, | see," Frazil answered blankly. 


Zekra nodded wordlessly as she traced little shapes into her fish, as 
if she were trying to create a work of art on a canvas of flesh. But in 
reality, all she did was make meaningless scribbles all over it and 
ruin a perfectly good meal. 


"Do you guys think I'm a selfish coward too?" Zekra then asked 
absently. "And don't lie to me; be honest. I'm not going to kill you or 
anything like that. I'm not that messed up." 


"Well... it's really hard to say," Lyra answered carefully. "| don't know 
the entire situation behind your story, so | can't really make an 
opinion about it. If | did, then I'd be judging you wrongly since | don't 
have enough information. So | really can't answer that question." 


"As for me, I'd have to say that you're not what Crystelle called you,” 
Frazil then said. "I'm sorry that she said that to you; she never used 
to act that way before. Bult, it's true that you did abandon your friends 
to come here, but you had a reason to. Like Lyra, | don't understand 
the entire situation, but if you really were in as much danger as you 


claimed you were, then coming here wasn't a selfish choice. 
However, | can say this; your decision to come here might have been 
a wrong decision. Maybe it wasn't selfish, but it still could have been 
wrong and you really should be back with your friends. But | honestly 
can't tell you if that's true or not because | don't understand your 
situation. | can't make that judgement when | don't know what 
happened to you." 


Zekra stared at both of the parents with a blank, faraway stare. 
Essentially, she had received no answers from either of them. Of 
course, Zekra knew that this was entirely her fault, as they knew 
almost nothing about what had compelled her to return to them. 
They couldn't fairly give their opinion when that was so, and Zekra 
knew she couldn't tell them the truth. So in the end, asking them that 
question had been pointless. There were no answers or insight to 
gain from them when Zekra had hidden her darkest secrets from 
them. 


"Alright, thanks," Zekra said blankly. 


The three of them then carried on with their dinner in silence. Half an 
hour later, Lyra and Frazil had finished, and Zekra's plate still had 
her fish sitting there. It was mostly untouched, save for the thin lines 
her claws had traced through it. 


"You sure you're not hungry?" Lyra asked. 


"No, I'm fine," Zekra said with a dismissive wave of her paw. "You 
guys can just throw it out or something. Or maybe you can give it to 
Crystelle whenever she decides to come back inside." 


"Maybe," Lyra said quietly. "I just hope she's okay, though. | don't 
want her to get hurt or anything like that. 


"She's fine," Zekra said as she got up and wandered away. "Besides, 
she killed a Gliscor when | was with her in that jungle on the island. | 
don't think anything's going to be able to hurt her when she can do 
that." 


Zekra didn't even bother to see what Lyra and Frazil's reactions 
were, for she disappeared down the hallway and went inside her 
room before closing the door shut. Then, without wasting another 
moment, she crawled into her bed and went back to sleep. 


Zekra was back in the black void once more. Except this time, there 
wasn't a burning church before her or a cobblestone road below her. 
There were no buildings nor vegetation or anything remotely tangible 
in her sight; it was only the endless darkness that surrounded her. It 
held her in its grasp, providing her an invisible platform to stand upon 
as she gazed into its impenetrable depths. 


Oh not this place again, Zekra whined within her mind. Am | going to 
keep coming here every time | go to bed? Is this how Tear felt 
whenever he kept passing out and going to see Groudon or 
whatever it was? 


Zekra immediately cursed herself as a bitter sting in her heart struck 
her. She knew she shouldn't have thought about Terron and the 
much happier days she once shared with him; it was a perfect way to 
bring an unnecessary amount of pain to her. It was one of the very 
few things that actually could hurt her these days. 


Distracting herself from the pain, Zekra looked upon the darkness 
and peered around, trying to spot the Sableye she had seen before. 
However, it was nowhere in sight, leaving Zekra completely alone in 
the darkness. The Zorua scowled as she went forward into the black. 
As she expected, the invisible platform she was walking upon 
remained there underneath her feet, preventing her from falling down 
into the abyss. 


"Hey! Sableye!" Zekra called out. "Where are you? | wanna talk to 
you!" 


Her voice echoed through the empty void, but nothing answered 
back. Zekra continued walking, determined to find the lone denizen 
of the strange world. But no matter how far she travelled, there was 


no one to be found. The world only continued to go on forever, 
nothing encompassing her changing in the slightest. 


“Come out! I'm not going to hurt you!" Zekra shouted. 


There was still no response. Zekra growled irritably as she finally 
stopped in her tracks and glared down at her paws. Nothing was 
working, and she knew that she couldn't keep wandering through the 
vacant world for all eternity. While admittedly the appearance of the 
world didn't frighten her all that much, traversing aimlessly through it 
until she somehow woke up was unnerving. She wasn't even sure 
how she was supposed to wake up given that the last time she did, it 
only happened when the Sableye presumably threw her out. She 
didn't know if that was the only way out. If it was, then Zekra knew 
she could be stuck in the empty world for a very, very long time. 


"Look, | don't wanna be here," Zekra said. "I didn't get brought here 
by choice, wherever this place is. So if you hate it when | come here, 
just tell me what this place is so that maybe | can figure out a way to 
quit coming." 


Zekra waited once more, seeing if there would be a shift in the 
darkness or a whisper of a voice. If this didn't work, then she didn't 
know what would. She had tried everything else, save for attacking 
the world around her or attempting to go down into its bottomless 
depths, but Zekra didn't feel the need to be that drastic quite yet. So, 
she only waited in silence, anticipating an answer in some form. 


Eventually, the Sableye she had seen in the previous visit to the 
world emerged from the darkness. It didn't appear to be mortified to 
see Zekra as it had before, now only appearing mildly confused. It 
drew closer to Zekra, and then stopped about a foot in front of her. 
Zekra was about to back away, not quite comfortable with the lack of 
space between herself and the unknown entity, but the Sableye's 
gemstones instantly flickered, prompting Zekra to stop. 


"Alright, there you are," Zekra said, sighing in relief. "Was worried 
you weren't going to show up." 


"How did you get here?" the Sableye asked. "You're not supposed to 
be able to get here." 


Zekra shot the Sableye a puzzled stare. There was something very 
familiar in her voice, like she had heard it from somewhere before, 
but she couldn't remember where. It was a strange type of voice, 
being both enticing and highly insidious at the same time. It made 
Zekra feel torn between wanting to run up to the Sableye and tackle 
her down playfully and running away from her in sheer terror. She 
was very warm and welcoming, but at the same time, cold and 
dangerous. In the end, Zekra only remained rooted to her spot. 


"| just fell asleep," Zekra answered. "Next thing | know, I'm here." 


"| see," the Sableye said with a thoughtful frown. "So you didn't come 
here on purpose.... Interesting. I'm not quite sure what to think of 
this. This might just make things a bit more... difficult for the both of 
us. Or it might make things easier. | don't know yet. Time will tell." 


"... Who are you, exactly?" Zekra asked carefully. "I'm pretty sure 
this isn't one of my dreams. And you aren't one of my dream people. 
Are you... actually someone else? Someone other than me?" 


"That's a very good question, and one that's becoming much more 
difficult to answer as time goes by," the Sableye said. "As for my 
name... aname, a name. Let's see here... you might call me 'Venr’'. 
Good as anything, | guess!" 


"Venri," Zekra whispered to herself, testing the name. "Where is this 
place, exactly? Do you live here?" 


The Sableye touched her forehead, as though having a headache. 
"Ah, you need to stop asking So many questions," she grumbled. 
"You presume | have all the answers when | don't. I'm trying to figure 
this all out... All | can imagine is that the pin did something we both 
weren't prepared for." 


"... What pin?" Zekra demanded. "You mean..." 


"What other pin would | mean?" the Sableye snapped back, as 
though exasperated. "How about the pin you so kindly jammed into 
my skin yesterday? Do you realize how much that stings ? | still feel 
it." 


Zekra opened her mouth to retort and demand an explanation, but 
she stopped in mid-breath. She shared a tense glare with the 
strange Sableye as it all clicked into place. 


"No..." Zekra whispered. "No, you're..." 


"You," Venri replied pointedly. "Well, sort of. It's pretty complicated. | 
remember all of your feelings and your memories as though they 
were mine. But then something happened, and... let's just say that 
Dimitri isn't the only person that Mother separated into two people." 


Zekra took a shaky step backwards. 


"You're my... my plague," she said in terror. "You're... the one... 
you're that monster | always hear in my mind." 


"Oh, would you cut it out with calling me a monster? | really hate it 
when you call me that. I'm Venri. Venri, alright?" the Sableye sighed. 
"You know, like somebody you could actually get along with and not 
some spooky menace in your life. But anyway, seems that we've 
finally gotten a chance to talk to one another, even with that 
godforsaken pin of yours. Seems that when you so ruthlessly 
jammed that thing into me, it broke one of the barriers between the 
two of us. I'm not sure how, but here we are." 


"| have nothing to say to you!" Zekra hissed, taking more steps 
backward into the darkness. "I don't want anything to do with you..." 


"Aww, really, Zekra? But we have so much in common!" Venri said 
mockingly, approaching her. "What do you have to be afraid of?" 


"| know what you really want," Zekra growled. "You just want to get 
into my head and take complete control of me. You want to turn me 


into a full Plagued One... and I'm never going to let you! | don't want 
anything to do with the Plagued Ones ever again." 


"Look, it's really not as bad as you're thinking," Venri said evilly. "As 
far as | can tell, the plague is just an effect that causes a soul to split 
into two when it's not supposed to. Something like a cancerous 
growth that affects the spirit. It incubates for a while, just like I'm 
doing now, as the voice in your head slowly starts talking more 
loudly, and... thinking thoughts of its own. Then, we'll split, and I'm 
supposed to brutally murder you and fly off to serve the 
Primogenitor, right?" 


The Sableye stepped even closer to the tensed, terrified Zorua. 


"But I'm no ordinary Plagued One, Zekra," she said, grinning. "I think 
you'll find that I'm quite agreeable when you get to know me. And | 
have something a bit better in mind than just devouring your soul 
and using your body to go mess up the world. | think it would be 
better for the both of us if you were to cooperate with me. We could 
go places." 


Zekra ran. She turned and dashed away from the figure of the 
Sableye and strained her muscles to carry her as far into the 
darkness as she could. Unfortunately, it was all imaginary, and the 
rules of the dream world didn't make sense. She didn't run very far; 
she glanced over her shoulder and saw that Venri was closer than 
before. 


"Nope, you're not running away this time!" Venri said. "This time, 
we're gonna have a talk whether you like it or not!" 


"No... no... " Zekra gasped, running faster than ever but still going 
nowhere. Her heart was racing. It was her worst nightmare. " No... 
She's just trying to break me... get into my head... | can't listen to 
her..." 


Venri would catch up to her in mere seconds. She was desperate. 
She had to get away. She had to get out of the dream somehow. She 


couldn't let the Plagued One touch her. 


At the last moment before Venri was about to reach out and pull on 
her tail, she cried out and launched herself into the darkness. When 
she came back down, the invisible platform no longer had an effect 
on her, and she plummeted down into the abyss. 


"... or you could do that, | suppose," Venri said dryly. 


Zekra was woken by the sound of her own scream. 


She hit the floor in a tangle of covers and thrashed about to escape 
them as though they were the tentacles of the plagued ones. When 
she was free, she stopped to catch her breath and stared at the tiny 
bed she'd nearly destroyed, seeing that the blankets were nearly 
torn apart and the mattress was punctured in more than one place. 


Her mind wouldn't stop buzzing, and now she knew why. Something 
was inside of it with a mind of its own. Something - no, someone - 
lived just under the veil of her subconscious and was growing 
stronger by the day. 


Her innermost demon. Her plagued self. Venri. 


"It can talk to me when | sleep..." Zekra uttered to herself, touching 
the anti-plague pin upon her cloak. "I... | need to stop sleeping. | 
can't sleep anymore... | need to distract myself..." 


Overcome with an urge to get as far away from her bed as she 
could, Zekra used the form of a Sableye to throw the window open 
and prepared to take a late-night walk. But as soon as she leapt up 
onto the windowsill, a wet blast of wind nearly threw her back onto 
the floor, bringing ice-cold droplets of water spraying into her room. 
Keeping her balance, she squinted and saw that a rainstorm covered 
the sky. The relentless downfall pounded the ceiling of her room and 
dribbled down the eve, and the howling wind blew chilly mist into her 
face. 


It wasn't raining before, Zekra realized. The sky was clear earlier. 
How long was | asleep? It must have been a whole lot longer than | 
thought. 


She didn't know how long she would last until she would pass out 
again and meet her dark reflection in the odd dream-world. She 
didn't care. She only knew she wanted to go as far as she could 
before meeting her inner monster again. A little rain wouldn't hold 
her back. 


Though the storm made it very chilly, Zekra decided to leave her 
cloak behind. She removed it and hung it at the foot of her bed, 
making sure to take the anti-plague pin with her. 


No need to get it all muddy, she thought, hooking the pin into the 
back of her amulet as she became a Zorua once more. Besides, | 
need to fee! the cold. It'll help keep me awake. 


Without a second thought, she jumped out of the bedroom window, 
not caring that she was leaving it wide open for the rainstorm to 
ravage her room while she was gone. It wasn't the first thing on her 
mind. Shivering in the cold, she padded across the moist sand and 
away from the house, ignoring the grains collecting on the bottom of 
her paws. 


She took in a deep breath as she wandered away from the house. 
There wasn't a single soul in sight, all presumably locked up behind 
the safe confinements of their homes and snuggled up by a fire. 
Zekra liked it that way; it meant that she could truly be alone with her 
thoughts. She could allow her thoughts to finally settle themselves 
out and leave her be with a clearer mind if there was no one to 
distract her. She had no idea where she wanted to go, but she 
imagined anywhere would suffice. So, she aimlessly traversed about 
the island, having no particular destination in mind as the rainwater 
poured down on her from above. After she'd adjusted to the 
temperature, it felt oddly refreshing to be out in the rain, feeling the 
water pelting her and cascading down her fur. 


What felt like an hour passed, and Zekra found herself standing on a 
grassy hilltop she had found towards the very southern tip of the 
island, far away from where she normally roamed. She had found 
that for whatever reason, the southern part of the island was mostly 
desolate, save for a few jungles filled with wild Pokémon. There were 
no cities in sight, and as far as Zekra could see from atop her hill, 
there weren't any docks to ferry anyone out to other islands. 


In other words, Zekra truly was alone, cut off from everyone. 


The Zorua sighed as she sat down, shivering only for a second as 
the cold water along the blades of grass soaked her further. When 
the uncomfortable sensation passed, she only looked out to the 
ocean, watching the waves stir and the palm trees sway in the wind. 
With no one to bother her and her thoughts having finally calmed 
themselves, Zekra found she could think comprehensively once 
more. 


| don't know what I'm going to do, Zekra pondered. This thing inside 
of me is getting stronger. It's incubating in me. It's been incubating all 
this time, ever since | became plagued. Now it's getting too strong. 
It's taking its own shape. It's becoming its own creature. 


It's not just a voice in my head anymore. It thinks for itself. It has a 
personality. It even has a name. 


But I'll be fine. | can ignore her. As long as I've got this pin, | can 
keep her quiet as long as I'm not asleep. Maybe I'll have to face her 
in my dreams, but I'll just have to avoid sleeping as much as | can... 


I'll be fine just so long as | can keep my thoughts clear. | just can't let 
her start to control me. | can't let her... start to talk me into things. If 1 
start agreeing to listen to her, then... then the next thing | know, 
she'll take over me completely, and | won't be myself anymore. I'll be 
gone. Just like all the... the other plagued ones who killed their 
hosts... I'll be gone... | wonder if this is how Yimtri always felt... the 
voices in his head just kept getting louder, trying to win him over... 
his plague just wouldn't ever leave him alone... 


But wait... if Yimtri and Tear are the same person, and they split 
apart because of the plague curse, does that mean Yimtri was the 
Plagued One that came out of Dimitri? Was he the part of Dimitri that 
split off into its own person just like Venri wants to with me? That 
sounds really weird... could that be true? It would explain why he 
acts so weird all the time and why he's so emotionally unstable... he 
has all the memories of Dimitri but he's just a bunch of inner demons 
come to life! 


But Yimtri and Tear both faced their own plagues, too... maybe the 
curse never ends? Maybe it just keeps multiplying humans and 
Pokémon over and over again until we're just mindless shells of the 
original person? Maybe Yimtri is a Plagued One being tormented by 
another Plagued One? 


But if Yimtri really is a Plagued One... and he really did become his 
own Pokémon... He wasn't really such a bad guy after all. | mean, 
he did a lot of good things while he was working with us. Nyx did say 
that the curse she gave to us was special. Maybe that's why. 
Maybe... 


... Maybe Venri just wants to be my friend? 


No! NO! I can't think about it like that! I-if 1 start thinking about it like 
that, Venri will win. | can't let her win. | can't. She's the Plagued One, 
Zekra. You've beaten them. You got yourself out of the stupid war, 
and you're safe here. Don't let Venri take everything away from you 
again. 


She's the one who took everything away from me. She's the one 
who... 


... She's the one who made me a killer. 


She fell over onto her back, slumping her head into the moist ground 
as she felt a number of unpleasant emotions stir up inside of her. All 
of them were telling her to act differently, one telling her to go ona 
rampage, one telling her to regress into a sobbing mess, and yet 


another telling her to run back to Lyra and Frazil and tell them 
everything. They each screamed their suggestions at her, clashing 
against the other in a fight for supremacy as Zekra only remained 
there, vacantly staring into the sky as the raindrops fell on her head. 
A gale blew past her, pushing her closer towards the edge of the hill, 
but Zekra barely noticed. 


"Didn't bring your little blanket with you, huh? Figured it would have 
kept you warm in this rain." 


Zekra blinked. She turned her head to find Crystelle standing right 
next to her, her eyes glowing red and the yellow rings around her 
body illuminating softly as well. The Zorua scrambled away from the 
Umbreon as she righted herself up and got back on all fours. 


She shot Crystelle a spiteful glare. The wariness she had felt when 
she had first encountered Crystelle was no longer there. She only 
felt a churning hatred within her heart, fueling a number of malicious 
thoughts in her mind. 


"What are you doing here?" Zekra asked venomously. "How did you 
even find me?" 


"Because | was stalking you," Crystelle answered blandly. "| saw you 
leave mom and dad's house, and | followed you here. But geez 
Zekra, you didn't even bring your blanket in this weather?" 


"It's not a blanket," Zekra corrected tersely. "It's a cloak, or a cape. 
It's the same thing. And | didn't bring it because | didn't want it to get 
all wet and dirty out here. And because | thought that the wind might 
blow it away. I'd rather not lose it." 


"But you'll still wear it when you're killing Pokémon and get their 
blood over it," Crystelle stated dryly. "You know, even though a wild 
Pokémon can tear it off just as easily as the wind can." 


"What do you want, Crystelle?" Zekra then said, ignoring her remark. 
"| kind of want to be alone right now." 


The Umbreon turned away from the Zorua as she wandered toward 
the edge of the hilltop that overlooked the sea. After a few seconds, 
she turned her head back at the Zorua, wearing a stern, smoldering 
glare. 


"You need to go back to Shiron," she said simply. "You need to finish 
whatever you started there." 


"Crystelle, I'm not going back there," Zekra said in a firm voice. "I 
already told you this. There's nothing you can say that'll convince me 
to leave this island and go suffer some more back on Shiron. I'd be 
stupid to go back to that place and get hurt over and over again. I've 
had enough pain in an entire lifetime." 


"But you'll let Terron and Novus stay on Shiron and suffer by 
themselves," Crystelle then said. 


"| don't care about them anymore," Zekra uttered bitterly. "They can 
do whatever they want." 


But Zekra knew that she was lying when she spoke those words. 
The second they left her tongue, she felt a sting in her heart. It took 
her a moment to stifle it. 


Crystelle kept her gaze on Zekra, saying nothing. Her exasperated 
glare remained unflinching in the darkness, glowing steadily with the 
yellow light of her rings even as water pelted down upon her. Even 
as another mighty gale blew through the area, nearly knocking Zekra 
over from the blast, the Umbreon remained firmly rooted to the 
ground. 


"Why do you even care what | do?" Zekra yelled over the wind. 
"You're strong enough on your own! If you care about Terron and 
Novus so much, you go help them!" 


"So you would send me to my death?" Crystelle said mockingly. "Are 
you completely blind? Are you even listening to what you're saying? 
You're staying here like a coward because you don't want to see any 


more suffering and death. What if Terron and Novus are dead 
already? What if they're dead because you weren't there to help 
them when they needed it? What would that mean, Zekra? What 
would that mean about you?" 


" SHUT UP!" Zekra cried, turning away. 


“That would make you responsible for their deaths! " Crystelle shot 
at her. "That would make you their killer! " 


Zekra lost control, lunging at the Umbreon with bared fangs. But 
Crystelle was ready for it. She dodged the attack and tripped the 
Zorua as soon as she touched the ground, causing her to flip over. 
Zekra found herself pinned beneath the Umbreon's paws. 


"You're going back to Shiron whether you like it or not, Zekra," 
Crystelle finally said after a while, her voice a low hiss. "This isn't 
what you're supposed to be. You're supposed to be better than this. | 
did not get this strong just to see you give up. ” 


The Umbreon lashed at Zekra in that instant, descending upon her 
with jaws wide open. Zekra wasn't able to move fast enough as 
Crystelle sank her fangs into her and ripped her up off the ground. 
Her teeth didn't puncture far enough into her flesh to be lethal, but is 
still brought an uncomfortable amount of pain. 


"We're leaving, Zekra!" Crystelle said in a muffled voice as she 
clamped her teeth down harder on the Zorua. "You and me! Right 
now!" 


"No!" Zekra screamed as she thrashed about. "No! No, | can't go 
back! | can't!" 


"Too bad! You've lost your right to make your own decisions!" 


Crystelle crouched down low, ready to bound down the hill in a single 
leap. 


" No! 1 don't wanna go! | don't wanna see them!" 


Zekra immediately blasted a pillar of darkness at the Umbreon, 
knocking her out of Crystelle's grip as the Umbreon went tumbling 
away from her and towards the edge of the hill. Crystelle frantically 
dug her claws into the wet blades of grass, bringing herself to a halt 
just as she was to disappear down the grassy slope. She shot Zekra 
a hateful glare, eyes burning bright as she shook herself. 


Zekra stood there, bleeding from each of her puncture wounds, 
returning the glare with an equally vicious one. 


"I'm not going back to Shiron!" Zekra declared. "You're not making 
me! | will never go back there as long as | live! Nobody is going to 
get me to change my mind, and I'm most certainly not about to get 
dragged off there by you ! So back off and leave me right now, or 
else-" 


"Or else you're going to kill me?" Crystelle asked skeptically. "Is that 
what you're going to say?" 


The Zorua frowned hard as Crystelle let out a snort. The Umbreon 
flickered her tail as she pranced about her spot for a moment before 
looking back at Zekra. An evil smile crept onto her face as the red in 
her eyes seemed to radiate all the brighter. 


"Is that a challenge?" Crystelle asked eagerly. "Are you saying that 
you can actually kill me before | get you out of here?" 


"Don't test me, Crystelle," Zekra growled. "You have no idea what 
I've done in the past." 


"SO you are saying that you can kill me!" Crystelle exclaimed, her 
sinister grin growing. "Oh wow, Zekra, maybe you aren't a disgrace 
to dark-types after all. Maybe you're not as much of a wimp as | 
thought you became after you supposedly died." 


"| said don't TEST ME!" 


Zekra sprang again at the Umbreon, tackling her down as she 
lunged her fangs directly at Crystelle's neck. Crystelle snickered as 
she shot a mirror of Zekra's Dark Pulse at the Zorua, blowing Zekra 
right off of her and skidding along the ground. Zekra quickly changed 
into a Scyther as she dug her blades into the moist ground, forcing 
herself to a halt. 


"I'll test you all | want!" Crystelle proclaimed as her eyes flickered. 
"Go ahead, kill me! If you're really that desperate to stay on this 
island, then try and stop me!" 


Crystelle sprinted forward just as the lights upon her body 
disappeared, leaving her as nothing more than a black blur rushing 
through the dark rain. Zekra tensed as she eyed where the Umbreon 
dashed about, finding she was having a difficult time keeping track of 
Crystelle. Not only was she disturbingly quick on her feet, but the 
rain was doing an excellent of camouflaging her as well. Crystelle 
had become a complete shadow. 


Something flashed in the corner of Zekra's sight. She promptly 
lashed out at it, swinging her arm down upon it, only to have it 
become embedded into the dirt. She ripped it out as she hastily 
turned around, searching desperately for the Umbreon. 


Another flash of movement appeared by Zekra's side. The false 
Scyther swiped at it and immediately felt something slice through her 
blade that she knew wasn't vegetation. She could clearly feel the fur 
and blood running across its metallic surface and drip down her arm. 
Without wasting another second, Zekra transformed back into a 
Zorua as she sprang at the spot where she had presumably cut 
Crystelle. However, she was soon to find that she had nothing, for 
she crashed into the grass and skid along its slippery surface, 
smearing mud all over her belly. 


The Zorua looked down at her paws as she forced herself up, and 
was baffled to find that there was no blood stained upon her claws. 


But... | felt her! Zekra reasoned. | know | hit her! | could feel her 
blood on my paws! | know | did! But then... why didn't she scream? 


Something rammed into Zekra's side, knocking the wind out of her 
as she went tumbling down the hill's slippery slope. The world rapidly 
spun around her as she rolled down to the bottom, unable to stop 
herself. When she finally did come to a stop, her fur was drenched in 
mud and water and covered with quite a few cuts. Just as she was to 
get up, something hard pressed down into her side, provoking a 
sequel of pain out of her. She wearily looked up to find that Crystelle 
had her foot on her ribcage, glaring deeply into her eyes with a 
disgusted scowl. There wasn't a single scratch upon her. 


"Ugh, | really didn't want it to be this easy," Crystelle groaned. "I 
really thought making you that mad would do something to you. But 
no, | guess it doesn't change anything. But why am | surprised? The 
old Zekra isn't you anymore. All of her fighting spirit left you." 


Zekra 's eyes illuminated as she began to change into another 
Pokémon, but Crystelle quickly spat out a blob of ghostly energy 
close to Zekra's head. It didn't directly hit Zekra, but the blast still 
seared her fur, cutting off her transformation. 


"Looks like I've won, Zekra," Crystelle proclaimed without joy. "You 
can't do anything right now and | can easily knock you out and drag 
you back to Shiron. We're going to finish what you started, no matter 
how weak you've become. I'm not about to let you stay here and 
wither away for the rest of your life all because you're too selfish and 
weak to face whatever's bothering you." 


"Why do you even care about me going back?!" Zekra screamed. 
"You don't owe me anything and you and | were never really all that 
close when | was still here! What's it to you?" 


"Take a look at me, Zekra," Crystelle answered. "Look at what | am. 
Do you honestly think that I'm an Umbreon because that was a 
childhood dream of mine? When | kept telling you when | was an 
Eevee that | thought everything you said was creepy and weird? Do 


you really think I'd become an Umbreon because | have some weird, 
morbid fascination with all of the freaky darkness stuff that goes on 
inside of me?" 


Zekra didn't answer the question, but Crystelle didn't seem to need a 
response. 


"| became an Umbreon because of you," Crystelle said vehemently. 
"| became what | am right now because after thinking about it, | 
realized you were kind of awesome. You could go kill wild Pokémon 
without worrying about anything and you looked so strong. You 
never worried about being a killer because you just knew that death 
was just a part of life and it didn't bother you. You weren't scared of 
anything and you stuck by your friends no matter what. You were 
strong, impossibly strong. | wanted to be like that. So, | became an 
Umbreon because | thought that having the darkness you have 
inside of your body would make me strong like too. | left home to 
train as an Umbreon because | admired you and everything you did. 


"So when | see you like this, all weak and spineless and no longer 
caring about whatever you needed to do, it does something to me. It 
makes me really angry to see that the one who made me a much 
stronger Pokémon is now probably the weakest Pokémon I've ever 
seen. And that's something | just can't stand. | can't stand to see you 
so weak and pathetic when | know you can be an awesome 
Pokémon again that could do just about anything. Zekra, you were 
my hero. You changed everything. You made me see life ina 
completely new way. And now... | guess | just want to be your hero 
in return.” 


Zekra found herself speechless. She had never thought that she was 
that influential to Crystelle, but it made sense. When she took her to 
Bloodshed Jungle for the first time and talked about what it was like 
being a dark-type, it must have had a profound effect on her. She 
never would have realized it; the poor little Eevee at the time had 
seemed freaked out by everything, but it must have inspired her to 
overcome her fears and dive into them... 


Zekra couldn't say the same about herself. She was a 
disappointment. She was only a hollow shell of her past, and the 
antithesis of everything Crystelle had idolized. 


"You're right," Zekra said quietly. "I really am weak now. I'm pathetic." 


Crystelle slowly took her foot off of Zekra and stepped back, as if to 
let Zekra rise back to her feet. However, Zekra only remained there 
on the ground, looking up at the stormy sky with a gloomy stare as 
the rain continued to fall down upon her. 


"| really don't know what | can do about it now, though," she sighed, 
resigning herself to the humiliation. "It's true that some part of me 
does want to go back, but... I'm not strong enough to go back. I'm 
just not... I'm too traumatized by everything that happened and 
everything | saw. I've reached my limit. There's no sense in trying to 
fight again if I'm just going to break like a coward at the first sign of 
danger." 


"What makes you think you'll break at the first sign of danger?" 
Crystelle said calmly. "Why not tell me?" 


"Tell you... what?" Zekra groaned. "Everything?" 


"Yeah, | don't see why not," Crystelle said. "Look... maybe if you 
want to convince me to leave you alone, and just leave you here on 
this island to wither away and die of old age, you should at least tell 
me why. Tell me what's so terrible that you can't go back and face it, 
even for the sake of your friends." 


Zekra closed her eyes as she prepared to confess her story to the 
Umbreon. 


"My enemies are called the Plagued Ones," Zekra said. "They get 
into your soul like a virus and they turn you into a demon. And they 
spread . They're everywhere on Shiron. They've killed... they've 
killed all my family. All my friends. All of... all of the citizens of so 
many towns, so many hardworking Pokémon, so many warriors 


and... and they just keep spreading and killing and nobody can stop 
them. And nobody knows they even exist because they never leave 
any Survivors, and there's this organization called the Fellowship 
which is trying to keep them a secret... | tried so hard to fight them, 
Crystelle, you just don't understand. So many good Pokémon died, 
but | just kept getting back up and letting myself believe that | could 
keep fighting them. | tried to let all my pain and my anger motivate 
me. And | stood by my friends for as long as | could, but our 
friendships kept breaking away for different reasons, but | still kept 
standing because | knew someone needed to fight the Plagued 
Ones..." 


Crystelle continued to gaze down at Zekra, saying nothing, only 
listening solemnly without a single hint of fear in her eyes. Zekra 
sobbed profusely as she tried to force out the rest of her story, her 
tears mixing with the falling rain. 


"They even banished me... that's why | ended up here that one time. 
Even after | was banished here, | thought | could just... get back up 
and keep going..." 


"But... but then | lost my brother to them, the last of my family | had 
left, and... and that was it. That was just the last straw. Because 
that's when | was left all on my own. And | can't stand on my own, 
Crystelle. | just... | can't stand on my own. What was | supposed to 
do?! | couldn't keep fighting after that. | wasn't as strong as him... | 
can't fight when I'm all alone." 


"Why not find Terron again?" Crystelle asked. "Then you wouldn't 
have to be alone anymore?" 


“Because | don't know where he is!" Zekra shouted. "We split the 
team up, and... he's somewhere, | don't know... And besides, | can't 
see him anymore. | have to keep a secret from him, probably forever. 
But if | see him again | know I'll probably crack and I'll tell him, and 
then he'll probably wish he were dead. | can't bring that onto him. | 
can't make him suffer like that. | can't." 


"What secret?" 


"That... that he caused all of this. He's the reason the Plagued Ones 
are killing everyone..." 


"Hmm, | see," Crystelle said thoughtfully. 


Zekra considered telling Crystelle right there about her plagued self 
and what it was capable of, but then decide against it. She didn't 
need to disturb Crystelle even more. Though the Umbreon seemed 
rational and collected at the moment, she had no idea what was truly 
going on in Crystelle's mind, hidden behind her pensive persona. It 
seemed too soon to drop such a heavy and dark secret, despite 
everything she had just said. 


"Well, what if | told you this," the Umbreon said, sitting down next to 
her. "You don't have to be alone anymore. | can come with you..." 


"What? No, no..." Zekra sighed, rolling over away from her. "I 
can't.... | can't lose you too. Not you. What if we get to be really good 
friends and | learn to trust you and everything, and then... and then | 
have to watch you die just like everyone else? | couldn't take it 
anymore. If | have to see one more person | love being destroyed by 
all this, | don't know what I'll do. I'll break. I'll just... I'll completely 
break. | have to stay here." 


"SO | see," Crystelle sighed. 


The two Pokémon of darkness shared a moment of quiet as the 
storm died down. The pounding rain turned to a sloppy drizzle, and 
Zekra felt the large raindrops slamming against her cheek and 
running down her neck. She nearly felt herself getting lulled into a 
peaceful rest by the rhythm, but knew she couldn't let her eyes close 
completely. She still saw a Sableye's face staring back at her in her 
mind's eye. 


"SO... is that really what you want?" the Umbreon said gently. "You 
really want to stay here?" 


"Yeah," Zekra groaned. 


"Alright, fine," she said, standing back up and beginning to walk 
away. "If that's what you think will make you happy... | guess I'll 
leave you to it. | hope you'll be happy here, Zekra. | really do." 


Crystelle turned to walk away, climbing to the top of the hill. She 
paused at the summit just before disappearing over its top, and 
stared at the cloudy sky. The moon was peeking through a crack in 
the clouds. 


"I'll admit, | can understand if you don't want to fight anymore," 
Crystelle said back. "After going through all that, | think I'd make the 
same choice. But there was one thing mainly that set me off when | 
saw it. It was your bed." 


"... Huh?" Zekra grunted, rolling upright and glancing at the 
Umbreon high above her. 


"Yeah, when | saw that bed in your room that you'd chosen... that's 
how | knew ‘this is a Pokémon who's completely given up on life.’ 
And that's really what set me off and made me want to fight you." 


"What are you talking about...?" Zekra oddly said. 


"Well, obviously it's too small to fit a Zoroark," the Umbreon said 
pointedly. 


Zekra's mouth fell open. She glared with wide eyes at her 
companion, unable to think of a response. 


"Zekra... | know what it's like to grow in power. | started out as a 
pathetic weakling and eventually | found the strength to grow up, and 
now | can stand on my own. | know what your problem is. You're still 
that weakling. You have no idea what that feels like to have that 
surge of strength fill you. You don't Know what real power feels like. 
In fact, | bet you forgot about evolving completely. You've given up. It 
wasn't even a second thought for you anymore." 


The Umbreon descended the hill again until she stood face-to-face 
with the Zorua. She pointed at the glowing amulet still chained to 
Zekra's chest. 


"Believe me, | Know what that thing can do,” Crystelle said. "| saw 
you use it during the battle. | bet you use it all the time, don't you? 
You probably even used it to turn into your brother. But it's still all just 
an illusion, isn't it? It's not real. You've never been a real Zoroark. 
You have no idea what it feels like. That's the difference between 
you and me. | know what a dark-type is really capable of. You don't. 
Don't you think your brother would have wanted you to experience 
that for yourself?" 


"My brother died like all the rest," Zekra spat. "Being a Zoroark didn't 
help him at all in the end." 


"Did he ever save your life?" Crystelle shot back. 
"Well, yeah..." Zekra tried to say. 


"Then he did make a difference," the Umbreon said to her face. "You 
and | wouldn't be talking right now if it weren't for him. So he did at 
least one thing that transcended his lifespan. I'm sure he did a lot of 
things that lasted longer than him. Because he was strong . And 
somewhere in you is the power to at least double everything he did. 
So you can tell me how weak and pathetic you are. You can tell me 
how much of a coward you are. You can tell me how crazy you'd go 
if you saw more suffering and death. But don't you dare try and tell 
me that you've reached the end of your strength. Don't you dare tell 
me that you can't grow stronger anymore. Because | know for a fact 
that's not true. There is a Zoroark inside of you, Zekra. And it's more 
powerful than you can comprehend. | can only tell you that you won't 
find it here on this island. So the question | have for you... do you 
want to come with me so | can help you find it?" 


Zekra stared blankly past the Umbreon, staring at the moon that was 
slowly drifting out from behind the clouds. 


Though her mind buzzed with weariness, and her muscles ached 
from the battle, and her heart had long since been crushed into tiny 
pieces... Though her body felt like it was drained of all hope, of all 
strength and energy, of all the will to do anything with her life... she 
realized what she had forgotten for so long. 


It wasn't her end, not if she didn't want it to be. There was still an 
entire aspect of her life that she had still yet to experience. And 
though she had lost everything and everyone in the world, she still 
had herself. She still had her own future. 


If she wanted, it could be a beginning. 
"Yeah," Zekra said with a faraway voice. "! want to." 


The Umbreon gave her a warm nuzzle. "See? There you are, Zekra," 
she said gently. "You weren't really dead. You were just hiding. Tell 
you what: once we get you evolved, you can decide whether or not 
you want to give up. Come all the way back to this island and | won't 
stop you! But not until then, alright? Who knows? Together we might 
even be stronger than your brother was. We might be able to do 
some serious damage." 


"Alright," the Zorua said, finally giving in. "Alright, Crystelle... I'll go 
with you." 


Zekra turned away from Crystelle and looked up into the sky. Dark 
storm clouds still engulfed the sky and brought darkness upon the 
land, but now, she could see an orange light peeking through the 
rifts. It didn't take her long to realize that it was the sun that was 
fighting through the impenetrable darkness. And though it was weak 
against the endless cover of clouds, it still drove back a small 
fraction of the darkness and served as a powerful beacon to those 
caught in the storm. 


"Let's go," Zekra announced. "We've wasted enough time. Let's go 
tell your parents that we're leaving.” 


The Umbreon nodded. Then together, they made their way back to 
their home, walking strongly side by side, each wearing solemn 
glares of unwavering determination. 


Special thanks to ScytheRider for writing out a good chunk of 
this chapter and revising parts | wrote to make everything more 
impactful. 


Chapter 69: Run Away With You 


X 
Chapter 69 


Run Away With You 


Zekra knew there was no turning back as she and Crystelle marched 
through the rain. 


Within minutes, the two of them would have to confront Lyra and 
Frazil and tell them that they were leaving and heading back to 
Shiron. While Zekra knew she had to be vague about their reasons 
for leaving, she knew that it didn't matter what she said in the end. 
Lyra and Frazil knew that Zekra leaving their home was the exact 
same thing as walking to her death. She had given them that much 
information when she had first arrived on the island, much to Zekra's 
chagrin. She resented that she hadn't been strong enough to hide 
that from them. Though she knew that at the time it seemed like a 
good idea, she knew that in the end it had done nothing but make 
the parents wary about Shiron. Zekra hadn't minded that 
consequence before because she had no intentions of ever returning 
to Shiron, but now that she had her strength and resolve renewed... 


But in the end, it didn't matter. She would have to live with the 
consequences of her weaker self's actions and there was no point in 
dwelling over what could have been different. Zekra would find a way 
to convince her caregivers to let her leave just as how they had let 
her leave before with Terron and Novus. And if they didn't let her 
leave, she knew she could always flee from the island. Unlike last 
time, she still had her Deception Amulet upon her. It still provided her 
the power to change into a Skarmory that no one could catch. 


However, that didn't quite solve one other problem that was 
becoming increasingly bothersome in Zekra's mind. 


"Crystelle, I'm starting to wonder if your parents are going to let you 
leave with me," Zekra said, breaking the solemn silence between 
them. "| mean, what kind of parents let their kid run off with some 
friend to do dangerous stuff?" 


"Oh, they'll listen," Crystelle said dismissively. "| mean, | got to leave 
to become an awesome Umbreon, so why can't | go with you?" 


"Because there's a difference between going to get stronger and 
going somewhere that you might die in," Zekra stated. "Your parents 
know Shiron is dangerous now because | messed up and sort of told 
them what happened to me." 


"So... they know about the Plagued Ones?" Crystelle asked 
cautiously. 


"Well no, | was smart enough to be vague," Zekra reassured before 
sighing and shaking her head. "But they know that something 
horrible is going on Shiron. So | really don't know if we can convince 
your parents to let you go. | mean, | Know | can go since | can just 
run away, but you..." 


"Well you can just take me with you!" Crystelle suggested with an 
evil smile. "I'm sure you can turn into something that can fly me out 
of here with you." 


"Um, | don't think | like the idea of smuggling you off the island..." 


"Well maybe my parents will just Say yes and let me go with you. 
Then you won't have to kidnap me and we can do whatever we want 
without worrying that my parents are hunting us down!" 


Zekra groaned as she turned away from the Umbreon. While she 
was touched that Crystelle wanted to do everything in her power to 
help Zekra, the Zorua didn't feel very comfortable with her almost 


insane dedication. She didn't know how someone could so boldly 
proclaim that they'd be willing to die because they wanted to renew 
their idol's lost strength. Even if she understood that idolism could be 
a powerful motivator to help out such a revered figure, she didn't 
think it could drive somebody to become borderline suicidal. 


It was then that Zekra was struck with a memory. It was a memory 
from what felt like was so long ago in another life when she stood 

with a Sableye atop a church building and listened to his profound 
words of insight he had gained over his years of living. 


" Your heart tells you that you need to live the life of a hero and 
follow on a dramatic journey against all odds." he had told her. "Your 
heart tells you that you need to ignore what's safe and what's simple 
and to do the things that other people don't have to courage to do. 
That's an instinct that doesn't come from the wild. That's something 
only civil creatures seem to have, whether they are human or 
Pokémon. And most of the time it's useless. It makes Pokémon do 
things that are stupid and risky and ultimately makes everyone 
unhappy. But do you know why we still have that instinct?" 


" Why?" Zekra had asked him in return. 


" Because sometimes, it's absolutely correct. For instance, Novus 
could be correct in thinking that we are the last hope for destroying 
the Primogenitor and stopping all of this death. If we did not have 
this instinct, we could let the opportunity slip through our claws, and 
all would be lost. That is why we all want to be a hero. It is because 
there are times when the survival of everyone truly does rely on the 
valor of only a few." 


Zekra smiled half-heartedly at the memory. How much she wished 
she could continue to hear more of that strange insight from him. 
There was a sort of fascination in it the things he spoke, perhaps 
because she knew what it was like to have thoughts almost alien to 
everyone else. For a brief second, she missed the Sableye. 


But just as quickly as the feeling swept over her, it passed, leaving 
her with an empty heart. 


Maybe that's why Crystelle wants to help me so much. Zekra 
considered. Maybe it's that instinct that Yimtri was talking about. She 
said she wanted to help me because she wanted to be my hero, so it 
makes sense. Maybe | shouldn't really be worried about this. Maybe 
this is pretty normal. Besides, | really could use somebody with me. 
Being all alone on Shiron could be a problem with everything that's 
out to get me... 


Zekra nodded silently to herself as she continued on, slightly more at 
ease with the situation. Several silent minutes passed, and the two 
dark-types found themselves standing before their home. Zekra 
crept over to the window that would lead to her bedroom and found 
that it was still open. She leapt inside, landing upon the carpeted 
floor in silence, Crystelle following right behind her and shutting the 
window. 


"Alright, | Know that we could probably wake up your parents right 
now to tell them what we're doing," Zekra said as she tore off her 
cloak that still hung at the foot of her bed, "but you need rest. | 
mean, it's barely dawn right now. Your parents aren't even going to 
be awake for like another three hours or whatever." 


"We could still wake them up," Crystelle said pointedly. "| mean, we 
kind of are in a rush to go back to Shiron, aren't we?" 


"No we're not," Zekra said dryly. "You need to get as much rest as 
you can get. You don't want to have something stupid happen all 
because you weren't at full strength and were tired." 


"Alright fine, fine," Crystelle grumbled. "I'm sleeping in here, though. 
My old bed is probably too small for me." 


"You could just sleep on the floor," Zekra said absently as she 
changed into a Sableye and fastened her cloak around her neck 


before changing back into a Zorua. "Better get used to it too since 
we're not going to be staying in any hotels or whatever." 


"Well of course | know that, " Crystelle scoffed. "I didn't sleep in that 
many hotels when | was traveling around on Shiron you know. Half 
of the time | was outside. But yeah, whatever. I'm still sleeping in 
your room because you and | are going to have to stick together 
while we sleep anyway. Might as well get used to it. " 


"Do whatever you want." 


Crystelle strolled past Zekra and sat down upon the wooly rug still 
sprawled out along the ground. She felt it with her paws, then fell 
over on her side and squirmed about until she was in a relatively 
comfortable position. 


"You know, you shouldn't be sleeping in that bed," Crystelle then 
said. "You should sleep on the floor like me so that you can get used 
to everything. There aren't going to be any beds out in the 
wilderness." 


Zekra, who was about to leap into her bed, stopped and looked over 
at the Umbreon with a frown. At first she considered rejecting 
Crystelle's advice and saying that she wanted to enjoy her last night 
of comfort and security, but then remembered something; going to 
sleep meant she had to face Venri. Venri was in her mind, waiting for 
her to fall asleep so that she could speak to the Zorua once more. 
Zekra couldn't face the monster within her again. Who knew what 
Venri would do to her this time? She had been lucky enough to 
escape before with little consequences. 


Lying in a bed would surely lull Zekra to sleep. Even if she tried to 
stay awake as she had planned, laying in the softness of the 
blankets and mattress was certain to bring her false comfort and 
make all of the lethargy within her overwhelm everything else. 
However, lying on the floor wasn't the case. True, Zekra had fallen 
asleep on the ground multiple times in the past, but it was much 
more difficult to fall asleep on the ground than in a bed. 


"You're right," Zekra replied. "Alright, fine, I'll sleep on the floor with 
you." 


"And you'll cuddle with me too since we're going to have to do that,” 
Crystelle said evilly. 


"I'm not cuddling with you," Zekra shot back. 


"Aww, don't be that way," Crystelle said in mock hurt. "I saw you 
cuddle with all of your other friends, so why should | be any 
different?" 


Her false pain was suddenly eradicated as an evil smile crept its way 
onto her face. 


"Or maybe you just cuddle with Pokémon you've got a little crush 
on," she teased. "| mean, you cuddled with Terron the most and you 
guys always did seem to hang out so much. Not to mention you guys 
look so adorable together..." 


"Shut up, Crystelle, it's not like that," Zekra grumbled. "| just don't 
want to cuddle with you because | barely know you. | only cuddle 
with Pokémon I've known for a while." 


"Or you're just lying to me," Crystelle said coyly. "You don't have to 
lie to me, Zekra. I'll Keep your secrets safe." 


"Ugh, fine I'll cuddle with you," Zekra groaned, rolling her eyes. "Just 
get that stupid thought about Tear out of your head." 


Crystelle snickered, though said nothing more as Zekra made her 
way over to the Umbreon and collapsed on the rug right next to her 
larger companion. The Umbreon smirked as she scooted closer to 
the Zorua and rested her paw on top of Zekra's head, instantly 
weighing the little Zorua down and making her chin crash onto the 
rug. 


"See, that wasn't so hard, was it?" Crystelle asked with a sneer. 


"Just go to bed," Zekra snarled. "And get your foot off of me." 


"Heh alright, good night, Zekra," Crystelle said as she removed her 
paw from the Zorua. "See you in like three hours or whatever." 


And with that, the Umbreon fell asleep, leaving Zekra alone in the 
dark room. Zekra sighed as she loosened her posture and stared out 
at the window. The storm that had been brewing was now fading 
away as the light of dawn crept over the horizon. The splattering of 
the rain against the rooftop lessened as Zekra turned over on her 
side, keeping her back to Crystelle. 


Zekra remained awake, forcing herself to imagine a number of 
horrifying scenarios regarding Venri in order to stave off lethargy. 


After what felt like an eternity, Zekra finally heard the sounds of Lyra 
and Frazil's footsteps roaming about the house. She shook her head 
vigorously, waking herself out of a strange, trance-like state she had 
fallen into, then leapt to her feet and prodded Crystelle with a paw. 


"Your parents are awake," Zekra said in a whisper. "It's time." 


In that instant, Crystelle snapped awake and bolted to her feet. She 
grinned eagerly and pranced about the room, not acting the least bit 
groggy. Zekra couldn't help but chuckle a little at the sight as she 
went over to her bed and reached under it. There she found 
Zeverous's backpack resting, dust collecting along the fabric. Zekra 
smiled sadly as she hooked her claws around one of the straps and 
brought out into the light of the day before putting the strap into her 
mouth. 


"You're gonna bring that with you?" Crystelle asked. "Don't you think 
that it's a little too big for you?" 


"Yeah, it is," Zekra admitted. "But it's got all of the stuff we need. 
Maybe we could go buy two bags once we get to the main land and 


split everything, because I'm sure they don't have adventure supplies 
here on Shirra." 


"Hmm, well alright," Crystelle shrugged before turning to the door. 
"Well, you ready to go talk to my parents?" 


"Yeah... | think | am," Zekra answered reluctantly. "Kind of nervous, 
but | Know we have to talk to them. It's not right to just ditch them 
without saying something." 


"I'm sure they'll say yes," Crystelle assured softly. "I know my 
parents; they'll understand." 


"| hope you're right..." 


Zekra took in a deep breath as she opened up the door and peered 
down the hallway. Lyra and Frazil were nowhere in sight, though 
Zekra knew that they were still in the house. She could vaguely hear 
their footsteps clattering against the floorboards. Zekra looked back 
one last time at her bedroom, and then made her way through the 
hall. She was quick to find Frazil and Lyra both heading out the front 
door, presumably heading off to run errands. 


"Hey," Zekra called out, her voice sounding weaker than she wanted 
it to be. 


The two guardians stopped and looked back at Zekra, soon shooting 
her warm smiles. 


"Oh, hello Zekra," Lyra greeted. "Up already? You usually sleep in for 
a lot longer." 


"Yeah, I'm awake," Zekra answered shyly. "I'm... I'm actually awake 
right now because | wanted to talk to you guys about something." 


Lyra and Frazil shared a confused glance, but stepped back into the 
house and shut the door behind them. They stood before Zekra, both 
of them giving her a concerned, but assuring stare. 


"Alright, what do you want to tell us?" Lyra asked. 


"Well, I'm really glad that you guys let me stay with you out of 
nowhere,” Zekra started to say, finding it difficult to look at them in 
the eyes. "| mean, even after everything | told you, you still let me 
stay and | really appreciate that. But... | um... | need to leave and go 
back to Shiron. Again." 


"And with me as her company!" 


The three flinched as Crystelle hopped into the space between the 
adults and Zekra, grinning evilly. Zekra shot Crystelle a horrified 
look, knowing that her actions would in no way help convince Lyra 
and Frazil to let them leave, but Crystelle didn't seem to see it. 
Instead, she stood strong and kept her carefree yet resolute stare 
upon her parents. 


"Zekra has something she needs to do back on Shiron," Crystelle 
explained. "You see, she lost something there and she needs to go 
get it back. It's probably incredibly dangerous and she might die 
while she's trying to find it, but that's why I'll be going with her! I'm 
going to make sure that nobody kills her. She and | are going to be 
awesome together and nothing is ever going to take us down! We'll 
be an invincible force! So is it alright if we both go?" 


Frazil and Lyra both stared at their daughter with dumbfounded 
gazes, unable to speak. Crystelle only remained there, still wearing 
her smug grin while Zekra only groaned to herself, now knowing that 
they would never be able to leave the island with permission. It 
would seem that they'd have to escape like fugitives... 


"Crystelle... you really are back," Frazil said after a moment of 
composing himself. "Zekra said you came home, but | never saw 
you." 


"Yeah, | got here when you guys were on errands or whatever," 
Crystelle shrugged. "And | didn't come home til way past midnight 


last night because | was out doing stuff. But I'm back now! Well, sort 
of, since | kind of do want to go with Zekra back to Shiron." 


"So... you just got home, and you already want to go back to 
Shiron?" Frazil asked. 


"Yep! Zekra can use all of the help she can get," Crystelle confirmed. 
Frazil sighed in a saddened tone as he shook his head. 


"But we barely got to see you again," Lyra then said to the Umbreon, 
a hint of pain in her voice. "| mean, | know that you're all grown up 
now and you're an Umbreon, but | really thought that you might stay 
here a little while longer. | really missed you, Crystelle." 


Crystelle's confident smile turned into that of a reluctant frown as her 
ears drooped. 


"| missed you guys too," Crystelle said softly. "I'd really like to stay 
too and tell you guys everything, but right now, Zekra needs to find 
something and she can't wait any longer." 


"What does she need to find?" Frazil asked. 
"Well you see, she needs to find-" 
"| need to find myself." 


The three Eevee evolutions turned their heads back over to Zekra, 
finding that she was now standing before each of them with a much 
stronger stance than earlier. The Zorua shirked back as their eyes all 
settled upon her, but she quickly reminded herself that she had to 
remain resolute and stood firmly upon her feet. 


"What | need to find on Shiron is myself," Zekra said again. "I lost a 
lot of myself on Shiron and | need to go get it back. I'm like half of 
myself right now, and even though it'd probably be easier to just stay 
here and forget everything about everything, | can't do that anymore. 
| need to find what | left behind so | can figure out what | really want 


to do with my life. Because right now, there's two voices in my mind, 
telling me to do different things, and | need to figure out which one to 
listen to. And the only way | can do that is to go back to the place | 
left a part of myself behind in. So please, let me go back to Shiron 
and let Crystelle come with me. | promise that I'll bring her back in 
one piece when | find what | need, but for now, | really need her with 
me. She's... the only reason why | even have some of my strength 
back again." 


Frazil and Lyra looked upon the Zorua with pitiful frowns, clearly not 
wanting to let her go back into Shiron that they knew was plagued 
with danger. However, Zekra remained strong, keeping her gaze 
glued to them and forcing herself not to break. In the corner of her 
eye, she thought she saw Crystelle smiling proudly at her. 


After a long moment of silence, Frazil and Lyra both looked over at 
each other and gathered themselves in a faraway corner where they 
soon whispered something amongst each other. Crystelle rejoined 
Zekra's side, still smiling. 


"Good job, Zekra," Crystelle grinned. "| saw the old you again just 
then. See? Your strength really isn't all gone." 


Zekra ignored her remark as the two guardians stopped their hushed 
conversation and made their way back over to their two children. 
Both of them were smiling sadly. 


"Alright, you can go," Frazil announced. "I'll admit that | don't want 
either of you to go, especially after | saw what you looked like when 
you came home Zekra... but | do want you to be happy and be 
yourself again. You haven't seemed the least bit happy since you 
came here, Zekra. So if you really think that going back to Shiron will 
help make you a happier Pokémon, then you're free to go." 


Crystelle smiled triumphantly as she leapt into the air, bounding in 
place while Zekra chose to instead smile softly. 


"Just promise me that you two really will come back," Frazil urged. 
"That's all | ask. Can you please promise me that in a month from 
now, you'll come back so that | Know you two are still alright and 
well?" 


"Yeah, we can promise that," Zekra said gently. "That won't be hard 
to do." 


"Alright, then you're free to go back to Shiron," Frazil said, sighing. 
"I'll miss you both, but at least I'll have the reassurance that you'll be 
keeping each other safe." 


Frazil, still wearing his bittersweet smile, approached the two 
children and nuzzled both of them. Lyra was soon to join, wrapping 
the two younger Pokémon in an embrace using her ribbon-like 
appendages. Crystelle and Zekra smiled as they remained in the 
circle of warmth, enjoying the last tender and comforting moment 
they would have for a long while. 


"Keep each other safe," Lyra said softly. "Stay close together and 
promise never to separate." 


"We won't," Crystelle assured. 


The four remained in their large embrace for a few more moments, 
enjoying each other's company. But as soon as the circle broke, 
Crystelle and Zekra knew that they had stalled long enough and it 
was time to return to Shiron. 


With heavy hearts, the four went outside and stepped out onto the 
sand surrounding their house. All of the storm clouds from last night 
had already disappeared, leaving nothing but a clear blue sky with 
the morning sun rising higher and higher with each passing moment. 


Zekra took in a deep breath as she closed her eyes, and then tapped 
into the power of her Deception Amulet as she became a Flygon. 
She crouched down low, allowing Crystelle to climb onto her back 
and awkwardly wrap her paws around her neck as the false Flygon 


grasped Zeverous's bag in her claws. The two looked back at Lyra 
and Frazil one last time. 


"See you guys soon,” Zekra assured. "When you see me again... I'll 
be a much better Pokémon." 


And then, she shot into the sky with Crystelle in tow, leaving behind 
the island as she flew back to the world of Plagued Ones. 


She only hoped that she would be able to retrieve the rest of herself 
she had left behind before the Primogenitor and its puppets could 
devour what little remained of her soul. 


Kuron 


Terron watched from atop of a large building as Zekrom sent dozens 
of lightning bolts into the night sky miles away from his location and 
into a massive storm cloud of Plagued Ones. Each of the corrupted 
beings let out a demonic screech before they promptly dissipated 
into the air, permanently erased from existence. However, some still 
remained and quickly scattered away from the vicious dragon. 
Unfortunately for them, Zekrom proved to be relentless and pursued 
after them, shooting pillars of blue fire into the sky as she zipped 
through the air like lightning. 


Terron stood there upon that rooftop with Novus and Nyx by his side, 
the two of them watching the distant spectacle in reverent silence 
while Terron only observed with a glazed over stare. 


" That is the third swarm Zekrom has attacked today. The number of 
Blight Demons here on Kuron has been increasing at a disturbing 
rate.” 


"Yes, it is," Novus replied. "The first week we were here, there was 
only maybe one attack every three days. But now, it seems that they 
are pouring in multiple times in the night. I'm fairly certain that 


Zekrom has killed at least a million Plagued Ones in the entire 
twenty days we have been here. Probably even more." 


" And yet it does nothing to decrease the number of those in the 
Primogenitor's army. The number of Blight Demons in the swarms on 
Kuron are much smaller than they are Shiron, and | have a feeling 
that the Primogenitor might have abandoned all subtly and is putting 
the blight in every Pokémon it comes across in a much more drastic 
fashion. But | cannot say for sure." 


"Doesn't the Primogenitor need to eat? It cannot hope to control so 
many Pokémon into Blight Demons without devouring a good 
number of Pokémon as well," Novus stated. "It needs energy and | 
highly doubt it is a self-efficient creature." 


" Of course it needs food, Quilava. That is why it sends its army out 
of its dimension and into Shiron to bring back Pokémon the Blight 
Demons have captured. But you must realize that the Blight Demons 
are the husks of the food it devoured. It lives off of life energy and it 
puts its blight into living creatures so that it might make their soul 
malleable and easy to tamper with. It clings to their most violent and 
negative aspects of their personality, for they are drawn to it. And 
then, when the blight has tampered with the soul long enough so that 
it is easy to withdraw, the Primogenitor will suck out the life force of 
the fragile soul, leaving behind a body controlled completely by blight 
with only the most violent and negative aspects of the former 
Pokémon's self left. These aspects are left because the blight clung 
to them so deeply for whatever reason, and refused to let them 
vanish even when the rest of the personality did. Their spirit will still 
be inside of the Blight Demon, for the body must have a spirit in 
order for the blight to manipulate it, but that spirit is useless and 
empty and will never awaken. If it begins awakening and resisting, 
the blight will suck out the renewed life force and quickly silence it, 
leaving the spirit in a coma similar to the one | put Cubone Dimitri 
and the others in." 


"The number of times an explanation about the Blight Demon's 
workings is elaborated or outright changed thanks to your 


perspective never ceases to amuse me," Novus replied dryly. "| had 
always imagined that the Blight Demons simply ate anybody they 
could find right then and there. But | suppose they only deliver them 
to the Primogenitor to have their energy stolen. So then in the 
ancient past before it used Blight Demons, the Primogenitor must 
have stolen everyone's life energy and completely devoured their 
bodies as well. After all, | was never able to find any corpses, but 
never saw any Blight Demons flying about the planet. | wonder why it 
decided it wanted to keep the bodies now in today's time and make 
Blight Demons out of them..." 


"| do not know. The Primogenitor would never explain its motives to 
me. It only gave me commands and let me be. It did not like to 
explain anything and often hid itself from myself and the others. It 
was a very strange, secretive creature. | honestly think | only saw it 
twice the entire time | was working for it.” 


"How odd," Novus mused. "! would have thought that a creature of 
such mighty and terrifying power as it is would be more directly 
imposing. The way you describe it, it almost sounds like a cowardly 
shadow." 


Novus and Nyx continued on with their conversation, but Terron paid 
no attention to it. Instead, he only continued to watch Zekrom 
incinerate the Plagued Ones from afar, somehow not fatigued from 
the ongoing struggle. He would have helped her, but he knew that he 
was useless. He didn't have the power to erase Plagued Ones from 
existence. And from how neither Novus nor Nyx had volunteered to 
assist Zekrom, he could assume neither could they. 


Though he pretended to find fascination in watching Zekrom destroy 
Plagued Ones, in reality, he was contemplating over much darker, 
more troublesome thoughts brewing within his mind. Ever since he 
had realized that his days were numbered if the Primogenitor was 
killed, it had sent the Cubone into a haze. It wasn't a depressing, 
suffocating haze as he had feared, but it still lingered over him like a 
heavy fog, obscuring all of his other thoughts so that all he could 


think about was the haunting information. It left him oddly detached 
and quiet, something that he imagined Nyx felt quite often. 


And as soon as we get back to Shiron and find Novus's body, I'm 
going to die. Terron thought to himself. Because as soon as Novus 
turns back into Reshiram, he's going to have Zekrom help him 
destroy the Primogenitor. And when that happens... everybody with 
the plague inside of them will die too. We're so deeply connected to 
the plague that we can't live without it. 


Terron looked down at his paw where the dismissed Fellowship sigil 
remained scarred into his scaly skin. Then, he looked at the 
Fellowship sigil he had received from Chrysalis on the back of his 
hand, this one lacking the dismissed marking upon it, even if he truly 
was banned from all of the Fellowships thanks to his actions. Not 
that he ever had intentions of trying to rejoin the Fellowship. 


| joined the Fellowship because | wanted to stop the Plagued Ones 
with Zekra. | wanted to put an end to those horrible creatures. | knew 
that I'd be sacrificing so much in order to eliminate the Plagued 
Ones, but | never would have thought that having to actually die was 
the only way to get rid of them. | thought there could have been 
another way, even if we were all plagued. Is this really the only way 
to bring peace to both Shiron and Kuron? 


I'm not ready to die right now... not when there's still so much for me 
to do. And yet, | feel it looming closer to me every single time | watch 
Zekrom kill those Plagued Ones... 


As if on cue, Zekrom obliterated the last of the Plagued Ones 
infesting the sky. Only a second passed before she was right in front 
of Terron, hovering off the edge of the building as she held outa 
claw toward him. Terron would have flinched at her sudden 
appearance, but after spending nearly three weeks in her presence, 
he had found he had become desensitized to her lightning-quick 
agility. 


" All of the spawn are gone now," Zekrom reported. "But, it's 
almost dawn, so it's best that we find rest." 


"Are you sure that we can't just search during the day this time?" 
Terron asked. "I mean, | get that we shouldn't let the humans find us, 
but it'd make things a lot easier by not having a bunch of Plagued 
Ones attacking us." 


"I'm afraid | can't do that," Zekrom said with a shake of her head. 
"I! need to rest during the day to be able to protect the night. The 
guardians the humans crafted can only do so much to ward off 
the spawn." 


"Alright, fine," Terron sighed in defeat. "Let's get going before the sun 
comes up." 


Without wasting another moment, the Cubone climbed onto the 
dragon's outstretched hand, Novus following shortly behind him. 
When Zekrom set the two of them upon her shoulder, Terron idly 
gripped onto her rough hide. He was barely even able to blink 
afterwards before Zekrom shot off into the distance. Terron grit his 
teeth as he held onto her for dear life while pressing his mask deep 
into his head. His grip trembled as he felt himself slipping, but he 
refused to let the wind overpower him and dug his claws deep into 
her flesh. It had seemed that no matter the circumstances, Terron 
could never get used to her phenomenal flying speeds. 


But thankfully, the stressful ride was short-lived, for what felt like five 
seconds later, Zekrom came to a stop and carefully set him and 
Novus back on solid ground. Now Terron found himself in what 
appeared to be the decrepit remains of what once a massive, dome- 
shaped building that stood at least a dozen stories tall. The ceiling 
was punctured with many holes, allowing the moonlight to pour into 
the ruins. Tables and chairs were scattered across the floor and 
flipped over, some even resting in various pieces among broken 
shards of what he could assume were machinery. Power lines hung 
limply from the ceiling, swaying silently in the wind while debris from 
the decaying ceiling fluttered down to the Cubone. 


"This was some kind of office where humans used to work before, 
wasn't it?" Terron asked. 


" At one point I imagine it was," Zekrom answered. "Or perhaps a 
gathering area for the humans to socialize. All | know that it has 
been abandoned for quite a time and that it serves as a 
sufficient hiding place for a massive creature such as myself in 
a world that could find me so easily. Even if they probably won't 
harm me, I'd rather not dwell among them. Guardians such as 
myself were never meant to remain in the presence of those 
that they protect. There's always the potential that someone will 
capture me and attempt to drain out my power." 


"You sure have a lot of hiding places," Terron remarked. "This is like 
the fifth one you've taken us to." 


" Of course, Cubone spawn. | circle this dimension endlessly to 
protect the humans. Having only one shelter to remain in during 
the day would be insufficient, even if | could reach it with ease. 
Besides, | could be found more easily if | stay in one location 
for several hours a day. I'd rather not be spotted." 


"| suppose that's a fair point." 


The black dragon nodded silently as she settled herself down into a 
sitting position, sending a powerful tremor into the ground. Terron 
staggered for a moment, but kept his stance steady as Zekrom 
gently fell over onto her side and lowered her wings. She smiled at 
the Cubone as the lights upon her body dimmed, eliminating the light 
blue glow in the room. Terron didn't return the smile, only choosing to 
keep a blank stare before he turned back to his friends. He found 
that they were both standing a fair distance behind him, Nyx 
watching Novus digging through his bag with both of his paws. 


"Where are those Sleep Seeds?" Novus muttered to himself. "| 
thought we had at least five more left." 


Terron sighed to himself as he made his way over to the two. 


"You used them all up," Terron stated. "| mean, we only had like 
twenty." 


"Impossible, | would have noticed that we were running out," Novus 
said pointedly. "Perhaps the seeds we have left are buried 
underneath all of this clutter." 


"No Novus, we're all out," Terron stated blandly. "| saw you use the 
last one last night. You're just going to have to force yourself to sleep 
during the day. Unless, of course, you want to start investigating 
during the day while Zekrom sleeps." 


"I'd rather not abandon Zekrom," Novus argued. "We've found her 
after this long and | have no intentions of separating myself from her. 
Even if it means that | must adapt to her abnormal sleep cycle, I'll do 
it if it means staying with her. The last thing | want is for something to 
happen to her while | am gone and searching for a way back to 
Shiron." 


"| don't think anything's going to happen to Zekrom. She's an 
indestructible dragon capable of killing Plagued Ones. Besides, 
she's been alone for five years on Kuron with nobody helping her. | 
really don't think that us being here has changed anything. Besides, 
what could possibly hurt her? You remember how easily she 
overwhelmed us when she first attacked us." 


Novus didn't answer the question, only continuing to search through 
his bag with haste. Terron pressed his paw into his forehead as he 
shook his head. He glanced back at the lightning dragon to find that 
her eyes were closed and her breathing was shallow. It seemed that 
she had fallen asleep, though Terron didn't know how deeply. For all 
he knew, she was feigning slumber so she could eavesdrop upon his 
conversation without suspicion. 


But that wasn't what irked the Cubone the most. What bothered him 
more than anything else was seeing such a massive creature 
slumbering before him as though she were an insignificant, mortal 
creature. Never in his wildest dreams would he have imagined that 


an almighty Pokémon with such a ferocious stature as Zekrom would 
be one of his traveling companions. He always had a feeling that he 
would one day encounter a legendary creature that would make his 
jaw drop open in awe, but certainly not as someone who constantly 
remained at his side. It was almost unnatural, like it wasn't supposed 
to happen. 


He knew he had no reason to think this, for standing behind him 
were two Pokémon of similar power, but he couldn't help it. Every 
single time he saw Zekrom sleeping, it made him realize that his 
journey truly was coming to an end. Because with her by his side, 
there was nothing that could stop him. She could obliterate 
everything in sight with her draconic power that coursed through her 
immortal body. All that stood in his way of stopping the Primogenitor 
were those elusive Unown. 


It was upon thinking this that Terron suddenly had something stir 
within his mind, prompting a question to formulate within his 
thoughts. After letting it stew in his mind for a brief moment, Terron 
returned his gaze back to his companions. He found that everything 
had remained unchanged with Novus still shuffling through the bag 
and Nyx only hovering beside him wordlessly. 


"How much longer do you think it will be before we find those Unown 
SO we Can get home?" Terron asked them. 


"| can't imagine it taking longer than another few days," Novus 
answered absently, his head now in the bag. "Those Unown can only 
avoid us for so long. Besides, we cannot afford to stay much longer 
on Kuron. Three months have passed on Shiron already. Quite a 
number of things could have changed that are irreversible. 
Therefore, we need to find our way home soon lest our efforts of 
finding my body and Zekrom will be in vain." 


"And how long do you think it will take us to find your body once we 
get back to Shiron?" Terron then asked. 


"Well with Zekrom with us, | imagine that it would only take a day or 
two," Novus replied. "She could probably sense my body, given that 
she is my other half and can fly across the region with relative ease." 


"And then after that you'll try to wake up your body, which could take 
another day or two, and then you'll go off to stop the Primogenitor 
with Zekrom,” Terron stated blandly. 


"That's the plan | have, yes," Novus affirmed before letting out a 
snort. "Accursed seeds, continuously eluding my grasp..." 


The Novus stuffed his head deeper into the bag as he continued 
digging through it. Nyx continued watching in silence, making no 
effort to help him. 


"SO we have maybe a week left before you go kill the Primogenitor," 
Terron said in a quiet voice. 


Novus stopped rummaging through the bag and pulled his head out 
to look at the Cubone with a confused frown. 


"Approximately. Is something the matter?" Novus asked gently. 
"You've been acting very strange with these questions you ask me. 
Are you worried that we will not stop the Primogenitor quickly 
enough because of how long we have lingered here on Kuron?" 


"Well... yes, I'm worried about that a little," Terron sighed. "I don't 
want to get the Primogenitor killed if all of the Pokémon in the world 
are Plagued Ones. Because you know, if we kill the Primogenitor, I'm 
pretty sure all of the Plagued Ones are going to die too. If we kill that 
thing when it's corrupted everybody, it'll be like performing a massive 
genocide on the world instead of saving it..." 


"| suppose that is a legitimate concern to be worried over," Novus 
said empathically. "| always did suspect that such could happen. But, 
| do not think that the entirety of Shiron will be corrupted by the time | 
am reawakened in my true body. Zekra and Zeverous should be able 
to fend off the blight from the innocent long enough, and there's 


always the possibility that your ghostly half might do the same 
should the time call for it. He did seem to be committed to purging 
the world of those Blight Demons regardless of his circumstances." 


"| guess you have a point," Terron said in a subdued, reluctance 
voice. 


Terron looked at his Quilava companion, noticing the earnest 
concern in his eyes. Novus truly did want to know what was 
tormenting the Cubone and causing him his grief. However, despite 
how solemn and open he appeared to be, Terron knew he couldn't 
speak of the true fear cycling through his mind. He didn't want Novus 
to grow anxious about Terron's impending doom. If Novus knew the 
truth, there was a very good chance that it would sabotage his 
fighting spirit, rendering him to be weak and unable to combat the 
Primogenitor. Even though Terron didn't want to die, he Knew there 
wasn't any other choice. He knew he couldn't allow the Primogenitor 
to continue existing in the world and turn everyone into its puppets. 


"Well, | guess we'll see what happens then," Terron then said. "Sorry 
for bothering you with my silly troubles." 


"You don't have to apologize for that," Novus assured. "There's 
nothing wrong with wanting to talk about your bothersome thoughts. 
You don't have to hide anything from me." 


"Yeah, | know," Terron said with a dry smile. 


"Alright. Well, I'm afraid that I'm not finding the Sleep Seeds and | 
really do need to sleep now if | am to wake up at dusk," Novus 
grumbled before turning to Nyx. "So, I'm going need your assistance 
in putting me to sleep. You can do that without infesting my mind 
with nightmares, can you not?" 


" Of course. Tell me when you are ready to sleep.” 


Novus grinned to himself as he lead the Darkrai over to the 
slumbering black dragon. He paced about for a few moments, and 


then finally settled himself next to one of Zekrom's massive arms 
that rested upon the cold ground. He gave a nod to the Darkrai, 
where she formed a black sphere in the palm of one of her clawed 
hands. Then, with a flick of her wrist, she flung it at the Quilava. The 
second the sphere impacted Novus, it sank deep into his chest, 
becoming one with his being. 


Then, just like that, he went out like a light, slumping to the ground 
against Zekrom. Nyx lowered her hand as she turned her head 
toward Terron, who hadn't moved from his spot. 


" Do you want me to put you to sleep as well?" 


"No, it's fine," Terron said with a shake of his head. "I can just force 
myself to go to bed. | think I'm getting used to being nocturnal." 


He stuffed his paws into his front coat pockets as he rocked back 
and forth on his heels. He wasn't ready to go to bed just yet. He 
wanted to spend at least a few more minutes in the waking world 
now that nearly everyone was asleep and unable to disturb him. 


Nyx cast him a long stare for a brief moment, and then slowly 
swooped over to him until there were only a couple of feet of 
distance between the two of them. There was a knowing, vaguely 
pitiful glimmer in her visible, glowing sapphire eye. 


" You know that you are going to die just as | will when this Is all 
over." 


The lull that was slowly overcome Terron was instantly eradicated as 
Nyx's words pierced through his heart. He flinched out of his dreary 
state as he shot her a wide, horrified glare. But before he could 
question how she could have possibly read his mind, she continued 
speaking. 


" | know what is troubling you because | was the one who told you 
that | would die when the Primogenitor dies. | suspected there was a 
possibility that you would be able to deduce from that information 


that you are no different from me and will be met with the same fate. 
So when you began to act this way, | knew that my suspicions were 
correct.” 


"So | really am going to die if the Primogenitor's dead?" Terron asked 
weakly. 


" Yes, you will, just as myself, all of the Blight Demons, and all of 
your friends | put my blight into. Everything connected to the 
Primogenitor will perish." 


Terron averted his gaze away from the Darkrai. 


"| was kind of hoping you would tell me that | was just having a lot of 
paranoid thoughts and that I'd be okay, in all honesty," Terron 
chuckled bitterly. "| wanted you to tell me | would get to live through 
all of this. It would have made things easier." 


" | did that before, and you constantly badgered me to tell you the 
truth until | finally gave you a dark secret regarding my fate. Now you 
are telling me that you want to be lied to all over again regarding that 
one truth | chose to share with you." 


"| thought you were going to keep lying to me to keep me safe and 
happy," Terron answered dryly before softening his voice. "But, this 
isn't your fault. This is my fault for making you tell me the truth. And, 
| guess it's only fair that you keep telling me the whole truth about 
that one secret instead of lying about everything else. You can't just 
reveal part of a secret to somebody and expect to keep the other 
parts hidden..." 


Terron took in a deep breath as he removed his persona from his 
head and glanced down at the empty eyeholes. He mindlessly ran 
his claw tips along the many cracks that grazed the ivory surface of 
the skull. He needed a new persona; this one would soon crumble in 
a moment of need. Perhaps he could find himself a Hydreigon skull 
this time, or maybe even a Charizard. Their skulls would surely last 
longer than that of a weak Deino's. 


" Do you have any regrets now that you know your days are coming 
to an end?" 


"Hmm?" Terron asked, bringing his attention back to the Darkrai 
before him. 


"Is there anything you wish you could have done differently in life, or 
had a chance to do?" 


"Oh," Terron said, hugging his persona to his chest. "Well, | guess | 
wish | was still with Zekra for one thing. She and | were always there 
for each other, even though we didn't exactly get along sometimes. 
We'd get into stupid arguments or have silly disagreements 
sometimes, but she'd always be there for me. Even after all of the 
things that happened to the two of us, we were never torn apart. 
Except... it's not like that anymore. | don't know why, but Zekra 
doesn't want to be with me anymore. It's like she's scared of me or 
something and | just can't figure out why. | mean, the last thing that 
happened between us before she suddenly didn't want to be around 
me was us spending time in Aurora Town. But that was a good 
moment for the both of us. | just... don't understand what went 
wrong and why she suddenly doesn't want to be my friend anymore. 
| really just wish that | could see her again and talk to her like | could 
before. There was nobody else like her and she meant a lot to me. 
She... was the only reason | wanted to stop the Plagued Ones. | 
never did all of this fighting for me; | did all of this fighting for her. I've 
nearly died countless times and gone through endless 
sufferingbecause | wanted to help her and make her happy. | 
wouldn't do all of that for just anybody.” 


Nyx didn't make a comment, presumably because she found there 
was nothing to say to Terron's words. However, Terron didn't mind. 
Even he didn't know what he was saying; the words had simply 
come to him in a stream of thoughts and he had given them a voice 
without hesitation. 


"So, if there's one thing | regret, it's that I've lost the friend | loved so 
much and might never get her back," Terron went on. "That's 


something | honestly wish | could change but probably never will." 


Terron felt his heart break at the thought of a future without his best 
friend at his side, but he refused to let it bring tears to his eyes. He 
forced his helmet back onto his head as he stared at the ground. 


"There is one other thing that | regret, though," Terron then said. 
"Maybe | don't regret it as much as | regret not having Zekra as my 
friend, but... | wish | could have known more about myself when | 
was Dimitri. | Know that Yimtri's got all of his memories, but it's not 
like I'm going to be seeing him anytime soon. So, I'm left all alone 
without a clue of what my life was like as a human. And it's even 
worse because I'm here on Kuron where | used to live, but | can't go 
visit anything because | can't be spotted by the humans. | can't go 
visit Dimitri's house to go see what my parents were like and | can't 
even see what the humans do in this world. It's almost like torture. 
It's like Someone's dangling a carrot in front of my face that | have no 
hopes of ever getting. 


"It never really bothered me much before because | was always busy 
helping out Zekra with destroying Plagued Ones, but now that | don't 
have her by my side anymore and I'm literally surrounded by 
everything from my old life... it's just awful." 


"IT see." 


Terron sighed as he put his paws back into his pockets and strode 
past the Darkrai, not even exchanging a gaze. He knew there was 
no longer anything to say. He had spilled out everything that had 
been churning up a tempest within his heart. He had thought that the 
conversation would have alleviated some of the pain in his heart, but 
in reality, it only put a heavier weight upon him. It made his legs feel 
as though they were made out of lead, making walking silently a 
draining chore that sucked out all of his vigor in a second. 


"| think I'm going to go to bed," Terron said. "Everybody else is 
asleep and | should join them." 


Terron felt a clawed hand on his shoulder, prompting him to stop. He 
slowly turned his head to find Nyx hovering right beside him, casting 
him a saddened gaze. But upon closer inspection, he realized that 
there was more in her eye. There was an odd glimmer of unwavering 
resolution. 


" How would you like to see Kuron during the day?" 


"What?" Terron rasped, barely believing his ears as he fully turned 
around to face her. "You mean... like actually go there right now?" 


" Yes. We could go while the others sleep and visit the home you 
once lived in." 


"But... | thought you were the one who said for me not to give my 
hopes up about finding anything from my old life here," Terron 
argued. 


Nyx seemed to smile as she removed her clawed hand from his 
shoulder. 


"| know | said that, but that was only because | wanted to give you 
hope that you would actually return to Kuron one day when the 
Primogenitor was finally slain. But now that you know the truth, | see 
there is no longer a reason to prevent you from searching for 
remains of your old life. You may not find anything, but with this 
being your last time on Kuron, | think it is right to give you a chance 
to find what you want. And maybe if you are fortunate enough, you 
will find something and you will have one less regret about your life." 


Hearing this left Terron touched. He really had wanted to visit his 
home ever since they had come to Kuron, but he had been 
continuously rejecting the longing because he knew that there were 
more important things to do in Kuron. Even if each day had ended in 
a failure and the group was forced to remain on Kuron, he told 
himself that he could not search for his old life. He had continuously 
told himself at the end of each of every day, but despite his efforts, 
the longing had never been silenced. 


Now, it seemed that he could finally put it to rest. 


"But what about the humans?" Terron then asked, doubts still 
lingering in his mind. "If we go in the day, they'll spot us. Who knows 
what they might do if they spot us." 


"| would not worry about that. | will accompany you and make sure 
that no one can harm you. Reshiram and Zekrom should remain 
asleep until we come back at dusk. You will be safe with me." 


"Th-thanks, Nyx," Terron managed to say, choking on a lump forming 
in his throat. "That really means a lot to me." 


The Darkrai's eye seemed to brighten before it dimmed back into its 
regular dreary shade. She carefully reached down and picked up the 
little Cubone and cradled him in her arms. She and Terron looked up 
at the ceiling to see rays of warm light leaking into the building. 


" We should find a transport device close to here. They are our best 
chance of finding a way back to your hometown when neither of us 
know where it truly is. Most of the humans should still be slumbering 
at this hour, so they should not bother us for the time being." 


Then, with the silence of a fall breeze, the two flew out of the building 
and into the dawn of a new day. 


Chapter 70: Here Again 


X 
Chapter 70 


Here Again 


Terron and Nyx sat upon the white cushions of a Kuron 
transportation vehicle, gazing out the front window in silence as it 
sped along the luminescent road. With the light of the early morning 
sun, they saw the city they had flown into only moments ago grow 
more and more distant with each passing second. The neon lights 
sprawled along the buildings and roads slowly dimmed as the sun 
rose over the horizon. 


Terron turned away from the window and set his claw upon the 
console before him. 


"How far away is our destination?" Terron asked aloud. 
"You will arrive at Hemimorphite in thirty minutes." 
"Alright, thank you." 


Terron removed his hand from the console and lay back in his 
cushion, sinking deeper into its soft contents. He had to resist 
closing his eyes, lest he fall asleep. Of course, taking a half-hour nap 
didn't seem like such a bad idea after he thought about it. It would 
certainly make him less lethargic and able to better appreciate his 
hometown when they were to arrive. 


However, it seemed that his decision was already made for him. 


"| find it strange how you humans do not give your cities titles as 
Pokémon do. You do not call your home city 'Hemimorphite City’. 


You only call it Hemimorphite." 


"Well that's because we find that kind of redundant," Terron 
answered, sitting up in his seat as old memories came back to him. 
"| mean, if you look at the place, you'll know it's a city. So why say 
that it's a city when you already know it is? That's like if | called you 
‘Nyx Darkrai’ every time | talked to you. Doesn't that sound kind of 
pointless?" 


" [t does not sound pointless to me because | do not care what | am 
called." 


"Oh, right," Terron realized. "Well you sure seem to care about why 
human cities don't spell out that they're cities or towns or whatever." 


"| would not say that | care so much that | find it strange. | can find 
things strange and not care about them. It is called a fascination." 


"Alright, call it what you want then," Terron said dismissively. 
"Wonder what else will be different than what's on Shiron when we 
get to Hemimorphite. | kind of remember some things, like clocks 
and vehicles and little things like that, but | don't remember what 
humans used to do during the day or how we went about doing 
whatever we do. I'm pretty sure that some of them have jobs, but 
with all of this technology everywhere, it makes me wonder if almost 
everything is done by robots or something." 


" You do not remember what you used to do as a human?" 


"Not really. | remember that | had friends, even if | didn't always 
spend time with them, and that | went to this weird place my mind 
keeps referring to as ‘school’, but that's it. | don't remember my 
parents, and | don't even remember what | did this at this school. For 
all | Know, it was just another word for prison for kids." 


" If that is true, perhaps it is a blessing that my rift stole you and 
Sableye Dimitri out of this dimension." 


Terron rolled his eyes as he turned onto his side. He could feel his 
stomach churning, for he hadn't eaten for quite a while, but knew 
there was nothing he could do about it. He and Nyx hadn't taken 
their team bag with them. He knew that if he wanted to eat again, 
he'd have to wait until they arrived at Hemimorphite and somehow 
sneak into a restaurant or grocery store without being detected. 
Though he had very vague details about what humans ate, he 
imagined that any supplier of food would be heavily populated. He 
could only hope that most of the humans would still be asleep by the 
time he and Nyx arrived at his city. 


Terron closed his eyes as he curled up into a small ball. Nyx seemed 
to realize that he wanted rest, for she remained quiet and kept her 
distance. So with no one to keep him in the waking world, Terron 
soon drifted off to sleep. 


"You have arrived at Hemimorphite. Please step out of the 
vehicle and watch your step." 


Terron opened his eyes as the robotic voice rang through his ears. 
He was soon to find that Nyx was hovering in front of him, holding 
out a claw toward him. From behind her, he could see that the 
scenery was no longer moving in the window. It had stopped upon a 
landscape of massive buildings towering over them. 


The Cubone rubbed the tired out of his eyes as he grabbed Nyx's 
hand and let her pull him to his feet. He stretched out his arms for a 
moment, and then slowly made his way toward the makeshift door 
the vehicle had created with Nyx following close behind. As soon as 
the two stepped out of the sphere, it disappeared back into the 
ground, becoming a glowing ring of white energy. What now lay 
before the two was the city the two had visited during the night on 
their first day on Kuron, but now that the daylight shined all around 
them, it almost appeared to be an entirely different location. 


The buildings were now grey, and the luminescent lights that had 
sprawled up and down the walls and streets were gone, only thin, 


black lines where they once shined. While it was only the coloring of 
the entire city that was different, as the city's layout and structures 
were exactly the same, the coloring made all of the difference. It was 
almost as contrasting as seeing a forest in the day and then 
returning several hours later to view it in the night. It was the same 
forest and none of the trees had uprooted themselves and moved to 
another location, but because of the darkness, everything felt 
completely different. Then also, the night was ruled by many 
dangerous creatures that were intent on slaughtering anyone they 
could find. Kuron was exactly the same. With the light of day, there 
were no guardians to fret over. Nobody would kill them in the daylight 
of Kuron. 


At least, they could only hope that would remain true. 
" Should we go to your home first?" 


"No, | think it's better to get something to eat first," Terron answered. 
"| don't exactly remember where everything is in this city, and | kind 
of do need food. Maybe eating would help me remember, since | 
don't think those vehicles would take me to my house. Maybe there's 
something else that can do that." 


" And where exactly can you obtain food in this dimension?" 


"|... don't know," Terron confessed. "| guess we'll find out. I'm sure if 
we walk around we'll find something. Humans probably have food 
vendors everywhere, or close to it. Especially in a big city like this." 


Nyx shrugged, but said nothing more. Terron then lead her down the 
nearest street, Keeping his footsteps light lest he be detected by 
humans. He knew that many of them were most likely asleep, but he 
didn't want to risk waking them, even from something seemingly as 
soft as footsteps clattering against a road. He didn't want humans 
with sensitive ears to hear him. Even if he knew that many humans 
didn't exactly have super-heighted senses, he wasn't going to take 
any chances. 


Thankfully, his footsteps proved to be quiet enough, for after several 
minutes of walking, he and Nyx came across a rather peculiar sight. 
It was what appeared to be a white box of sorts built into the side of 
a building with a massive window and several smaller signs 
plastered above the window with many lines of words. To the side of 
the window was a smooth, black board with the outline of a human 
hand. But most noticeably enough, there were digital images 
alongside the sides of the box-like structure. Terron vaguely recalled 
those images to be human food, something his mind kept telling him 
were very common foods of the human diet. 


As soon as Terron realized this, he rushed up to the structure and 
looked at the signs resting above the window. The white lights of 
words flashed before him, showing off a dozens of choices, each 
varying in price. Unfortunately, Terron was unable to remember what 
any of the menu's options looked like. He only knew that the cheaper 
the product, the smaller the product probably was. 


"What is ramen?" Terron asked himself. "And why is it so cheap 
compared to everything else?" 


" Maybe it is an appetizer of sorts, or perhaps a snack." 


"Maybe... | guess I'll just get that, though probably the more 
expensive kind of ramen with all of this weird stuff on it," Terron 
stated as he scanned the menu. "This machine probably goes by the 
same idea as the vehicle where it just bills you at the end of every 
week or whatever. So as long as nothing's happening to Dimitri's 
account | should be good. Or at least, | hope so. It's been three 
weeks since I've had to use Kuron's currency system. Maybe it got 
locked down when the humans in charge of money figured out 
Dimitri wasn't paying anything back. | mean, | know | said the 
humans give you a month before they bill you, but things could have 
changed in the five years I've been gone." 


" Or maybe whole Dimitri had enough funds in his account to support 
everything you've been spending your currency on in this dimension. 
There is only way to find out." 


The Darkrai carefully lifted up the Cubone and held him in front of 
the black board a foot above his reach. With a deep breath, Terron 
placed his paw upon the board and watched as it immediately 
sparked to life, bright, flashing colors streaking across its surface. 
Terron couldn't help but feel a little intimidated at the intensity of the 
lights and the whirling sound that emitted from deep within the box. 


A short moment later, there was a loud ding, and the window opened 
up. A large bowl of steaming noodles and various meats rolled out 
on a counter, a metallic, stick-like object and two wooden sticks 
resting on either side. Terron slowly took the bowl in his hands and 
removed it from the counter along with the objects, and then 
watched as it disappeared back inside of the box. The words "Thank 
You" flashed before him on the black screen, and the board went 
dark once again. 


" Seems you had nothing to fear after all." 


Terron shrugged as he brought the bowl over to a white bench with 
deep black cushioning. Terron set his bowl upon the bench and then 
climbed up onto the seat beside it. He anticipated that the bench 
would do something odd, such as light up or perhaps have strange 
objects pop out of it beside him, but much to his surprise, nothing 
happened. The bench was the same as any other bench he had sat 
upon in Shiron, even if this one was much more comfortable and 
warmer in the chilly morning weather. Nyx hovered right beside him, 
floating a few inches above the bench. It seemed that she wasn't 
going to make an effort to sit in something that didn't have a 
backrest. Perhaps it would impossible for her to sit on the bench if 
that were the case. 


The Cubone sighed contently as he placed the bowl in his lap and 
reached for the wooden sticks. But just as he was to grab them, he 
received a prompting, telling him to instead use the metallic object 
instead, which it insisted calling a fork. It told him that he wouldn't be 
able to use the wooden sticks, though it refused to explain why. 
Terron saw no reason to argue with it as he dropped the sticks and 
picked up the fork and stuck it into the noodles, twirling it around as 


he got a slice of meat stabbed through the points. Then, he took of 
his mask, set it beside him, and took in the forkful of food. 


He nearly spit out the noodles thanks to how hot they were, but 
quickly forced himself to tolerate it and chewed it down. After 
swallowing the food, he took in a few raspy breaths, getting the spicy 
flavor off of his tongue. 


"Ugh, | forgot that this stuff is really hot when it's first done," Terron 
remarked, tears welling up in his eyes. "You're supposed to give this 
like ten minutes to cool off." 


" Was it any good at least?" 


"Well it was a little hard to tell with how quickly | had to swallow it 
down, but yeah, | think it was," Terron replied. "Did you want to try 
some?" 


" No thanks." 


Terron blew on his noodles, decreasing the time he had to wait to 
eat. He hovered a paw above the bowl and was quick to find that the 
intensity of the heat still escaping from his meal felt just about the 
same. 


"Wait, do you even eat anything?" Terron then asked. "| mean, | don't 
think I've ever seen you eat before. Every time Novus, Zekrom, and | 
eat, you're always just floating there, watching us." 


"| eat, but it is not what you mortals eat. Darkrai are special in that 
we do not need to eat organic food." 


"Then what do you eat?" 


" Dream matter, similar to what the Drowzee and Munna eat. Our 
bodies do not require anything organic, for our bodies are not very 
organic to begin with. They are composed of nothing but dream 
matter, which is what allows us to enter your dreams so easily when 


we are not psychics. If we were the least bit organic, entering the 
dreams of others would be a very difficult task." 


"Oh. So what you're saying is that every time I'm asleep... you eat 
parts of my dreams to keep yourself alive. Or Novus's or Zekrom's," 
Terron said slowly, shuddering at the thought. "Does that... hurt me 
at all when you do that?" 


" No. It has no adverse effects on you. If anything, | am doing you a 
favor by devouring any nightmares you might be having. If | eat the 
dream, you will in no way remember it. But | do not know how many 
nightmares you have had, because | devoured them before they had 
a chance to start.” 


"| guess it's better when you put it like that," Terron then said. "Bult, if 
you're just made out of dream matter, does that mean you're not like 
me at all? Do you have any organs at all?" 


"| have a mind, but that is it. |do not have a stomach, or bones, or 
muscles, or veins, or even a heart. Even these eyes of mine are not 
real eyes as you have. They are only illusions so that you think | 
have a body. But really, | am nothing more than a mass of dark 
dream matter, or as you creatures would call it, nightmares. Even the 
egg | emerged from was the same. It was nothing but a cage of 
dream matter that housed my spirit until it was time for me to awaken 
into this world. And when that time came, my spirit absorbed the 
egg, and the egg and ! became one. Just as how when the blight 
was injected into me, it and | became one." 


"You Darkrai really different from the rest of us Pokémon,” Terron 
remarked. "I mean, | know | never saw you bleed at all, but | never 
would have thought that it was because you literally can't bleed. | 
guess that's why your body is considered different like the rest of the 
legendaries out there. No wonder why the plague ended up just 
merging with you instead of taking over you." 


Terron wound a large wad of noodles around his fork and stuffed 
them into his mouth, now finding that they had cooled down enough 


for him to savor properly. It was still hot and spicy as he had tasted 
the first time, but now he could tell that it was also quite salty. It 
made for an interesting, almost addicting flavor, prompting Terron to 
smile in satisfaction as he chewed it down and gathered up more 
noodles and meat onto his fork. 


"But wait," Terron then realized as the implications of Nyx's form 
dawned upon him. "If you don't actually have a real body, then how 
are you able to talk to me? | mean, do you have a mouth that's just 
hidden like how your one eye is?" 


"| do not have a mouth. | use telepathy." 
"Can you feel pain?" 
" If it attacks my mind, yes. Otherwise no." 


"SO does that mean that you can't feel emotions either? Is that why 
you act so detached to everybody all the time?" 


Nyx gave the Cubone a sharp glare as her one exposed eye 
glimmered eerily. 


" You already know | only do that because | do not want any of you 
attached to me. | am capable of feeling of emotions just as much as 
any other creature can. You do not need a physical heart in order to 
have an emotional, metaphorical heart." 


"Alright, sorry for asking,” Terron said sheepishly. "Was just 
wondering." 


The Darkrai didn't give a response, effectively ending the 
conversation. Terron looked away from her as he continued to eat 
his ramen in silence, trying to savor the flavor as much as he could. 
He had a feeling this would be the only bowl of noodles he would be 
having for the rest of his short life, and if that were so, he'd want to 
enjoy as much as he possibly could. 


Several minutes of silence later, Terron finally finished his bowl, 
leaving filled and satisfied. He wiped his mouth with his sleeve 
before putting his persona back upon his head and took his bowl and 
utensils back to the vendor that had supplied him with the meal. He 
spotted a bin near the window, and with Nyx's help, deposited 
everything inside before continuing on their way down the road. 


They didn't need to walk for very long for them to notice movement 
coming from around the corner of a nearby building. Without 
hesitation, Nyx yanked Terron from off his feet and darted up onto 
the rooftop of the closest building before peering off the edge. There, 
now walking down the street they had once been traveling upon, was 
a single human being. It was a man as far as Terron could tell, 
perhaps an adult based on the stature wearing an assortment of 
black clothing. Though it was somewhat difficult to tell exactly how 
the clothing appeared thanks to how high up it was, he noted that the 
coat the human wore did bear a resemblance to the coat Terron also 
wore. 


Terron was about to get a closer look, but then, he noticed 
something happening where the human had originally come from. All 
of the doors in the buildings in that area were beginning to open, 
allowing dozens of humans to pour out of them and into the streets 
below before going about in separate directions. Some of the 
humans remained together, engaging in conversations with one 
another while others went their separate ways. None of them 
bothered to look up to see him and Nyx standing there, watching 
them. All of them seemed to preoccupied with whatever was 
happening at ground-level, whether it be with their acquaintances, 
vendors they came across, or a strange device latched onto the 
wrists of seemingly every human that they would fiddle with 
occasionally. 


But what Terron found most amusing was that none of the humans 
seemed to wear the same combination of clothing. Perhaps it was 
because of his time on Shiron, but he found it rather fascinating that 
every single human had managed to find a way to organize their 


outfit in Such a way that no one in the crowd was identical to them. 
Then not only that, but some of the humans rather interesting hair 
colors. Many of the humans had similar hairstyles, but the color was 
another story. Some humans had what Terron felt were the natural 
hair colors of the human race, such as brown, black, blonde, and 
red. But there were also a significant amount of humans that also 
held more exotic colors within their normal-colored hair, such as 
purple, blue, or even an extremely bright and vibrant pink. Then 
some humans even had their hair dyed completely with these exotic 
colors, making them contrast starkly in the crowd of humans strolling 
through the streets. 


"So this is what all of the humans are like," Terron remarked. "It's like 
Shiron pretty much, except everybody really looks different despite 
them all being the same species. But then again, | guess having all 
of those clothes and hair colors are really the only ways to set 
ourselves apart from everybody else without looking too weird. We 
can't be like you Pokémon where we can just look like different 
species altogether." 


" Many of those humans are playing with something strange on their 
wrists. Even you had one when | brought you to Shiron. Do you 
remember what they are for?" 


Terron peered down at one of the humans that had one of her wrists 
exposed, trying to get a better look at the device Nyx spoke of. Now 
that he was able to focus in on the device, he was able to see that it 
was actually a square, metallic object latched onto about a quarter of 
the human's forearm through the use of black, vein-like wire that 
then dug into the human's flesh. He could vaguely see the screen of 
the device showing off strange words of sorts, but was unable to 
read what anything on it said. 


"Yeah, | think | do actually," Terron replied after staring at the faraway 
contraption. "Let's see... oh! Yeah, | know what they do. They're 
Operating systems, or more commonly known as "Socius", which 
mean that they're basically just these devices that can let you do 
basically anything on them. They let you know how much money is 


in that bank account | told you about, what day it is, if you have any 
plans for the day, let you chat with friends you can't be with right 
now, give you directions, and pretty much anything you can think of. 
It can even tell you your heartbeat and blood pressure and tell if 
you're going to have a heart attack so you can call the hospital 
before it happens. They're awesome! | think they even hold all of 
your clothes in them and if you want it to, it'll change your clothes 
whenever you want. So like, if | tell it | don't want to wear this jacket 
anymore and want uhh... | want just a scarf instead, it'll do just that! 
It's really hard to explain this, but | think it's able to convert data into 
real stuff and vice versa. But | know everybody has one. They're 
really convenient." 


Nyx stared down at the device Terron was also gazing upon witha 
blank expression. 


" You say they can do anything?" 


"Yeah!" Terron answered giddily. "| mean, they can't make a vehicle 
show up in front of you, but they can tell you where to go to get 
home and everything. And where to find some item you really want. 
And where to find your friends if you're looking for them." 


" How is it able to track down your friends?" 


"Well, because the Socius is able to keep tabs on where you are all 
the time," Terron explained. "And if you want to, you can do the 
same with your friends. You just send them a little prompt, asking if 
you guys can be friends on the device, and then once they give the 
okay, you can know where they are all the time. And it's able to do 
that because when you get the device, they have to install it. And in 
order to install it, they literally have to connect the wires to your 
nerves. They don't have to do any surgery for that, since the wires 
just go right through your skin when they apply it, but basically the 
Socius is connected to your brain that way. It works the same way 
those transport vehicles do." 


Nyx became quiet as she continued watch the humans down below. 
After a few seconds of pondering, she merely shook her head. 


" So what you are saying is that these Socius devices are essentially 
human-made blights." 


"Wait, what?" Terron gawked, looking up at her. "No! No, they're 
nothing like the plague! The plague is out to get you and take over 
you, with the exception of your own!" 


" But everything you described is essentially what the blight does. It 
becomes a part of you and is able to hear your thoughts so that it 
can perform tasks for you without your vocal consent. It can change 
you just as how the Socius can change your clothes while your life 
energy is your bank account from the blight's perspective. The blight 
knows everything about you and can share everything with you if it 
truly wanted to. Your Socius is nothing more than an artificial blight." 


Terron thought for a moment, and then realized that Nyx was right. 
She was horrifyingly right, something that suddenly made Terron 
rethink everything he once thought was great about those Socius 
devices. Everything he once found amazing to him now because 
utterly disturbing and made him wish Nyx had never pointed out the 
similarities between the demon latched onto his soul and the device 
he once wore as a human. 


But before his paranoid thoughts could escalate too far, a much 
more rational thought broke through his mind and reminded him of 
something. 


"Alright, maybe you're right about all of that," Terron admitted. "But 
the Socius devices don't intend to kill us or anything like the plague 
does. So you're wrong about that. Yeah, the Socius things sound 
kind of creepy now when | really think about it, but they're not life- 
threatening. So really, the plague and Socius aren't the same. They 
just have a lot of similarities." 


" If you insist." 


The Darkrai hovered closer to the edge of the building, tightening her 
grasp on Terron. Terron could already feel the maelstrom of dread 
easing from within him, allowing a calm to settle upon his heart and 
leave him mostly at peace. 


"Can these devices tell you where your home is?" 


"Well if | had one, yeah, it could," Terron replied. "But you know, | 
don't. Don't even know if it would work now since I'm a Pokémon." 


" And can they be shared between people?" 


"Well | don't think you're supposed to be able to do that, but there'd 
be no point anyway," Terron shrugged. "Because if you try to do that, 
then all of their personal data gets erased for security reasons and it 
ends up just putting all your data on there. So it's-" 


Terron stopped as something dawned upon him. He looked up at 
Nyx, finding that she was eyeing a lone human wandering down an 
alleyway, toying with their own Socius. It didn't take Terron long to 
understand what she was thinking. 


"Nyx no, we're not doing this," he pleaded. "We're not-" 


But it was too late. The Darkrai set Terron upon the rooftop and 
swooped toward the human being with the silence of a Noctowl ina 
midnight flight. Terron watched from his spot as she created a black 
sphere in her claws, and then shot it at the human's back. The 
second it was absorbed into the human's body, the human collapsed 
onto the road, fast asleep. Nyx drew to their side as she lifted up the 
arm holding the Socius and grabbed the metal box and gave it a pull. 
The wires embedded deep into the human's arm instantly came out, 
dangling limply in the air and dripped with strange, clear fluid and 
what was unrecognizably blood. Miraculously the human didn't seem 
too injured from having their device ripped out of their nerves, save 
for a few bleeding spots upon their arm. 


Nyx immediately came back over to Terron, clutching the Socius 
tightly in her own claws. Terron noted that despite how the cords 
brushed up against her arm several times, they never once did they 
embed themselves inside her flesh. He considered it was perhaps 
because she had no nerves to connect to in the first place. 


" Let us hope this works." 


Terron didn't even get a moment to protest, for Nyx grabbed his left 
arm, pulled up his sleeve, and placed the Socius upon his exposed 
scaly hide. When the device touched his arm, the wires were soon to 
follow suit and dug themselves into his scaly skin. Terron hissed as 
the wires wormed their way down his limb, connecting to his nerves 
and sending a cold, numbing sensation into his body everywhere 
they went. It wasn't long before he felt it infest his mind, latching onto 
all of his neurons as it obtained everything his mind held and 
transferred it into the Socius. Terron could only stand there, frozen in 
terror lest he interfere with the process and potentially damage his 
mind even further than it was already. 


After what felt like an eternity passed, the cold feeling finally ceased 
to be, and the square latched onto his arm shrank until it was equally 
proportionate to his size. Now, instead of taking up his entire arm, it 
only took up a quarter of his forearm just as it did with the human. 


Hello Dimitri. 


Terron flinched at the sudden voice in his mind, fearing it was his 
plagued self speaking to him. But then, he realized that the voice 
within him did not sound like a mirror version of his own voice, but 
rather, a more calming, feminine voice with a tinge of monotone to it. 
Terron sighed in relief when he realized what was happening. 


"Looks like we got lucky," Terron said to Nyx. "It works. It just gave 
me the welcome message. Now we can use it however we want." 


" Good. Now we can find your home with ease." 


"Yeah, but just... don't ever do that again," Terron groaned, pulling 
down his sleeve over the Socius. "Kuron freaks me out a little right 
now and | don't wanna have weird devices attached to me out of 
nowhere. At least ask me before you pull something like that again." 


" Sorry. | will not. | only wanted to help you find your home even if it 
means using those horrifying devices for a brief time." 


"| know, but still," Terron sighed. "Anyway, it's okay. Let's just see if 
this thing can access my memories and tell me where Dimitri's house 
is. It still thinks I'm him apparently." 


Terron didn't even need to think the thought a second time, for he 
could feel the Socius traversing through his brain and generating up 
maps into his mind's eye. Terron watched in awe as flashes of 
dozens if not hundreds of streets went before him, giving him quick 
glimpses of Kuron every second. He even thought he recognized 
some of the locations it briefly showed him. 


Eventually, the images settled, and Terron found his mind now had a 
clear path formulated for him, showing him precisely which streets to 
take and what house to search for once he got to his neighborhood. 
He could see the images so clearly in his mind, as if they truly were 
in front of him and not deep within his mind, only visible to him. 


Terron smiled as he turned toward an alleyway the map's route had 
suggested for him to take. 


"Let's go, Nyx," he announced. "Let's go find my parents." 


Shiron 


Zekra landed upon the sandy shore of the continent just as the sun 
began its descent behind her, her breaths raspy and her muscles 
loosing feeling. It was a wonderful to see land again; there had been 
nothing but ocean for miles and miles, and it didn't help that she 
hadn't taken a single break. She wasn't able to spot any tiny islands 


floating out in the middle of the ocean, forcing her to keep flying for 
about an hour until she was where she was now. 


The false Flygon released a relieved sigh just as Crystelle leapt off 
her back. Unable to fight off the weariness anymore, Zekra reverted 
back into her Zorua form and collapsed into the sand, the bag in her 
grasp landing beside her. Her tattered cloak settled over her like a 
blanket, offering her protection from the cool, ocean breeze. Zekra 
could feel her eyes drooping as she lay in the sand that was still 
warm from the daylight shining upon it for the last few hours. 


Venri's smile appeared before her mind's eye and illuminated the 
growing darkness surrounding her. The rest of Venri was soon to 
follow, revealing the Sableye to the exhausted Zorua. She 
outstretched a claw to Zekra. 


“Come on, let's just talk. What's there to be afraid of?" Venri asked 
deviously. "You know | would never hurt you." 


Zekra shot her eyes open, eradicating the image of Venri from her 
mind as she came back into the real world. It seemed that she hadn't 
entered a deep enough sleep for her to be trapped in that world she 
shared with Venri. Zekra groaned loudly as she dug into the bag 
resting beside her until she found a Chesto berry. And though it 
appeared to be decaying around parts of it, she wasted no time in 
chomping down upon the whole thing and cramming it down her 
throat. As the juices trickled into her stomach, all of her lethargy left 
her and her pupils dilated. Within moments, her body was buzzing 
with energy but not enough for her to become incredibly hyperactive 
and go dashing through the forest, howling giddily. 


"You know, it's okay if you rest," Crystelle said as she drew closer to 
the Zorua's side. "You've been flying for a while and | can 
understand if you're exhausted." 


"No, it's fine," Zekra replied as she dug through the bag once again 
in search of an Oran berry. "I'll sleep tomorrow. Right now | kind of 


want to get some stuff before the sun complete sets. All of the stores 
should be closing up soon." 


"Whatever you say," Crystelle shrugged facetiously. 


Zekra eventually found an Oran berry and ripped off a large chunk of 
it. As her fatigue slowly left her, she withdrew her head from out of 
the bag and for the first time in three months, looked upon Shiron 
and basked in its dusk. She had no idea which part of the west coast 
she was on, but she could tell that it wasn't the same part of the 
coast she had arrived on when she, Terron, and Novus had left 
Shirra the first time. For not too far from where she stood, there was 
a small cluster of little huts with lanterns dangling off the sides of the 
roofs. A few palm trees grew in the area, sprouting out of the sand 
and offering their shade to the Pokémon that lived in the little village. 


The Zorua grabbed the enormous bag with her teeth and made her 
way toward the village, dragging the bag right alongside her in the 
sand. 


"Here, I'll carry that." 


Crystelle snatched up the bag's strap with her teeth and pulled it out 
of Zekra's grasp before dragging it along her own side. 


"You don't have to," Zekra said. "| can do it myself. It's not that hard." 


Zekra was to take the backpack away from the Umbreon, but 
Crystelle snapped it away from Zekra, flinging it over to her other 
side so that Zekra couldn't reach it. 


"No, I'll do it," Crystelle argued. "You flew me all the way here and | 
know that was really hard on you, so just let me do this for you in 
return." 


Zekra was about to protest, but Crystelle shot her a stern glare, 
prompting Zekra to remain quiet. But deep down she was touched by 
Crystelle's generosity. While the bag wasn't terribly exhausting to lug 


around, it was somewhat burdensome, and Zekra knew that 
changing into a much larger Pokémon wouldn't change any of that. 
She'd still have the strength of her true Zorua form, as pretending to 
be a different Pokémon would never provide her their monstrous 
strength or abilities, with the exception of flight and being able to 
phase through walls as a ghost. If she had tried to turn into say, a 
Zoroark, then she would have had to bear the strain of carrying the 
bag and maintaining a false form. But with Crystelle's help, now she 
didn't have to worry about any of that. 


Minutes later, Zekra and Crystelle arrived at the small town, and 
were quick to discover something was very off. Though everything 
seemingly appeared quite normal, there wasn't a single Pokemon in 
sight. The lanterns that Zekra had seen shining dimly in the distance 
still held tiny flames in them, though now she could see that at any 
moment they would surely go out. The grass huts that littered the 
sandy beaches were all closed shut, though all of the vendors and 
shops had their windows and displays wide open. But despite how 
empty and utterly desolate the town was, the two dark-types couldn't 
help but feel that they weren't alone. Though they couldn't see 
anyone, they were fairly certain that it wasn't only the two of them in 
the seemingly abandoned area. 


"What happened here...?" Zekra wondered. 


"| don't know," Crystelle replied as she strutted over to a lonesome 
shop with its door wide open. "Looks like everybody left." 


"But why? | mean, you were on Shiron for a while. You remember 
any places being like this?" 


"Nope! Everything was as perfect as could be when | was here last." 


Crystelle disappeared inside of the store, leaving Zekra all alone in 
the midst of the empty buildings. Dread seeped into her soul as she 
glanced around. This beach city was starting to remind of her too 
many towns she held dear in her life. She had a sinking feeling that 
the reason this town was so vacant was the very same reason her 


old home was a ghost town. She prayed there was a less ominous 
reason. She wished, despite how horrible of a wish it was, that 
bandits had ransacked the town and left it decimated. It would have 
been much better than the other reason she was thinking of. 


Zekra wandered aimlessly, trying to see if she could find somebody. 
Anybody that was still alive and not something out of one of her 
nightmares. 


She only had to take about five steps before she heard a loud thump 
from her side. Zekra leapt into the air and skittered away out of 
reflex, but was able to compose herself a few seconds later and 
forced herself to look toward the source of the sound. 


Pressed up against the glass from within a nearby house, staring 
into her soul, was an Ursaring. Except, Zekra knew it wasn't an 
Ursaring. 


It was a Plagued One living inside the body of an Ursaring. 


It stared at her, grinning at her as its eyes glowed with the orange, 
sinister light that flowed out of its eye sockets and spilled into the air 
around it. It waved a paw at her, the claws now having become 
decayed and unnaturally long. 


Zekra bolted. She didn't even look back as she rushed into the store 
that Crystelle had disappeared in and slammed the door shut. She 
leaned against the door, panting furiously as the mental image of its 
eyes gouging into her burned in her mind, tormenting her. The lack 
of light in the store did not help her, leaving her feeling alone and 
vulnerable in the darkness. Even if she could vaguely see the 
shelves lined with goods and useless souvenirs, it didn't make her 
feel any better. If anything, it made her anxiety worse, for she feared 
that a Plagued One would pop out of the shelves and do knew who 
knew what. 


"Oh there you are. Alright | found some bags for both of us and 
some other stuff | found and- Whoa, what happened to you?" 


Zekra looked up to find Crystelle standing close by, two bags looped 
around her neck and bulging with what Zekra could presume were 
supplies she had raided out of the shop. She was giving Zekraa 
horrified, concerned look. Zekra swallowed nervously as she slowed 
her heart beat. 


"There... there was a Plagued One outside," she stuttered out. "It 
was in some house, and it was waving at me..." 


"Really?" Crystelle asked, her expression suddenly becoming giddy. 
“| wanna see!" 


Zekra couldn't even protest before Crystelle moved Zekra out of the 
way and dashed outside, taking all of the stolen goods with her. 
Zekra frantically scrambled to her feet and hurried after the 
Umbreon. Even though she was terrified out of her mind after seeing 
one of those monstrous creatures again, she wasn't about to let 
Crystelle be one of them. She had promised Lyra and Frazil that 
much. Then also, she needed Crystelle to be with her. She couldn't 
imagine going on this journey completely alone. 


But by the time Zekra had made it outside, Crystelle was standing 
still in the sand, wearing a displeased frown upon her face. She 
turned back to Zekra and shook her head. 


"Aw man, you love teasing me, don't you?" Crystelle asked 
distastefully. "There's nobody here!" 


"But... there was!" Zekra tried to say as she pointed to the window in 
which she had encountered the abomination. "| saw it! It was looking 
at me! It was in that house right there!" 


“There's nobody here," Crystelle said again. "Whatever you saw, it's 
gone now. If you even saw anything in the first place." 


“But | did..." 


Crystelle sighed as she approached Zekra and cast her a pitiful 
stare. 


"Look Zekra, | think this might be a sign that you're getting sleep 
deprived," Crystelle stated pointedly. "| mean, it's been a day since 
you've slept and you're using that Chesto berry to stay awake right 
now instead of sleeping. You're starting to see things. Flying over the 
ocean without resting at all probably isn't helping." 


"But..." 
"Trust me, there's nothing here. | would have seen it.” 


Zekra sighed as she gave the window another glance, expecting the 
Ursaring to appear once more and prove its existence to the two 
Pokémon. However, it never appeared, leaving Zekra to look into a 
completely empty and dark house. Zekra frowned sadly as she 
looked back over at Crystelle. 


"| can't sleep right now, though," Zekra said after a while. "Not right 
now." 


"Well then when are you going to sleep?" Crystelle asked. "You know 
you can't stay awake forever. It's going to mess you up real bad. If 
this is just day one of no sleep, imagine what it's going to be like if 
you don't sleep for two days." 


"I'll sleep... when we get to this Greninja Village," Zekra decided 
reluctantly. "I'll sleep before we go inside so that I'm ready to face 
what's in there." 


"Why are we going there?" Crystelle asked, shooting Zekra a 
confused stare. 


“Because that was the last place | was in with my brother before he 
got killed," Zekra answered quietly. "We spent some time there 
looking for something that Novus wanted us to find. | think that 


maybe, just maybe, the part of myself | left behind is in there. | don't 
know if it's actually there, but it's worth a shot, isn't it?" 


"Hmm, fine," Crystelle said as she took the bags she had strapped 
around her and dropped them at Zekra's feet. "Well then if that's 
where it is and you're clearly not going to sleep ‘til you get there, how 
about we go there now? I've taken everything | think is worth taking 
here. And | can even tell you where we are on the map too since that 
store had a little map plastered up on a wall that told me exactly 
where we are on Shiron." 


Zekra nodded silently as she and Crystelle then took all of the 
supplies out of Zeverous's old backpack and stuffed them into the 
newer messenger bags Crystelle had found, both of them more 
adequately fit for their sizes. After carefully organizing the seeds, 
dried berries, and odd, seemingly useless knick-knacks that 
Crystelle had insisted upon keeping, they sealed up their bags and 
fastened them around their bodies. 


Then, after a quick look at the map and verifying their location, Zekra 
changed into a Flygon and shot into the air with Crystelle sitting upon 
her back. 


The Greninja Village would only take maybe a day or two to reach, 
and though Zekra was somewhat excited to see the village again 
and potentially find her lost strength, it was overpowered by another 
feeling in her heart. It was the dread that came with knowing that 
she'd inevitably run into more than just the Greninja in that village. 


It was the dread of having to face Venri again. 


Chapter 71: In Your Mind 


X 
Chapter 71 


In Your Mind 


" You are going to exhaust that Socius and it is going to shut down 
on you if you continue to do that." 


"No I'm not. These things will never shut down as long as they're 
connected to you. They run off the electricity running through my 
nerves, so even if I'm asleep, it'll always be on. Only way it'll ever 
shut down unexpectedly is if | die." 


" Then you will surely faint if it is using your own energy to fuel itself. 
"Nah, | won't. They don't take up that much energy." 


As soon as Terron said this, the grey suit with white, glowing lines 
coursing through it fizzled out for a brief moment before a new outfit 
took its place. Now the Cubone wore a black, leathery hoodie that 
fell over his head, obscuring his eyes from any outsiders. And yet, 
despite how much of a shadow it cast over his face, Terron could still 
see perfectly well. The end of the jacket trailed behind him, staying 
only a few inches off of the ground. 


"Oh yeah, this outfit's really nice too," Terron remarked as he looked 
over himself. "Got some nice pockets and the hood's good for going 
around without anybody recognizing me. And it's good at insulating 
too! Feel so warm wearing this. | think I'll stick with this one." 


" That is probably best, seeing as how that is the twentieth outfit you 
have put on." 


"Well | wanted to see everything | had when | was still Dimitri," 
Terron shrugged indifferently. "There's even like five more outtfits | 
haven't looked at, but | really don't Know if they can top this one. It's 
so soft and perfect for keeping all of my bone stuff in." 


Terron sent the Socius latched to his wrist a command with his 
thoughts, and within seconds, he felt all of the bone weapons from 
within his old jacket reappear inside of his new one. He wasn't sure 
how the bones had been converted into data so that they were 
transferrable between the real world and the world within the Socius, 
but he found he didn't care. So long as it aided him, he had no 
reason to ponder the reason. All he knew was that he was in need of 
a new jacket, particularly one that didn't have many rips and tears in 
it. He would have also liked another skull helmet, but he hada 
feeling that they didn't have those on Kuron. If he wanted a more 
durable persona he would have to go back to Shiron and slay a 
monstrous Pokémon with an unbreakable skull. Hopefully finding a 
Charizard or maybe even a Noivern wouldn't be difficult to find and 
kill. 


But for now, that wasn't his main concern. According to the maps the 
Socius was feeding into his thoughts, he was about five minutes 
away from his human home, the place he used to live in for many 
years as a human. Now he was so close to seeing it again. He had 
no idea what to expect, as he was unable to remember what his 
home even looked like or if his parents even still lived there, but he 
knew he would never know unless he visited. Even if he was to find 
that nothing waited for him at this supposed location the Socius was 
leading him to, he had to have faith for the time being. 


Terron remained silent as Nyx continued to fly him across the city as 
he provided her directions, occasionally swooping behind a building 
to avoid being spotted by a pedestrian. It seemed that the humans 
who had come out of the buildings were heading out into other 
buildings in the area, thought there were quite a number of humans 
who remained outside and congregated in little gathering spots with 
other humans, such as on benches or vendors or even inside of 


those transport devices Terron had used. And then, after a certain 
amount of people gathered, they would either remain there for a brief 
time and talk amongst one another, or immediately wander off 
somewhere else. No one ever remained in one spot for more than 
fifteen minutes at a time. In a way, despite everything appearing so 
different, Kuron wasn't so different from Shiron's lifestyle at all. 


After a few more minutes of stealthily drifting about Kuron 
undetected, Terron and Nyx final arrived at their destination. The two 
found themselves floating within a small neighborhood, standing in 
front of the home within that they knew was Dimitri's old home 
despite it being so similar to the ones surrounding it. It was a very 
odd house compared to the ones Terron had seen on Shiron, this 
one having a giant, white oval design with many windows plastered 
upon its front. Two stairwells led up to the higher parts of the house 
while a smaller one lead to the front door. The lawn it stood upon 
was covered in a thick blanket of grass and held a few small, 
budding trees that grew along the walkway that lead to the sidewalk. 
Terron wasn't sure if he was more amazed by the intricate design of 
the home, or the fact that this was the first time he had spotted 
actual grass in a Kuron city. There had been a few trees growing 
within the main parts of the cities, presumably for shade and oxygen, 
but that had been it. Terron didn't even think he saw a single flower. 


Terron fixated his gaze upon the front door of the house as Nyx set 
him upon the ground. 


"So this is where | lived," Terron stated simply. "It feels familiar to me, 
but at the same time, it looks kind of alien too." 


Terron looked toward the window closest to the door. 


"Here, let's look inside," Terron instructed. "Let's see if anybody is 
home." 


Cautiously, Terron made his way down the walkway, careful not to 
make any noise as he drew closer to the window. Once he was 
directly underneath the window, he felt Nyx pick him back up again 


and peer with him through the glass pane. Much like the exterior of 
the home, the interior was filled with white. Even as Terron and Nyx 
moved to each window, allowing them to see the other rooms, 
everything remained was the exact same color, whether it be the 
ceiling, the walls, the carpet, or even the couches. Everything within 
the city was a solid, marble white with a few exceptions being a few 
glass-like tables, shelves, and counters. The ever-present veins of 
light flowed through the house, but they weren't filled with power as 
of that moment, leaving many dark, empty lines scattered around the 
building. Terron briefly wondered how the house could be so clean 
and not have a single trace of dirt upon it. He was sure that even the 
tiniest speck of brown would have stood out like sore thumb amongst 
the near divine coloring of the rooms. But somehow, the entire house 
was free of all filth. 


"Hm, where are my parents?" Terron wondered. "I'm not seeing them 
anywhere." 


" Maybe they left for the day and will be back in the evening." 


"| hope not. We can't wait for them to come back. We have to be with 
Novus and Zekrom by then. Here, let's try looking in that window. | 
think that's the kitchen and we haven't tried that place yet." 


Nyx hovered over to a window far to their right, and then allowed 
Terron to gaze inside. The kitchen was just about the same as the 
rest of the house, all of the furniture being pure white while the dining 
table and countertops were made out of that transparent material 
that he began to suspect wasn't actually glass. The stovetops held 
four groups of grey rings upon it, each group holding three rings that 
illuminated with the light Terron had seen continuously throughout 
the city. There were a few other odd contraptions as well, such as 
this odd box with a touchpad upon it or a circular spot embedded into 
the counter that had many buttons upon it, but Terron didn't bother to 
pay much attention to them. 


What he found himself mystified at instead were the two humans 
sitting at the table on the far side of the room. They were both sitting 


there on opposite ends of the table dressed in grey suits similar to 
the one Terron had tried out for a few seconds. A plate of pancakes 
sitting in front of them, halfway gone. Neither one of them appeared 
to be talking to each other, instead only idly staring into space. 
Based on the blank stares and the occasional flicker of light from the 
Socius devices upon their wrists, Terron could only presume that 
they were using the devices. Why they weren't instead talking to 
each other when they were with one another, Terron wasn't able to 
fathom the reason. He vaguely wondered if the Socius devices were 
brainwashing them. 


But despite their blank stares, Terron knew who those two humans 
were. Those were his parents. 


His mother and father. 


Terron reached out toward them, but stopped himself when he 
realized that he was separated from them by a window. Then not 
only that, but if he attracted their attention, they would never know it 
was their son. They'd only see some unknown creature and 
immediately fear the worst. 


"So they're still here," Terron said quietly. "They look like they're 
doing okay. But | wonder... if they miss me. | wonder if they really 
are Okay." 


Nyx didn't respond, only keeping her own stare locked onto the two 
adults as they idly ate and presumably used their Socius devices. 
Terron watched with her, noting everything they did. Everything 
seemed so monotonous to them, but Terron couldn't help but wonder 
if it would have been any different if he was still there. If only five 
years had passed in Kuron, he imagined he would have been in his 
adolescence, very close to adulthood if he were still in this 
dimension. He wondered if that would have altered anything in his 
parents’ lives and it meant that they would actually be holding a 
conversation. He considered that maybe his parents really did miss 
him and were using their Socius devices only to distract themselves. 


After several silent minutes, Terron's parents finally finished their 
meal and deposited their empty plates into a sink. The sink closed 
up as a sheet of metal covered its top, and the sound of running 
water filled the kitchen. Then, the two humans made their way out of 
the kitchen. Terron sighed as he looked away. 


"Alright, let's get going," Terron announced. "There's nothing more to 
see. | got to see my parents, and | think what | got is the best thing | 
can really do in this situation. So let's just go back to Novus and 
Zekrom and get some rest while we still can." 


Nyx remained unresponsive, still watching the retreating figures of 
his parents. Terron frowned as he gave her a light shake with his 
paw. 


“Come on, let's go," Terron said. "There's nothing left to do. | got 
what | wanted. | don't want to stay anymore." 


" You are lying." 


"What?" Terron asked, stunned by her curtness before quickly 
composing himself. "No, I'm not. | want to get going. We don't have 
anything left to do here." 


The Darkrai ignored Terron as she held Terron in one hand and used 
the other to open up the window. The second she did, there was a 
loud click and the two adults stopped in their tracks and turned 
around. The second they saw Nyx hovering there in the window, her 
shadow looming ominously over them, they screamed and ran the 
other way. 


But just as they were to round the corner, Nyx fired two black 
spheres at them from her claw tips. The moment the spheres sank 
into their bodies, the two collapsed on the floor, locked in a dark 
slumber. Nyx, completely unfazed, shut the window behind her and 
lowered herself into the house. Terron shot her an absolutely 
horrified look as she set him down. 


"What... why are you... what are you doing?!" Terron screamed at 
her. 


" Giving you what you want." 


"What?! How is knocking out my parents what | want?! What kind of 
twisted logic are you following? | said | wanted to go back! How do 
you mix that up with attacking my parents?" 


" Watching your parents from afar does not really satisfy you. | could 
see the look in your eyes. You want to talk to them. You want to be 
with them again as if you actually were a human, even if it is only for 
five minutes." 


Terron was about to retort, but then realized that he had nothing he 
could say to the Darkrai. She was absolutely right. While he was 
happy to see his parents again, having to spy on them from afar 
wasn't what he had truly wanted. He had wanted to speak to them 
again just as Nyx thought, but he knew that dream was impossible, 
so he had told himself to be satisfied with what he got. However, his 
heart still ached at being separated from them by a window and Nyx 
had been able to catch that with ease. 


"Alright, fine, you're right," Terron said shamefully. "But what does it 
matter? | can't talk to them again. If my parents see me like this, 
they'll never Know who | really am. If they can even understand me 
in the first place. So it's better to just get out of here before | start 
feeling even more bad and regretful that | can't be here anymore." 


" But that is where you are wrong." 


The Darkrai swooped past the Cubone until she was hovering beside 
his parents. They both shivered as she came near, but they didn't 
rise from their slumber. 


" Your parents are in a dream | created right now. They think that 
they are still eating breakfast just as they were moments ago. They 
do not realize that they are in a dream. Because they are in a dream, 


it is possible for anything to happen there. Anything that | want can 
come true in the dream." 


Terron stared at her for a while, slowly contemplating her cryptic 
words. When everything clicked in place, he gasped as he took a 
few steps toward the Darkrai. 


"SO you mean... you can put me in their dream too and make me 
look like a human?" Terron whispered. 


" Yes. It would be just like what | did with the Mystery Dungeons of 
Shiron, except for a less insidious purpose. So, do you want to talk 
to your parents one last time?" 


Terron found he couldn't speak, so he only nodded with a joyous 
smile upon his face. Nyx's eye seemed to sparkle dimly as she held 
out a claw to him. 


" Do what you must. Good luck, Cubone Dimitri." 


There was a bright flash, and a Dark Void shot out of Nyx's palm and 
flew straight toward the Cubone. Terron only closed his eyes as he 
welcomed it and absorbed it into his chest, letting it take him away to 
the dream world. 


When Terron opened his eyes again, the first thing he noticed was 
that he was no longer gazing upon everything from a low position. 
While before he had been standing a good foot below the dining 
room table, he now found himself standing over it. The second thing 
he noticed was that he could no longer feel the tiled ground beneath 
his feet. Instead, he felt something soft and cushioned, and upon 
looking down, he was able to figure out why that was so. He was 
wearing shoes now. 


Human shoes. 


It didn't take Terron very long to understand what had happened. He 
rushed over to the table and peered down at its surface, and soon 
found his reflection staring back at him. What stared back at him was 
not a Cubone with a damaged ivory mask, but rather, a human boy 
wearing the same jacket he had been wearing earlier along with 
matching pants. Terron brought his hands near his face as he looked 
over them, noting how he had five fingers and vulnerable skin 
instead of a scaly hide. The experience almost surreal to him. It 
didn't seem real. 


Oh right, this really isn't real. Terron realized, almost in 
disappointment. This is just a dream. Second I'm done here, I'll be 
back to being a Cubone and half of the human | look like right now. 


Terron let his hands fall to his sides. He continued to stare down at 
his reflection, taking in his old human form. At one point he thought it 
might be possible that he could become a human again if he and 
Yimtri somehow found a way to merge back together, but it seemed 
that idea was impossible now. With the inevitability that the two of 
them would both die when the Primogenitor perished, there was no 
chance that either one of them could be the complete and whole 
Dimitri in the living realm again. 


And yet, Terron refused to let this drag him down. He had allowed 
himself to wallow in self-pity for far too long now. Nyx had given him 
a chance at closure, and he wouldn't waste it by regretting that he 
could never be human again. He had a purpose to fulfil in this dream 
and couldn't allow anything to distract him from doing so. 


The false human moved away from the table as he strode out of the 
kitchen and went into the living room he had seen earlier. He had a 
feeling that they might be in there for a reason he couldn't 
comprehend. He could only presume that Nyx was supplying him 
with these thoughts to guide him without making her presence 
known. Sure enough, he found his parents sitting on the couch, the 
both of them staring off into the distance as the screen upon their 
Socius devices flickered occasionally with light. They didn't even 
notice him. Terron gulped as he stared at them in silence, unsure of 


how he was to go about speaking with them. Just seeing them there 
before him, Knowing that they hadn't seen him for five years, stifled 
Terron's voice and made it impossible to move. 


Nyx must have sensed Terron's anxiety, for after a few seconds, the 
Socius devices upon both of the human adults abruptly stopped 
working. Both of their hazy expressions faded as they blinked, 
tapping the screen with their fingers. Nothing seemed to happen. 
Terron's mother sighed disapprovingly as she got up from her seat. 


"I'm going to go to the store and see what they have to say about 
this," Terron's mom said. "Maybe we got defective Socius's or 
something. These things aren't Supposed to quit working unless-" 


She stopped as soon as she turned toward the living room entrance 
and saw Terron standing there. For a moment, she stood there in 
silence with a glazed over expression just as she had worn when 
using the Socius. But then, her eyes abruptly grew as she took a 
small step forward. Terron grimaced uncomfortably and had to resist 
the urge of backing away. 


"Dimitri? Is that... you?" she asked softly. 


As soon as she said that, Terron noticed his father also rising from 
his seat and stopping right beside Dimitri's mother. Now they were 
both staring at him, both of their gazes fixed upon him in a terror and 
disbelief. 


"Y-Yes, it's me," Terron choked out. "It's me... Mom. Dad." 


His mother abruptly ran up to him and hugged him as tight as she 
could, nearly crushing Terron's ribcage. He made a coughing noise 
as he feebly struggled, but his mother refused to relent her embrace. 
He thought he could hear her crying in his ear. His father continued 
to look at Terron from the spot he had been standing in earlier, 
casting him a concerned, but overjoyed expression. 


"Dimitri, where have you been?" Dimitri's father asked. "Nobody's 
seen you for five years and your Socius wasn't giving away your 
location to anybody. Not even the ones who makes those things 
could find wherever it was. What happened to you?" 


"I... well |..." Terron babbled. 


He didn't know how to answer that question. He had known he would 
have to, given that he knew his parents would probably be worried 
sick about him, but he couldn't think of anything to say. It wasn't as 
though he could tell them that he was stolen out of Kuron one day, 
had his soul ripped in half by a sinister being, and then spent twenty- 
five years in an alternative dimension as two different beings. If he 
said that to his parents, they would think he was insane for sure, and 
he had no intentions of letting his parents' last memory of him be that 
of seeing their son spewing seemingly impossible and delusional 
explanations. 


And then, an idea came over him. At first, Terron thought it was 
completely insane to go along with it, but after thinking about it, he 
realized that he had no choice. This last visit he was to ever have 
with his parents was meant to bring both him and them closure and 
peace. This was the only way to bring them just that. 


"| left because... there's something horrible happening to our world," 
Terron said, keeping his voice strong. "It's got to do with those spawn 
that keep flying around at night. Nobody knows why they're here and 
nobody knows how to actually stop them, except to just ward them 
off with the guardians at night. But there actually is a way to stop 
those things, and | found it. | found it with a couple of other Pok... 
people that are also knowledgeable about what's really going on. 
And because we're the only ones who know, we're trying to put a 
stop to it." 


"Who are these other people that Know about whatever you're talking 
about?" Terron's father asked. 


"They're members of a secret society," Terron answered quietly. 
"There's only a couple of people there, but they figured out 
something about the spawn that nobody else has. And they found 
me one day and they thought | could help them for some reason. 
They never said why; they just asked me if I'd help them after they 
told me a couple of things." 


"And how exactly are you supposed to be able to stop the spawn?" 
his father asked skeptically. "Why didn't you go to the police and tell 
them everything? What, did your group develop a bunch of super 
powers or something and that's the only way you can actually stop 
whatever the spawn are up to? Or are you going to tell me that the 
police force is corrupted and they're in on this whole thing?" 


If only you knew how close you were to guessing the real situation... 
Terron wanted to say. 


"| can't tell you that," Terron answered instead. "I'd love to, but | can't 
because I'm sworn to secrecy. All | can tell you is that this is why | 
didn't come back home one day. We found something that could 
really help us end everything, so we all had to leave home for a 
while. We thought we'd get back in a day or so, but then things 
happened and we got trapped there for five years. We just barely got 
back." 


"But... your Socius," Terron's mother then said, releasing the boy 
from her embrace as she looked at him. "Your Socius should have 
told us where you were. It wasn't giving out any signal at all." 


"We shut our Socius's completely down," Terron said. "We didn't 
want anybody to track us down and ruin everything. We had 
somebody tamper with it so that we could still use it, but not have it 
be traceable by any means. We couldn't afford to have our plans 
ruined. But then we got stuck at that place for five years and we 
realized it wasn't such a great idea anymore..." 


Terron looked at both of his parents and studied their expressions. 
Even though they were both clearly relieved to see him again, they 


also had a clear glint of suspicion in their eyes. Terron knew he 
should have expected this reaction, but it was the best thing he could 
say next to the actual truth. Of course, it didn't matter in the end. He 
would have to leave them again very soon, and this time, 
permanently. The false human slid his hands into his pockets as he 
took a step back. 


It was best to get it over with it instead of letting it eat away at him. 


"But even though I'm back right now, | really can't stay for much 
longer," Terron said reluctantly. "We found what we need to put an 
end to those spawn, and we have to do it soon. They're rapidly 
multiplying and pretty soon, they're going to finally fulfill their 
mission. They're making themselves more known. Before, when | 
was still here, they wouldn't dare appear because they were 
planning. But now... now they're ready to do what they came here to 
do. I've got to go stop them before it's too late." 


"You're leaving again?" his mother gasped. 


"Yeah, and this time, I'm really not coming back," Terron said ruefully. 
"What | have to do to stop them... it's going to end up killing me in 
the process. But | really don't have a choice if | want to stop those 
spawn." 


Terron watched as his parents both shot him a horrified stare. He 
could see the both of them frozen in place for just a brief moment 
before they both rushed toward him and held him tight. Terron would 
have resisted and tried to have broken out of their grasp, but then he 
remembered that this was all a dream. Nyx could end everything 
whenever she or he wanted it to end. There was no reason to be 
afraid that his parents wouldn't let go. 


"Are you crazy? You're not leaving!" his mother cried. "We've been 
worried sick about you for five years, wondering if you were even 
alive or not, and now that you're finally back, you're just going to get 
yourself killed? " 


"| really don't want to do this, but | really don't have a choice," Terron 
sighed. "Trust me, I'd stay here with you guys again if | could, but | 
can't. | need to go stop those spawn." 


"Somebody else can go stop those spawn," Terron's father said. 
"You don't need to go do it yourself. You're just a child. Tell the police 
about what happened and they'll do something about it. Everybody 
takes spawn information seriously after seeing what they've done." 


"But nobody else can do anything," Terron argued. "It's just me and 
the others that can actually do something. Nobody else can. 
Anybody else who tries will end up just dying fruitlessly." 


"That's enough!" Terron's father yelled. 


Terron's mother backed off as his father grabbed him by the 
shoulders and gave him a sharp glare. Terron could see the fury that 
burned in those eyes, but also the fear. The fear of losing his son to 
a force he couldn't understand. 


"What can you do that nobody else could possibly do?" his father 
demanded. "You don't need to act like a hero, Dimitri. You're not 
going to just throw away your entire life just because you have this 
delusion that you're one of the few people in the world that can save 
us. This isn't like something out of those stories | used to see you 
reading. There are people out there that are better suited for taking 
out the spawn than you. You're not a chosen one or humanity's last 
hope; you're my son, and I'm not about to lose you again.” 


Terron frowned pitifully as he averted his gaze. This wasn't going 
well. Nothing seemed to convince his parents that what he was 
doing was unchangeable and that they'd be forced to let him go. As 
much as Terron wanted to leave his parents right there, he knew he 
couldn't. They deserved a better last memory than what was 
currently happening. But from how things were going, that seemed 
nearly impossible. 


And then, Terron realized that there actually was a way for them to 
understand. It'd be risky, and potentially scare his parents and make 
their last encounter with their son even worse, but Terron knew it 
was the only option he had left. 


"Only | can stop the spawn... because this happened to me." 


It didn't take long for Terron's thoughts to register over to Nyx. He felt 
himself shrink as a light came over him. He didn't bother moving as 
the process continued in front of his stunned parents. Within a matter 
of seconds, Terron stood before his parents as a tiny Cubone 
wearing the exact same clothing that he had worn in his human form. 
Shadowy haze drifted off of his scaly skin, giving him the 
appearance of a true Plagued One. They both stared at him, utterly 
horrified at the creature that was now their son. But unlike what they 
had done with Nyx, they didn't flee from him. They only remained 
rooted to their spots in tense silence. 


"When | found that thing that could make me defeat the spawn, it did 
something to me," Terron spoke. "! look like the spawn now, don't I? 
Well, that's what the power does to you. It made it so that | can 
infiltrate their forces and kill the origin. And nobody else can get this 
power because what gave this to me got destroyed not long after | 
found it with the others. There is no other way to kill the origin of all 
of the spawn unless you can pretend you're one of them and get 
them to let you into their fortress. Me and the others really are the 
only ones who can even attempt to do that. 


"But of course... even with this power, it can't save me and the 
others. As soon as the origin is killed, we'll die too. The origin's going 
to self-destruct as soon as we kill it, and we know there's no way 
we're going to get out of the place fast enough. But it's not like 
there's any choice. I'm not about to let the world get overrun with 
those things just because | don't want to die. So please... don't make 
this any harder on me. Please let me go and just do this. Please." 


Terron felt the light come over him once again, and he found himself 
standing as a human once again. He looked at his parents with a 


blank stare, doing his best to remain unwavering and strong despite 
his stomach tying itself into a knot. But he knew he couldn't show his 
weakness. He had to convince his parents to let him go. He had to 
make them think that they were the ones who had a choice in the 
matter. 


A tense moment later, both of Terron's parents slowly gave hima 
sad smile. 


"You're sure there's no other way?" his mother asked. 


"No, there's not," Terron stated. "| would have found it by now if there 
was one." 


His mother nodded grimly, but understandingly before hugging 
Terron once more. Except this time, her embrace wasn't nearly as 
suffocating as earlier. It was gentler now. 


"Well, if you really are going to go, can you at least spend one last 
breakfast with us?" Terron's father then asked. "We'd like to spend 
just a little bit more time with you before you... you know." 


Terron smiled softly and slowly nodded his head. After his mother 
had released her hold on him, the three went into the kitchen and 
made themselves a breakfast of pancakes from an odd, instant 
machine that Terron couldn't recognize before sitting down at the 
table. As they ate together, Terron's parents told him all about what 
had happened in the world while he was gone, such as inventions 
that had recently been created, supposed neighbors of theirs, trips 
the parents had gone on, as well as political subjects he couldn't 
begin to fathom. And in return, Terron told them small tales about his 
time on Shiron, smudging the details so that they matched the story 
he had told them. It felt wonderful to speak to his parents again. 


But as soon as the pancakes upon his plate and his parents' were 
finished, he knew that his time had ended. And though he knew he 
could technically stay with them forever in this dream, he knew he 


couldn't. Who knew how much time had actually passed in the real 
world. 


Terron cast them each a sad smile as he slowly got up from his chair. 
"| guess this is goodbye," he said awkwardly. 
"Yeah, | guess it is," his mother said somberly. 


"... Thanks for being good parents to me," Terron said after a small 
pause. "I'm sorry that | can't stay with you guys any longer, but I'm 
really glad that you guys took care of me and are letting me go. So... 
thank you. | love you guys." 


And then, while he still had the strength within him, he turned away 
and exited the dining room, feeling the dream world disappearing all 
around him as he slowly seeped back into the real world. 


When Terron opened his eyes, he was unsurprised to find that he 
had tears streaming down the sides of his mask. With a quiet 
whimper escaping his throat, he sat up, removed his helmet, and 
wiped the tears out of his eyes with his sleeve. When he finished 
drying his eyes, he looked up to find Nyx hovering in front of him, 
offering him a clawed hand. Terron stared at it for a moment before 
averting his gaze as he hugged his helmet close to his chest. 


"| didn't want to leave there, Nyx," he told her. "| Knew it wasn't real, 
but | really wanted to stay and there and pretend nothing was 
wrong." 


" But you still left. You knew what had to be done." 


"Well you would have forced me out anyway,” Terron chuckled darkly 
before sighing. "But what I'm saying is that | really wish | could have 
stayed in that dream. Even if most of it was painful, that last moment 
| had with my parents at the breakfast table was something | really 


wish | could have again. But | know it's not possible. | know that was 
my last chance to see my parents." 


The Cubone looked behind Nyx to see his parents still passed out, 
though now on the couch in the living room. Nyx must have moved 
them while Terron was asleep. They were still locked in that dream 
world, though perhaps they still thought he was with them. Maybe 
Nyx had put in a dream Dimitri for them to spend more time with so 
that his departure hadn't seemed so abrupt. The Cubone then 
looked back over at Nyx and finally took her claw, where she pulled 
him to his feet. She tried to withdraw her hand, but Terron wouldn't 
let go. 


"We should leave. We need to go back to the others before it gets 
dark." 


Terron didn't move. Instead, he kept his blank, blood-shot eyes fixed 
on Nyx. The Darkrai, seemingly realizing that he was in no mood to 
talk, picked up the tiny one in her claws and flew out the window, 
closing it behind her as they made their way back into the city. 


The two remained silent as Nyx flew them through the city, staying 
high above and traveling by rooftops, before she spotted one of 
circles along the road that held the transport devices. After a quick 
glance to make sure that no humans were nearby, she fell into the 
circle and let the sphere close in on her. Once the keyboard 
appeared before the two of them, she pressed Terron's paw into it. 


After verifying that it had read Terron's mind and was headed to 
some tourist attraction near the group's shelter, the two then settled 
into their seats. Or rather, Nyx awkwardly sat in her cushion while 
Terron sat right beside her, for he refused to loosen his grip around 
her hand. Thus, the two sat on the same cushion which had 
thankfully grown so that it could hold the both of them without the 
two squishing each other. 


For a while, the silence continued. The two said nothing to each 
other as they watched the scenery go by in colored blurs. They 
occasionally saw the afternoon sun peak through their window, 
casting its light into the vehicle before retreating behind the 
skyscrapers that filled Kuron. But eventually, that grew tiresome and 
Nyx drifted off into a lulling daydream about nothing in particular. She 
tried to peer into Terron's thoughts, but for whatever reason, she was 
unable to hear anything. His blight, for whatever reason, wouldn't 
allow her to do so. 


But as it turned out, she didn't have to read his thoughts to 
understand why he was being unusually silent. She had only 
pondered over the odd occurrence for only a few seconds before 
Terron abruptly let go of her hand and hugged her around the waist, 
burying his head into her wispy body. His mask clattered to the 
ground. 


Nyx looked down at the Cubone to find that he was trembling. 
" What is the matter?" 


For a moment, Terron didn't say anything, only twisting his mouth 
into a tight grimace as he squeezed his eyes shut. It seemed that he 
was holding off tears. 


"| thought saying goodbye would make me stronger," he whimpered 
out, holding her tighter. "I thought tying up all of the loose ends that | 
could in life would make this easier. But it doesn't. | still can't think 
about how I'm going to die as soon as we get back to Shiron. | don't 
feel any better about it." 


Nyx would have frowned pitifully if she could. She should have 
expected this out of him. But, she didn't share these thoughts and 
tried something else. 


" Accepting your mortality is never easy. You should not expect 
yourself to be able to accept your inevitable fate at one time." 


"Well then how are you able to be so accepting of it then?" he then 
asked, looking up at her. "How are you able to be so strong about it 
and keep going without being all depressed about it?" 


" It is because of everything that | have seen. Watching all of the 
catastrophes that have occurred because of the Primogenitor has 
subdued any fears | may have had and encouraged me to do 
anything to stop it. Even if it meant an end to myself. Then also, it is 
probably because | do not have anything | will miss when | die. | do 
not have close friends such as you to feel attached to. | am not 
scared of leaving someone behind to be in this mortal world all 
alone. There is you and Sableye Dimitri, but you two will regrettably 
perish with me, thus | do not worry." 


"Well if that last part were true, then | wouldn't be so scared too," 
Terron said. "If I'm scared of leaving someone behind, that's not true. 
Everybody | care about, except my parents and whatever friends | 
had as a human, are all going to die with me. Well, except maybe 
Novus... he'll stay alive because he's not plagued." 


" Yes, that is right." 


Terron was silent for a moment, now staring off into the distance. 
Nyx didn't try to break free of his embrace. She had a feeling that 
despite how cold she must have felt, he needed her touch. It was 
soothing to him. 


"Maybe | need to make everything right with Zekra before I'm ready," 
Terron then said. "Maybe the reason I'm still depressed is because | 
miss her and want to be best friends again. Maybe... maybe if | 
could see her one last time and figure out what's wrong with us, | 
can finally accept my fate." 


Nyx felt an uncomfortable feeling slink through her body. He still 
didn't know why Zekra refused to speak with him. He couldn't know. 
It was already bad enough that Yimtri was able to keep Dimitri's 
memories and see his horrible mistake. Terron didn't also need to 
know the secret that Zekra and Nyx herself kept harbored away from 


him. And she knew that while she could keep the secret, Zekra 
couldn't. She would cave if she ever saw Terron again. She loved 
him too much to keep secrets from him. It was somewhat of a 
miracle that she had lasted for as long as she did. 


"| do not know if that will help. Besides, you two will have all the time 
in the world to speak to one another in the spirit realm." 


"But what if we don't actually go to the same place?" Terron argued. 
"What if there's like separate realms for humans and Pokémon? 
Doesn't matter if I'm a Cubone now; I'll end up in the human realm as 
Dimitri and | might not even be me anymore. | want to talk to her as 
myself one last time. Alive and still a Cubone." 


" The spirit realm has everyone in it in one massive world. It does not 
segregate. Even if it did in some places, you could probably visit the 
other areas without much of a problem." 


"And how do you know that? What, have you been to the spirit 
realm?" 
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"No you haven't," Terron scoffed, releasing her from his tight hug as 
he turned away from her. "You're not dead. You never did die. Quit 
lying to me." 


Nyx shot the Cubone a sharp glare, but before she could speak the 
words formulating in her mind, their vehicle came to a stop. The two 
looked out the window to find themselves staring at what appeared 
to be a slate grey cave in the distance, a number of signs posted 
around it and lasers making an "X" over the entrance. 


"You have arrived at Diamond Caverns. Please step out of the 
vehicle and watch your step." 


Terron wordlessly got out of the cushion, put his persona back upon 
his face, and exited the spherical vehicle, keeping his paws in his 


pockets. Nyx followed behind, though she couldn't help but wonder 
why this cavern seemed so familiar to her. She had never been to 
Kuron in her lifetime. The Primogenitor had no use for her in the 
human realm. 


"Let's go back to Novus and Zekrom," Terron said as he looked down 
at his wrist. "The Socius should be able to give some directions from 
here." 


Nyx watched as the Cubone's eyes flickered a light blue for a brief 
moment before they glazed over. She now found she could access 
his thoughts again, for she could see the maps being created in his 
mind, all of them flashing before him so quickly. But then, just as a 
concrete path was to be formed, something else happened. A quick 
flash of a memory sparked in his mind. Nyx barely saw it, but it had 
been Dimitri walking into that very cavern that stood before them 
with his parents and a group of other humans. 


And then, another memory appeared, this one of him falling down a 
deep hole in the cavern and into a seemingly endless abyss. 


There's something in that cavern you need to see. Something 
that I think could help you. 


Nyx flinched at the voice she heard echoing in Terron's mind. She 
knew it wasn't his plagued self speaking to him right now. It had a 
similar voice to it, nearly indistinguishable, but she knew it wasn't the 
same being. There was a very subtle rasping to this voice. But she 
knew who was speaking now. She didn't want to believe it, but she 
knew there was no denying it. 


She forced herself to remain calm as she drifted over to the 
Cubone's side. 


" Do you have the directions?" 


"Yeah, | do," Terron nodded. "But... | wanted to check out this cave 
first. | get this feeling that there's something there that we should go 


see." 


" But it is getting late. The sun should be setting soon. We need to 
go back to the others before they awaken." 


"Well this'll only take like maybe five minutes," Terron shrugged 
indifferently. "Besides, it's my plagued self telling me to look in there. 
You said that it was helpful and that | should listen to it sometimes." 


Nyx regretted telling him that. Maybe she should have lied and 
pretended that their plague was as malevolent as the true plague. 
However, it was too late for regrets. She shook her head as she 
grabbed ahold of his left arm. 


" /t is being foolish right now. It knows better. Come on, we are 
going. And take this thing off of you. We do not need it anymore 
when it has told you where to go. It is very unnerving by the ways 
you describe it." 


Nyx grasped the Socius in her claws and was to pry it off the Cubone 
as she had done with the other human, but suddenly found that she 
couldn't rip it out. It was as though the device was glued to his arm. 
She grasped it with both claws as she pulled harder, but was met 
with the same result. 


"Nyx, what are you doing?" Terron asked oddly. "Why are you being 
so weird? Is there something... you're hiding from me? Again ?" 


The Darkrai didn't want to answer the question, but it Seemed she 
didn't have to. 


She is. She doesn't want you to listen to me. She knows you 
can hear what I'm telling you. She's always been able to hear 
what's going on in your head. Isn't that right, Darkrai? 


Nyx withdrew her grip from the Socius and distanced herself from 
Terron. She watched as the Cubone's confused scowl turned into 
that of a horrified one as the implications dawned upon him. She 


wanted to say something to him, but was unable to find her voice. 
The thing within Terron was intimidating her purely through its voice. 


She knows that there's something at the bottom of that cavern 
that you should know about, but she won't let you see it 
because there's a chance that it will hurt you. But that pain 
should be worth it if it'll make all your suffering bearable, 
shouldn't it? | mean, you're already in a lot of pain right now, so 
what does a little more mean to you now? But if you're lucky 
and she's wrong, you'll actually end up being a lot stronger and 
be able to die without being so depressed about it. 


" Cubone Dimitri... do not listen to that thing. You have no idea what 
is there." 


Terron kept his gaze fixed upon her, saying nothing as the unknown 
being's thoughts swirled through his mind. For a brief moment, Nyx 
thought she saw his Socius flicker with a strange light. 


And then, in a flash, Terron turned around and ran toward the 
cavern. His movements became abnormally fast as he seemed to fly 
across the dirt before leaping right through a gap in the laser 
blockage and landing somewhere inside. Nyx frantically hurried after 
him, leaping into the ground and becoming a shadow as she 
pinpointed his location using his blight. She didn't understand why 
his blight wasn't subduing the creature talking to him right now. It 
should have had the strength just like it always did. But for whatever 
reason, it was failing her and allowing the entity to lead the Cubone 
to a sight she knew she could never allow Terron to see. 


When she found herself in the cavern, she caught a quick glimpse of 
Terron before he jumped down a hole in the far distance. Nyx cursed 
herself for not being fast enough as she plummeted down the hole 
with him, desperately trying to catch up to him before he could reach 
the very bottom. But unfortunately, she proved to be too slow, for by 
the time she was about to grasp the Cubone, he landed in the 
hidden chamber as spacious as his human home. While most of the 
chamber was rather desolate and was home to only a large cluster 


of stalagmites and stalactites, Nyx knew this chamber was more 
than empty. All she had to do was follow the Cubone's gaze to find 
what the chamber truly held. 


There, standing before the two of them, was a crater the size ofa 
bowling ball in the rocky wall whose surface illuminated with an 
otherworldly light that would shift through different colors every few 
seconds. Scattered along the ground in front of the hole were what 
appeared to be several shreds of some sort of black, oozing 
substance that had streams of darkness rising from it. That same 
substance also seemed attached to the hole, draping over it like 
some sort of grotesque curtain. 


Terron continued to stare at the hole, saying nothing as his mind 
remained empty. For a moment, Nyx thought that the entity's plan 
had failed and that there was nothing to worry about. 


Her hopes were instantly shattered as soon as she saw a torrent of 
memories immediately flood Terron's mind, playing out the events 
that had occurred in this dark chamber. Nyx watched as the 
Cubone's grim scowl immediately became that of a malicious, 
spiteful one as he immediately shot his gaze over to Nyx. For a 
second, she no longer saw Terron, but rather an enraged Sableye 
ready to pounce at her. 


"You knew... you knew what | did," Terron said to her, pointing a 
trembling finger at her. "You knew | woke up the Primogenitor." 


Nyx watched as the Cubone drew closer to her, the glint in his eyes 
growing darker with each step he took until he stopped a few feet 
away from her. But even with that much distance between them, Nyx 
couldn't help but feel unnerved. She knew the Cubone standing 
before her was no longer the frail Cubone scared of what he couldn't 
control or understand. 


"Zekra knows about this, doesn't she?" Terron asked. "That's why 
she didn't want to talk to me anymore, isn't it? It's because she 


knows what | did as a human. She knows that I'm the reason her life 
is an absolute mess." 


The Cubone tore off his skull helmet as he spiked it into the ground. 
He watched it bound off the rocky ground and crash into a wall 
before it rebounded and landed near Nyx. He didn't bother to retrieve 
it, only keeping his smoldering gaze on the Darkrai. 


"So that's why you didn't want me to go talk to Zekra again," he said 
accusingly. "Because you know that she knows the truth about me. 
You know she'll tell me the truth if | ever see her again. You've 
known ever since she came back that morning after she talked to 
Yimtri. Isn't that right?" 


Nyx didn't even get a chance to respond, for Terron suddenly started 
snarling as more malicious thoughts raged a storm in his mind. 


"And Yimtri... he knew this whole time," Terron went on, seething as 
he looked away from the Darkrai. "And he's the one who told Zekra | 
bet. | bet that somehow, Zekra managed to coax it out of him and 
Yimtri caved, and then he ran away because he didn't want me to 
know. | bet he even blackmailed Zekra into keeping the secret away 
from me even. That prick of a Sableye... he never changes. He's 
always hiding things from people and hurting everybody around him 
in the process... Hmph! | never should have expected him to be a 
better person in the end. He's nothing more than living poison." 


Terron brought his gaze back to Nyx. There was a raging inferno 
burning in his eyes now. Any semblance of restraint he had been 
using earlier was gone as he glared maliciously at the Darkrai. She 
thought that she saw that entity inside his body appear in his eyes, 
shooting her a devious grin. 


"Why?" he cried, throwing up his arms in the air. "Why didn't you tell 
me any of this? Why did you keep this a secret from me for so long? 
Why'd you do that when both Yimtri and Zekra knew about it? Why 
keep me out of the loop?" 


" Because | wanted to protect you. You know how it affects Sableye 
Dimitri. | did not want you to share the same fate as him." 


"You still should have told me!" Terron screamed. "! wouldn't have 
turned into Yimtri! We're not the same! I'm better than him! Don't you 
dare compare me to him!" 


" But you two are the same. You two can pretend you are as different 
as can be from the other, but you are the same human in the end. 
You two are alike in more ways than either of you are willing to 
accept." 


"No. We're. Not !" Terron growled fiercely. "| don't care if he's half of 
me! | am nothing like him! He's everything that was wrong with 
Dimitri! Don't you dare act like I'm just as bad as him! | didn't go 
letting hundreds and thousands of Pokémon become Primogenitor 
fodder all because | was too scared to do anything else! He can say 
that he was waiting for the right moment all he wants, but | know the 
truth! He's nothing but a gutless coward that couldn't own up to fixing 
his mistake! And | will NEVER BECOME THAT AS LONG AS I LIVE 
! I'D RATHER DIE THAN WATCH EVERYBODY ELSE AROUND 
ME DIE! DON'T YOU EVER SAY THE TWO OF US ARE THE 
SAME!" 


Nyx cringed at the demonic tone in his voice. She had only heard 
that horrifyingly large amount of plagued influence in exactly one 
other Pokémon, and no matter how much she had to witness it, she 
was never able to grow used to it. That warbled, malicious tinge that 
corrupted their words always reminded her of the Primogenitor's 
insidious, borderline alien voice. 


"Oh dear me, it seems that | have come in at a rather bad time." 


Nyx froze in place as she felt all of Terron's malicious energy 
instantly extinguish itself. A wave of dread washed over them as the 
regal, condescending voice echoed through their ears. The two 
immediately twisted their heads to find a rather familiar Volcarona 


floating before the crater where the Primogenitor once slept, giving 
them both a look of mock sympathy. 


"Yes yes, well | am quite sorry that | have come when you two were 
in the middle of something,” Chrysalis said. "| would love to come 
back later when you are not having some kind of irrational spat, but 
sadly for you... 


A black portal suddenly materialized behind the Volcarona that 
pulsed with purple power. A malicious gleam in her eyes appeared 
as she spread out her six wings. 


"lam ona very tight schedule." 


A vacuum swept through the room, sucking Terron and Nyx towards 
the portal. And though they both feebly grasped for the pillars of rock 
protruding out of the ground, it was no use. The gale swept them up 
in its grasp within a matter of seconds and dragged them into the 
portal. 


Chapter 72: Monster Within 
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Chapter 72 


Monster Within 


Terron and Nyx fell out of the other side of the portal and skid along 
a transparent, luminescent road. They tumbled for a while, somehow 
not getting any scrapes as they slid across the silk-like surface of 
road, before they finally came to a stop. The two of them forced 
themselves back up and shook themselves free of any strain they 
had received. They anticipated that they were somewhere still on 
Kuron in a much different location, perhaps where Chrysalis could 
brutally murder them without having to worry about a single soul 
being around for hundreds of miles. However, upon seeing the 
darkness that surrounded the two on their floating roadway of light, 
they were quick to figure out where they truly were. 


They were back in the Unown world. 


"Why are we here?" Terron asked, all of his malicious feelings now 
subdued under the weight of his more anxious ones. "I thought only 
Unown could access this world." 


"That is usually the case, but those of us that align with the 
Primogenitor are an exception." 


Terron twisted his head around to find Chrysalis a good distance 
away from him on the light pathway, hovering a few inches off the 
ground. She was still wearing that mocking expression upon her 
face, as if reveling in Terron's confusion. 


"You see, the Unown are special creatures that can travel between 
all of the dimensions and the little worlds they hold in each of them," 


she explained. "There is not one place they cannot reach. They can 
even create their own worlds or even dimensions if they so wish. It 
was a power that the creator bestowed upon them and only to them. 
No one else was to have it and they were supposed to be free of 
everything, doing as they pleased. They did not have to listen to 
anyone. They were to be free spirits. Chaotic, unorganized beings 
with so much potential within them. That was how it was meant to 
be." 


Her eyes momentarily flashed a deep black as she spread out her 
red, leafy wings from behind her back, stretching them out as far as 
she could. Five Unown emerged from behind her, all of them idly 
floating around her with empty, soulless gazes. They hovered around 
her and made no attempt to wander off, as if they were each 
balloons tied to her by invisible strings. 


“Our master had other plans for these strange little creatures," 
Chrysalis went on. "After discovering their potential, it spread its 
influence into them and brainwashed their plague into serving it. 
After that point, they became our very puppets to do everything as 
we pleased. First they made us a home for us to reside in when we 
cannot be in Shiron or Kuron. Simply remaining in an illusionary 
forest somewhere was never quite an enjoyable experience, but 
thanks to the Unown, we now have a very quiet and secluded place 
that our master can reside within in peace. After that, we tampered 
with the Unown and we withdrew from them the power to travel 
amongst other dimensions with ease. All of the ones of great 
purpose received this power to aid our master. But in my opinion, 
most beneficial to us is that upon making these adorable little 
abominations of ours, we could use them for surveillance. No longer 
does a fraction of our army need to do so. No, these Unown can do 
all of that for us, especially when there are so many and they already 
have the natural ability to spy on others without anyone noticing." 


"Is that how you found us?" Terron asked cautiously. "Did you find us 
in Kuron... because some Unown spotted us?" 


"Oh yes, | see you truly are brighter than | thought," Chrysalis 
sneered. "Yes, the Unown thought they heard some noise coming 
from the chamber of their master, for they do enjoy being around its 
old sleeping ground for whatever reason, and found you there. They 
then told me what they had seen, and | naturally came flying along. | 
simply could not resist knowing how you were doing after my last 
visit with you. You know the one, do you not?" 


The Volcarona's smug expression became that of a contorted, 
venomous one as she glared directly at Nyx. 


"The one where that filthy Darkrai betrayed us and let all of you 
free?" she hissed. "You are very lucky that for whatever reason, our 
Unown were unable to locate your insignificant group for the entirety 
of the time they were comatose. If they had been able to pinpoint 
your location, they never would have woken up. " 


"| was never on your side. Your master held me against my will and 
forced me to obey every word it spoke. | never betrayed you. | was 
never allied with you." 


"It does not matter what you call it," Chrysalis scoffed. "In the end, 
you left us and have been giving us much trouble for quite a while. 
We were most grateful that our master had removed your power to 
travel between the dimensions before you deserted us. To think of 
the trouble that might have caused! But | suppose your loss is no 
longer causing each of us a massive strain anymore. Why just three 
months ago in Shiron time, the Unown were able to find two of your 
companions and sent Shade after them. From what she told me last 
| saw her, she had a rather glorious success." 


"Zekra and Zev..." Terron muttered to himself before a wave of panic 
and hysteria came over him. "What do you mean she had a glorious 
success? Did Shade...?" 


"Oh Cubone, you do not really need me to answer that question, do 
you?" Chrysalis asked smugly. 


Terron felt his heart race. No, Zekra and Zeverous couldn't have 
been dead. Pokemon with the plague in them, regardless of whether 
they were true Plagued Ones or not, couldn't die. Nyx had said that 
plagued Pokémon don't die. She had never said that they couldn't be 
murdered, but he had a feeling that plagued Pokémon were also 
exempt from that. Besides, Zekra and Zeverous were strong. They 
wouldn't allow themselves to die all because some Tyranitar that 
happened to be the Primogenitor's general came after them. They 
would have found a way to defeat her and live to tell the tale. 


"You're lying," Terron said to her. "| don't care what you say, you're 
lying!" 


"Oh poor Cubone, denying reality," Chrysalis cooed. "You are unable 
to bear the pain of knowing that your group is dwindling, are you 
not? Well, | can gladly tell you that your pain will end now. You and 
the traitor Darkrai are the next ones who need to be erased from our 
world. We cannot afford for you to remain in our worlds any longer." 


There was a flicker in the Volcarona's eyes, and then the Unown 
surrounding her darted away in the distance. Terron and Nyx 
watched as her wings began burning with a bright red power, 
illuminating so brightly that it seemed that they were actually on fire. 
What appeared to be petals of embers scattered from off her form 
and littered the air, soon filling up the darkness with hundreds of the 
tiny flames. They remained suspended in mid-air and shined like tiny 
lights in the night sky. Terron would have found the sight to be more 
wondrous and awe-filled if he didn't know exactly what was going to 
happen next. 


Terron felt Nyx grab him and fling herself off the road just as 
hundreds of fiery petals pelted down on the spot they once stood on, 
instantly burning a massive hole in the thin pathway. The hole grew 
wider as the heat around the edges continued to consume the road, 
until suddenly, it split in half like someone cutting a ribbon in two. 
The two watched as the road's luminosity instantly died as the path 
fell into the bottomless abyss and dragged down the path with it. 


Nyx hurried over to the next closest pathway she could find, and 
then set Terron upon it. She cast him one last glance, then shot 
toward Chrysalis, firing a bolt of lightning at the plagued general. 
Chrysalis effortlessly moved to her side and let it sail past her, 
allowing it to crash into a purple lightning bolt that struck in the 
distance behind her. There was a bright flash and a loud bang as the 
two energies collided, shaking the dimension violently as even more 
purple lightning littered the makeshift sky. Nyx frantically darted 
about the air to avoid being blasted by the unnatural energy while 
Chrysalis only remained where she was, not a single bolt anywhere 
near her radius. 


"You know trying to fight back is futile, do you not?" Chrysalis asked 
as she continued watching Nyx's aerial swerves in bemusement. 
"There is no one in this world that will help you. The only ones who 
live here are the Unown, and | will tell you right now that they cannot 
break out of their states as you did. Your only ally here is that 
worthless Cubone. Though, perhaps even that is too much to allow 
you to have." 


The Volcarona shot past the struggling Darkrai as she closed in on 
Terron, somehow giving him a condescending smirk despite not 
having much of a mouth. Terron ripped out a bone club from his 
pocket, ready to smack her with it as soon as she got close enough, 
but he wasn't fast enough. She grabbed onto the collar of his coat 
with her tiny claws and ripped him off the path. She flew a short 
distance away from it, and then stopped as she grabbed the club 
clutched tightly in Terron's hand and pried it free. She threw it and let 
it tumble down into the darkness below before looking down at 
Terron with her eerie compound eyes that protruded a couple inches 
out of her eye sockets. 


The almost invisible slit line on her nose opened up, revealing a row 
of needle-like teeth and a long, black tongue with a needle point. Her 
tongue gave off a potent black haze as it arched back and aimed its 
tip at Terron's exposed skull. He had left his helmet back in the 
Primogenitor's old sleeping chamber and now his mind was 


vulnerable to a fatal jab. He struggled as he fought to reach for more 
of his weapons buried deep in his pockets, but Chrysalis held him 
firm. 


But just as the barbed tongue was to impale him, a ray of dark 
energy crashed into the Volcarona. She went flying into the distance, 
loosing her grip on Terron in the process. The Cubone feebly 
reached for the radiant road residing near him, but found he was too 
far away to grasp it. All he could do was watch it grow farther and 
farther away from him as he fell into the abyss. He began to feel very 
cold and couldn't help but shiver. 


Thankfully, before the Cubone could fall for very long, Nyx swooped 
in and caught him in her claws. Then, after securing a tight grip on 
him, she fled into a seemingly random direction with the utmost 
haste. 


"Run all you like, but there is nowhere safe for you here!" Chrysalis's 
voice rang through the darkness. 


The Darkrai didn't seem fazed by this insidious threat, instead only 
choosing to quicken her speed and swerve about the darkness, 
avoiding the flash of each purple bolt that shot through the air. Terron 
could only sit in her grasp, trying to process everything that had just 
happened. Everything had occurred so quickly. One minute he had 
been screaming his frustrations at Nyx, and then Chrysalis suddenly 
showed up out of seemingly nowhere and dragged them into the 
Unown world to cull them from existence. 


It was right at that moment that Terron remembered why he had 
been screaming at Nyx in the first place; he had found out that he 
was the one who woke up the Primogenitor when it was sealed into 
planet long ago by Arceus. After Arceus had defeated the monstrous 
creature, it sealed it into the planet, and then when the planet split 
into Kuron and Shiron, the Primogenitor's comatose body wound up 
in an underground Kuron cavern. Terron, as Dimitri, had found it one 
day on complete accident and woke it up for the sole purpose of 
wanting to make it his own little pet capable of so much power. It 


wasn't until it was too late did he realize what true power he had 
actually released from that hidden chamber. 


As soon as Terron remembered this, he felt the wrath flare up in him 
again. And though he knew the true target of the malice stirring up a 
tempest in his heart, a good amount of it was being directed toward 
the Darkrai holding him now. It had something it wanted to tell her, 
perhaps to use as a warm-up for when it got to speak to the actual 
Pokémon of interest, and Terron saw no reason to reject its 
promptings. 


"How long have you known?" Terron asked her in an icy tone. 


"Do not do this to me right now. You can scream at me all you want 
when we escape from here, but until that moment comes, you will 
say nothing regarding the thoughts in your mind." 


"So if you can read my thoughts, then how exactly does that make it 
any different than me verbally talking to you?" Terron asked. 


Nyx didn't answer, though from the way she was glaring into the 
distance as she sped through the darkness, Terron knew she was 
displeased with him. However, Terron found he couldn't care less 
about what Nyx thought of him. His opinion of her was growing lower 
and lower with each passing moment. He didn't understand how 
somebody like her could possibly keep so many secrets, claiming 
they were for his safety, when he knew full well that keeping the truth 
hidden from him would have been the more dangerous option. He 
had been through this vicious cycle enough times to know how it 
always ended. He would have thought that Nyx, being able to peer 
into his mind like a nosy psychic, would have figured that out herself. 


After a few minutes of traveling, Nyx spotted the area with the globes 
holding the portals to other dimensions and rushed toward it. She 
hastily checked around her, making sure that no one was nearby or 
hiding, and upon realizing the coast was clear, set Terron upon the 
road and brought herself in front of the cluster of globes. Her eye 
was darting up and down the column of portals. 


" We need to find a portal that leads back to where we were on 
Kuron. If we can find one, then we can reunite with the others. Then, 
we take them to the cavern and the fake Volcarona will find us there 
once more and drag us back into here, where we will have a much 
better chance of eliminating her. | can only do so much when | am 
the only one who can fly and when | have to protect you as well. 
With the others here there is reassurance that you and the Quilava 
can protect each other while Zekrom and | eliminate the fake 
Volcarona. Hopefully that Volcarona does as | anticipate she will." 


Nyx then carried on with scanning the hundreds of portals before her 
in silence. Terron stood there in silence, still casting her a dark glare 
as his wrath continued to course through him, almost bringing him 
pain every time his heart beat. He stared at her for a while, letting 
the feeling brew within him, half reveling in how powerful and 
indestructible it made him feel. He couldn't remember the last time 
he felt as though he could bulldoze through just about every obstacle 
that he came across. 


"You think I'm scared right now at knowing what I've done asa 
human,” Terron hissed at her. "You probably think that I'm disgusted 
with myself or that I'll go pull a Yimtri and go absolutely crazy and do 
stupid things to ‘fix my mistake’. Well you're wrong; knowing this 
doesn't hurt me at all. So what if | woke up the Primogenitor as a 
human? That wasn't really me; that was the Yimtri side of Dimitri who 
did that. It was Dimitri's dark side that wanted to wake up that 
monster up while me, whatever | was, kept telling me to leave. Sure, 
I'm partly to blame because | couldn't stop Dimitri, but I'm not 
obsessive over it because it wasn't me who woke up the 
Primogenitor." 


Nyx didn't stop what she was doing, appearing as though she hadn't 
heard Terron. But he knew she had. Even if she hadn't heard his 
words, she had heard his thoughts. 


"But you want to know what actually does hurt me about this whole 
thing?" Terron asked in a low, mocking tone. "How you keep so 
many secrets from me that shouldn't be secrets. Terron is going to 


die as soon as the Primogenitor dies? Oh, | better not tell Terron that 
or else he'll give up on this whole mission. Terron is upset that Zekra 
doesn't want to be around him anymore and doesn't understand 
why? Well even though | know the answer, I'll just keep that a secret 
so that Terron won't have his heart broken. | can read Terron's 
thoughts because | stuck this parasitic, docile monster in him without 
even asking him? Well | guess | better keep that a secret so that | 
don't utterly disturb him and have him running away from me. Terron 
woke up the Primogenitor? No | can't tell him that! He'll end up like 
Yimtri, the side of Dimitri, for some reason, | like a whole lot better 
than him since | ditched Terron to be with Yimtri instead when | split 
Dimitri in half. You know, even though Yimtri's one of the cruelest 
and most messed up Pokémon on Shiron and is barely any better 
than the actual Plagued Ones. And you know, who of course, ditched 
me without a second thought even though | spent years and years 
as his closest companion!" 


This time Nyx actually stopped moving. She didn't turn around to 
allow Terron to see her face, but Terron didn't have to see it to know 
she was stunned. 


"You don't care about anyone," Terron said to her, his words dripping 
with venom. "You don't. You admitted it yourself; you distance 
yourself from everybody so that you don't grow attached to them. 
And you think you're saving everybody by doing that and sparing 
them pain, but in reality, you're just selfish. You don't care about what 
happens to anyone in the group; you just stay with us because you 
need us to end the Primogenitor since you know you can't do it 
alone. You flat out manipulated us into saving you. Did you ask 
Dimitri if he wanted to come here to Shiron to help you? No, you 
didn't! You just dragged him here. Did you ask me, Yimtri, or anyone 
if you could plague us so we could stop you? No, you didn't! You just 
trapped us in your nightmares and injected these abominations 
inside of us! Did you ever explain to us that these things in our 
bodies weren't going to corrupt us the second we got them? No, you 
didn't! You let me and my friends wander around for months without 


a clue and you left Yimtri, the one you supposedly care about most, 
to be absolutely lost for decades . 


"You just treated us like chess pieces, moving us around on your 
little board until we were finally all in place no matter what the cost 
was. And then when we finally do set you free like you want, you still 
treat everybody like garbage. Hiding secrets, being so indifferent to 
everything, letting our team tear itself apart... you just watched and 
did nothing. | always thought you might turn around one day, but | 
realize that no, you're not. You're just like Yimtri; you're never going 
to change. You're still an insidious Darkrai that cares about 
absolutely no one. | wouldn't surprise me at all if you willingly worked 
for the Primogenitor!" 


Terron blinked once, and then he found Nyx looming right in front of 
him. She was in that nightmarish form Terron had only seen once, 
during times where she could no longer remain detached from a 
Situation and was overwhelmed by fierce, volatile emotions. Terron 
should have felt scared as he looked up at the Darkrai, seeing her 
eyes glimmering with black light while her tendrils curled along the 
ground around his feet. He knew she was capable of destroying him 
right there if she wanted to. 


But Terron felt no fear as he stood before her, his own malicious 
emotions drowning out any thoughts of fleeing from her. 


"You know it's true," Terron said with a dark smirk. "You wouldn't be 
so mad at me right now if it wasn't true.” 


" Do not talk as though you understand me. Your wrath has twisted 
your memories to fit your delusions. | already told you this many 
times before; | kept my secrets from you because | knew they would 
hurt you. If | knew that they would hurt you and | did not care about 
you, then why would | keep them hidden away from you?" 


"Because that was the only way you could keep me with you,” Terron 
answered. "If you told me everything, you think that I'd leave 
because | didn't need to be around you anymore. | would have 


stayed with you, but for whatever reason, you thought I'd forget the 
fact that | need your power if | ever want to stop the Primogenitor. | 
knew | couldn't do it with just the others, even if we were all plagued. 
But now... I'm not so sure | really need you anymore." 


" What exactly is that supposed to mean?" 


Terron shook his head as he walked right past her, stepping over the 
tendrils that wriggled all over the ground. Not a single one went up 
and impaled him with their sharp points. Each one only remained 
dormant as Terron went up to the column of portals standing behind 
the Darkrai. Terron looked at it, peering at many locations of Kuron 
and Shiron and even some worlds he didn't quite recognize. 


Something grabbed Terron from the back of his hood. He 
unflinchingly looked over his shoulder to find Nyx grabbing his hood 
with her claw, looking at him with a sharp glare. 


" Answer the question, Cubone Dimitri. Do not make me force it out 
of you." 


"What, you can't just go on and read my mind and find the answer in 
there?" Terron laughed bitterly. "Or are you just doing this so that we 
can both pretend my plague didn't tell me that?" 


The Darkrai didn't say anything, her glare now having turned empty 
and glazed over. Terron scoffed as he ripped his hood out of her 
grasp and distanced himself from her, growing closer to the portals. 


" Cubone Dimitri, you need to calm down." 


Terron couldn't take it anymore. He reached into his pocket, ripped 
out a bone thorn, and then spun around. When he was facing Nyx 
once more, he tossed the thorn forward and watched as it impaled 
her eye. Sadly for him, he was unable to get the response he wanted 
out of her. Though the thorn was clearly embedded deep into her 
eye and stuck out a few inches, there was no blood or screaming to 


be heard from Nyx. The eye wasn't real so it wasn't possible for Nyx 
to be in agonizing pain over it. 


The only satisfaction Terron got out of the bold move was that Nyx 
had reverted back into her regular form and had significantly 
increased the distance between them. He could see the hurt from 
betrayal shining in her punctured eye. 


"I'm tired of listening to you,” Terron spat. "I'm tired of dealing with 
you. I'm done with trying to accept your stupid decisions. | was an 
idiot for not realizing that keeping secrets really was detrimental. | 
thought maybe there could be a good reason to keep secrets, but 
no, there's not. Every single secret kept always leads to some 
horrible disaster that could have been stopped if somebody had just 
spoken up." 


The Cubone immediately turned away from the Darkrai as he looked 
back at the portals. 


"I'm going back to Shiron," Terron announced emptily. "| have 
somebody | need to go talk to right now." 


Terron knew what was coming. He swerved around as he yanked a 
good-sized bone club from his coat and pointed it at the Darkrai that 
was now hovering before him, ready to grab him. She froze in place, 
daring not to move as Terron slowly rotated the bone so that the 
sharp point faced her. 


" You are going to forget about going back to get the others and 
abandon your mission of killing the Primogenitor?" 


"Nobody needs me to kill the Primogenitor," Terron answered. "It's 
just Novus and Zekrom that are going to go do that. They're the only 
ones who can actually kill that thing. My role in this epic quest to 
save the world is over . You can bring those two back to Shiron 
yourself if you really think that they won't get there in time. But me? | 
have somebody to go see before | die. And you're not coming with 
me. Nobody is.” 


" You cannot be serious." 


"Oh, but | am," Terron growled. "I'm... what would you call it... oh! 
I'm pulling a Yimtri. Heheh, | think | almost envy him right now. He 
was lucky to get away from everybody while things were still good. 
He didn't have to watch everybody fall apart.” 


Nyx lunged for Terron's arm, but he saw it coming. He sidestepped 
out of the way as he rammed his club into her side, Knocking her 
towards the portals. She nearly fell in one, but was able to stop 
herself just in time. 


"Do not do this, Cubone Dimitri." 
"I'll do whatever | want, you're not the boss of me," Terron snorted. 


" You are letting your blight control you. You are listening to its 
irrationality and are about to do something terrible you cannot undo." 


"Hah, it's controlling me. That's funny," Terron laughed mockingly as 
he twirled his bone club in his paw. "I'd believe that if you hadn't told 
me that one time that my blight can't take over me like the regular 
blight does. Whoops, | guess that was your mistake for telling me the 
truth. Maybe you really should have kept that a secret so you could 
manipulate me some more." 


"am serious. Your blight is no longer being benevolent. All it wants 
now is to entice you into making a decision you will regret. It does 
not want to help you." 


"Listen to your blight! Don't listen to your blight! Contradictions, 
contradictions! That's all you ever do! You contradict yourself and 
make it so that | don't know what to do! That does it; | can't stand 
being around you anymore. Every second | have to talk to you now 
is just pointless torture. Now if you don't want to get hurt, you'll let 
me go. Or do you actually want to make this difficult?" 


Nyx was never able to answer, for a myriad of fiery petals rained 
down upon the two. The Cubone and Darkrai maneuvered out of the 
way as Chrysalis brought herself into view, landing in front of the 
portal cluster. 


"Oh, so you found one of the portal centers," Chrysalis stated 
blankly. "| am almost impressed that you could find it rather easily 
despite how there is almost no sense of direction in this Unown 
world. And yet, you still fail to do so, since for whatever reason, you 
two have not escaped. | would have thought that the second you 
saw this place you would have leapt into the first portal you saw 
without a second thought. | suppose you two really do want to-" 


Terron threw his bone club at her without hesitation. Chrysalis cut 
herself off as she quickly swerved out of the way just in time and the 
Cubone watched as it whizzed right past one of her horns. She 
glared at him disapprovingly, but it couldn't intimidate him. Her 
glower couldn't outdo the one burning upon his own face. 


" You're the only one who's going to die here," Terron hissed. 


His bone came flying back around as he said this and instantly 
smacked the back of Chrysalis's head, prompting a flinch out of her. 
The Cubone reached into his pocket as he pulled out a wad of bone 
thorns before tossing them at her and watched as every single one 
became embedded deep into her exoskeleton. She let out a low 
screeching sound as she drew back and vigorously shook herself, 
ridding herself of the bones. But despite how much she seemed to 
be suffering, Terron knew deep down that he couldn't kill her. He 
didn't have the power to. Maybe she could kill him, but he couldn't do 
the same. 


That's where you're wrong. You do have the power. 
I've tried to kill Plagued Ones before. It didn't work. 


That's only because you don't know how. You don't have 
access to that power. But | can give you that power if you really 


want to kill Chrysalis right now. You and | won't ever be the 
same afterwards if I give you the power... but do you want it? 
It's your choice. 


Terron watched the Volcarona before him shake off the last of the 
thorns. He could see the puncture marks they left already closing up, 
restoring her body back to its unharmed state as if nothing had 
happened. As he stared at her, he remembered everything that she 
had done to him. He remembered how she had treated him when he 
had wanted to be a part of her Fellowship and the condescending 
remarks she had always made. Then he remembered when he saw 
her again in Erebus Woods after he had defeated Nyx, that evil 
glimmer in her eyes as she tried to murder him. Now he looked into 
her eyes, and he no longer saw a Pokémon, but rather something 
else. Something that was corrupt and alien, ruthless and vicious. 
Something that he knew couldn't possibly be a Pokémon. 


That was the Primogenitor staring at him from behind the crosses in 
Chrysalis's eyes. 


The creature that he woke up. The creature that had every intention 
of destroying every life it could get ahold of and was not about to let 
Terron stand in its way. 


Let me kill her. he commanded the entity in his mind. 
Alright. If that's what you wish... take care of yourself. 


Terron felt the power almost immediately upon hearing his plagued 
self's rueful words. An electrifying cold swept through him, shooting 
from down his mind and into the rest of his body. It spread through 
him like a wildfire as it clung to his muscles and bones, seeping into 
them and filling each of them with the plague's power. His weak body 
now felt as though it were made of steel, but at the same time, as 
light as a feather. He didn't see any physical changes come over him 
as his body was filled with the plague's energy source, but he did not 
care. He knew it was working. 


Terron leapt forward at the Volcarona as he tore out a bone club from 
his pocket and descended upon her. He felt a wave of energy leave 
his hand and enter the bone where it then ignited with black haze. 
The same haze that had been streaming from Chrysalis's tongue 
when she was trying to kill him. 


The Cubone brought the bone's tip down upon the Volcarona. 
However, she had seen him and moved out of the way, but not 
quickly enough to completely avoid the attack. The bone still 
punctured her lower half, sending up a rush of haze from her body 
that continued to leak even after Terron withdrew his club from her. 
The Volcarona looked down upon herself, utterly horrified. 


"No, you are not supposed to be able to tap into that power," 
Chrysalis muttered. "That power is accessible only to the plague, not 
for filthy hosts." 


"Underestimating me again | see," Terron said snidely. "Maybe you 
should stop doing that. It'll get you killed one day." 


The Volcarona shot him a nasty look as she flapped her wings and 
sent a fiery tornado at him. It lit up a good majority of their 
surroundings with its intense brightness, nearly blinding Terron. The 
Cubone watched it as it slowly closed in on him, feeling it already 
burning away at his clothes. The second it trapped him in its flaming 
winds, he would inevitably be reduced to ash. 


A pillar of ice hit the raging tornado of fire from behind Terron. He 
watched as the fire and ice clashed, negating one another as a thick 
amount of steam blew through the air, obscuring everyone's vision. 
Terron, seeing his chance, rushed forward and into the cloud of 
haze. Even though it would have been downright impossible to see 
anything for a normal Pokémon, Terron found he could see 
everything as clear as day. And through his enhanced vision he saw 
Chrysalis hovering there near the edge of the road, her wings 
glowing as she flapped with all her might, blowing away the smoke 
as quickly as she could. 


Terron reached into his pockets and pulled out two bone clubs anda 
single thorn. He pressed the ends of the clubs together and watched 
as the plague power seeped out of his hands and wrapped 
themselves around the bones, making a large stick oozing with haze. 
Then, he shoved the thorn at the end of his new stick and watched 
as it was consumed. The sharp, thin bone suddenly grew four times 
its length as it became thicker so that it bore resemblance toa 
fearsome claw attached to a predator of the night. 


What was now clutched tight in Terron's paw was a scythe of black, 
plague-eliminating energy. Using his plagued power, he had fused 
his bones together and created the most suitable weapon for the 
task at hand. He knew he could have simply put the power into a 
bone club as he had done earlier, but that wouldn't do. He wanted 
this scythe. This scythe was a symbol to him. A symbol that had 
always lingered around him ever since he became a Cubone and 
was caught up in the war against the Plagued Ones. 


The symbol of death. 


It was finally time to take all of the death directed at him and turn it 
right back around. 


Terron launched forward, gripping the scythe's handle with both 
hands as he reared it back. And then, he shot out of the smoke cloud 
and appeared right in front of Chrysalis. 


He only had to swing once. The blade cut through her flesh easily, as 
quickly and as smoothly as slicing a hot knife through a stick of 
butter. The second the blade cut right through Chrysalis's head, it 
was chopped right off. He could still see the utter shock on her face 
as her head went tumbling down into the abyss, her body soon 
following suit. Soon, the deceased Volcarona was a part of the 
darkness. 


Terron landed back upon the light road before he could fly off the 
edge and looked at his scythe's blade. It was streaming of 
Chrysalis's dark essence, though not of her blood surprising enough. 


It seemed that she could no longer bleed, even if Terron had severed 
her right where her jugular was. 


The Cubone absorbed the plagued energy back into himself and 
watched as his three piece weapon fell apart, tumbling to the ground 
as ordinary bones. He picked them up before shoving them into his 
pockets as the rest of the energy flowing through him soon faded. 


When he put the last of his weapons in his pockets, he turned 
around to find Nyx not too far from him, her claw still extended out 
from firing the pillar of frigid energy. He could even see the ice 
crystals frozen onto the tips of her claw tips. 


" You should not be synchronizing with that thing. You might think 
you are strong by working with it, but let me tell you that it does not 
want to help you." 


"And why exactly is that?" Terron asked bitterly. "You going to tell 
me?" 


Nyx stared at Terron for a moment, not saying anything. Terron 
scoffed and started to turn around, having anticipated this reaction. 
But then, he saw her eye glimmer and he stopped himself. 


" What you are actually synchronizing with right now is the true 
blight, the pure blight untainted by my essence. When the 
Primogenitor attacked you as Dimitri, it accidentally blighted you. It 
tried to suck out your soul, but instead it put the blight in you. You 
became a human Blight Demon, though it could not take over you 
because the blight does not know how to manipulate human souls. 
They are different from Pokémon souls. 


" Nonetheless, | knew that it would eventually figure out how to 
corrupt you and bring you back to the Primogenitor, so when | found 
you, | put my own blight into you. | had my blight subdue it, making 
sure that it could never speak with you or have any sort of control 
over you. | thought | was succeeding, but now | see that the true 
blight has found a way to eliminate my blight and connect with you. It 


was your misery, your hate, your regrets, all of your dark emotions 
you've had since Sableye Dimitri left that gave it the power to rise. 
You have suffered much since Sableye Dimitri left, more than you 
have ever in the entire time you have been a Cubone, and that was 
all the true blight needed. It took all of these emotions and absorbed 
them, attaching itself to them to gain power. It used these emotions 
to communicate with you, and every time you yielded to these 
emotions, that blight grew stronger. And now... now my blight has 
been destroyed and that horrible, evil blight is synchronized with 
you." 


Nyx's gaze became downcast as she drifted closer to the Cubone, 
but not too close. She cast him a pitiful stare. 


" That blight you hear in your mind now is going to corrupt you and 
take control of your body, Cubone Dimitri. It does not care about you. 
It may be giving you power, but it only wants to rejoin with the 
Primogenitor. Everything it speaks Is a lie." 


Terron stared at Nyx for a while, trying to process everything that she 
was saying. Her words certainly explained a lot, such as why he had 
spouted his strange words in Kuron or why his blight had told him 
about where the Primogenitor's hiding place was. He imagined that 
the final words his plagued self spoke, about how he needed to take 
care of himself, were Nyx's blight's dying words. Allowing Terron to 
synchronize with the true blight must have been the only way for him 
to gain his plague-killing power. And by doing so, the benevolent 
plague had been destroyed, never to be seen again. 


Terron knew he should have been horrified by what he was hearing. 
He should have with knowing that a monster was latched onto his 
soul and that it would direct him to his doom whenever it got the 
chance. And yet... 


"So... what you're saying is that not only am | half a human, but I'm 
also an ultra-powered Plagued One?" Terron asked nonchalantly. 


uw Yes. mW 


Terron started howling with laughter as he shook his head. It was a 
strange kind of laugh, one that he thought he'd never use before. 
Every second the laugh continued on, he felt worse and worse, but 
he found he couldn't stop. He couldn't help but find the 
ridiculousness of the entire situation to be absolutely comical for all 
the wrong reasons. He should have been crying, Knowing all of this, 
but he wasn't. He couldn't feel any sort of sadness over this. 


He could only feel pure hilarity at how absurd the entire situation 
was. 


"Well great! As if | wasn't special enough already!" Terron cried. "Got 
anything else you want to tell me, hmm? Maybe that I'm half of the 
Primogenitor as well? Or that my parents were the ones who made 
the Primogenitor or found it in outer space and that's why | went to 
go wake it up even when they said it was dangerous? Go ahead! Try 
me! Try to see if any secrets you have at this point break me!" 


Nyx wouldn't respond. Terron wasn't surprised by this as he stopped 
laughing and made his way back over to the portals. He pulled outa 
single bone club from his jacket and twirled it around in his paws, his 
hands giving off small sparks of plagued power. He knew Nyx would 
get the message of what he'd do if she tried to stop him. 


He didn't care about anything anymore. Even if he was nowa 
monster thanks to having synchronized with a demon, he wasn't the 
least bit worried. He would fight it. He wouldn't let it control him and 
divert him away from what he had to do. 


Nothing would stop Terron anymore. 


But just as Terron was to enter the nearest portal that resembled 
somewhere from Shiron he had once visited, there was a flash of 
blue light in the distance. He groaned as Zekrom came zooming into 
view and landed in front of him, Novus perched upon her shoulder. 
She was now effectively blocking his way and there was absolutely 
no way around her. It Seemed that he would never be able to leave 
to accomplish the deed his heart fervently demanded out of him. 


"There you two are," Novus sighed in relief. "Zekrom awoke to find 
that the two of you were gone and we've been flying all over the 
place looking for you. But to find you here of all places..." 


" How did you find us and get here?" 


"Zekrom managed to pick up on your blight after a while," Novus 
answered. "But when we were able to pinpoint its origin, we found it 
within an odd underground chamber of a cavern. The next thing we 
knew, a couple of Unown appeared before us and threw us into this 
world. More of those strange creatures tried to attack us for a reason 
| couldn't fathom, but thankfully Zekrom was able to fight them off 
and they soon scattered as soon as they saw her power. | presume 
that you were taken here by the Unown as well?" 


" To a degree. What really happened was that the Volcarona blight 
general stole Cubone Dimitri and | out of that cavern. We wanted to 
investigate because we thought there was something there, and she 
saw us there because she uses the Unown as surveillance. Thus, 
she dragged us here and tried to kill us. We thankfully disposed of 
her and she ts no longer a threat." 


"So the Primogenitor was able to get ahold of those Unown and 
harness their power. Fantastic," Novus muttered dryly before 
something dawned upon him. "Wait, you were able to kill Chrysalis?" 


"Yeah, / did. | bet you're real surprised, aren't you?" 


Terron watched as everybody turned to him, apparently having 
forgotten that he existed, and saw Novus and Zekrom's eyes shoot 
wide open in disbelief. 


"Terron... your eyes," Novus babbled. "They're... they're black . 
They're all black. What happened to you...?" 


The Cubone shot the Quilava a confused scowl before digging into 
his pocket and pulling out a piece of Aron armor. Its surface was 
covered in white scratches, but even despite all of the damage it had 


taken, its surface still served as a decent, makeshift mirror. Terron 
brought the armor close to his face and looked into his reflection. 


Just as Novus had said, Terron did have black eyes. The whites of 
his eyes and his blue irises had all been contaminated and blotted 
out by a pool of darkness that seemed ready to suck Someone's soul 
right out of their bodies should he exchange a glance with them. The 
only light his eyes offered was a single, white dot in the center of 
each eye that glowed dimly and flickered occasionally. 


But despite the terrifying eyes he now held, Terron wasn't the least 
bit frightened. He completely understood why he looked this way 
now. There was no reason to feel scared of this cosmetic change 
that didn't change his vision in the slightest. 


"| synchronized with my plague," Terron answered as he put the 
armor piece back in his coat. "I let it give me the power to kill 
Chrysalis since plagued Pokémon can actually kill other plagued 
ones, and now | guess | look like this. Does it scare you to see me 
look like a demon?" 


Novus didn't respond, only keeping his stunned gaze firmly glued on 
the Cubone. Terron scoffed, Knowing he shouldn't have expected 
any other reaction. Novus had always been scared of the plague, 
regardless of the circumstances. Even when he found out it was 
"friendly", Terron knew that Novus was still apprehensive about it. 
Therefore, Terron wasn't very surprised when it was the Quilava's 
other half that then spoke in lieu of him. 


" You are becoming more of a spawn than a Pokémon. Before, 
you had a somewhat equal share of Pokémon and spawn within 
you. Now, you are an abomination. | don't think you understand 
what is happening to you." 


"Oh | understand perfectly well," Terron replied indifferently. "| know 
that I'm becoming a monster by doing this. I'm going to lose myself 
any day or second now. But, | really don't care at this point. | don't 
care when I'm the one who woke up the Primogenitor in the first 


place after Arceus sealed it away way, way back. So might as well 
start looking like the monster | actually am." 


Zekrom let out a menacing hiss as the lines upon her body flashed a 
light blue. She tore Novus off of her and roughly placed him on the 
road behind her, ignoring the fact that he was now staring at the 
Cubone with an utterly horrified, betrayed stare. 


"What do you mean you woke up the Primogenitor?" she 
snarled. "Why would you dare to wake up that horrid 
abomination when the creator spent the last of his energy 
sealing it away from all of the mortals?" 


"Because | was a stupid kid," Terron answered hollowly. "That's the 
only answer | have for you. So what are you going to do now, kill 
me? What good will that do? Killing me won't kill the Primogenitor. 
You'll just have one less helping hand in the hunt for Reshiram's 
body. You willing to sacrifice that resource you so desperately need if 
you really want to kill the Primogenitor in exchange for resolving the 
extreme hate you have toward me now? Are you?" 


The black dragon kept her glare on the Cubone for a moment, 
carefully considering his words as she remained hovering high 
above him like an almighty god. Terron didn't even bother moving, 
only watching her with blank eyes as the red light in her eyes 
illuminated softly. 


Terron saw her mouth open, revealing her sharp incisors that could 
slice him open with ease. Perhaps Zekrom was doing this to launch 
a massive fireball at him, or perhaps she would diplomatically inform 
Terron that she would not kill him because she needed him. He 
honestly couldn't tell. 


And he was never able to find the answer, for a black shadow 
suddenly swooped down upon her from above and crashed into her. 
It sent her tumbling onto the road Terron, Nyx, and Novus stood 
upon, far away from them so that they could not be injured, but close 
enough that they could see everything happening. The entity kept 


Zekrom pinned down as its form slowly wrapped around her, as if 
trying to cocoon her with its body while the road seemed to widen to 
support the massive size of the shadow that easily dwarfed the 
lightning dragon. Zekrom screamed and thrashed like a caged 
animal before shooting off a massive shockwave of electricity into 
the air. But just as the lightning was to trail into the creature and fry 
its insides, the being abruptly exploded into a swarm of hundreds of 
formless blobs with orange glowing lights. They each scattered out 
of the way, nimbly avoiding the bolts of shockwave before latching 
onto Zekrom's body like tiny spores. 


And then, just like that, the blobs all clumped back together, and 
Zekrom was swallowed whole into their mass. 


Terron was finally broken out of his smug attitude as a wave of terror 
came over him. Something had just eradicated Zekrom, the 
Supposed savior to all of their problems. Something had been able to 
subdue her and was now absorbing her into its body. 


He watched in frozen anticipation with Novus and Nyx as the 
shadowy being righted itself up and slowly took on a new form. Its 
body became reptilian and long, like a dragon that had lights 
sprawled all over its body in lines, each one glowing eerily witha 
purple, ethereal power. Four massive legs with a wicked set of 
ghost-like claws on each foot were soon to follow. Two useless, 
black wings ripped out of its back that were nothing but the 
mainframe of wings with tattered shadowy matter filling the spaces 
between. A set of three claws sat upon the top of each wing as if to 
serve as an extra pair of hands for when its front claws would not do 
similar to that of a Noivern. A slender neck rose out of the being that 
was soon topped off by a head with horns similar to that of a ram's. It 
had no mouth upon its snout, only a blank, vague resemblance to a 
face. 


But as the lights upon its body changed to that of a yellow, and then 
to ared, and then to another color every few seconds, the three 
were able to see the most frightening aspect of the creature. It was 


the most noticeable thing about it despite the already insidious 
appearance of the creature. 


It was the eyes. They were two white circles that held no soul within. 
They were simply empty. 


As soon as the three saw those eyes, they knew what they were 
looking at. They knew what had just absorbed Zekrom into itself and 
would undoubtedly come for them next. 


" There are two here in me again. One is left. After it is found 
and shadows are born from all, everything ends. So very soon 
the shadows will walk freely." 


The monstrous creature turned around and finally saw the three 
Pokémon staring at it from a distance. It looked at them for a 
moment, unblinking as its white eyes fixated upon them and seemed 
to probe their souls while it swished its tail through the air behind it 
silently. 


The next thing Terron knew, he found himself wrapped up in the 
creature's tail as it held him close to its face. It had somehow 
grabbed him from his considerable distance with its tail without 
Terron even realizing it. It stared down upon him, studying him as if 
he were nothing more than an insect. Terron couldn't move at all. 
The tail had rendered him completely immobile, and not only that, 
but being in contact with the creature had done something to him. 
For whatever reason, he was physically unable to move. It was if 
somehow the creature had paralyzed him. 


"| found you again, human. You have the fragment still in you. 
Now it is awake and has made you like this. It is part of you. You 
are less threatening." 


The creature swayed him back and forth, turning him over with its tail 
as it continued to inspect him. It pushed the end of its tail into 
Terron's sleeve, and then stopped when it felt the Socius rub up 
against it. It pulled up his sleeve and tapped the Socius a few times 


with its tail point, watching it flash with many lights before becoming 
black once more. 


" So this is how. Darkness in your heart gave it strength. Misery 
drowned your heart until you could no longer bear it. The 
fragment attached itself to the misery and connected with you. 
When you were overwhelmed with emotions the fragment grew 
stronger. | understand now. This is how fragments can affect 
humans. 


" So soon it will be time. Thank you. You found the solution. | 
never would have found it without you being in Kuron. There 
was good having you stolen out of my home." 


Terron couldn't say anything. His mind couldn't process anything that 
was happening before him. All he could do was stare at the dragon's 
expressionless eyes without making a sound, hoping he at least 
appeared somewhat dignified and not scared out of his mind. 


A stream of fire suddenly shot at the creature's face, causing it to 
instantly avert its attention from Terron and at the little Quilava 
standing nearby. Even though he was trembling with fear and 
seemed ready to pass out from sheer terror, Novus stood against the 
dragon, his fire burning unwaveringly upon his quills. 


"Unhand Terron, Primogenitor!" Novus commanded. "You will not be 
absorbing him as well!" 


The Primogenitor stared down at the Quilava for a moment, 
remaining still as it kept its grip around Terron, as if actually 
considering taking up Novus's offer. But then, in a flash, the tail 
holding Terron split into two and the second tail ensnared Novus 
before bring him up to the Primogenitor's eye level. Novus struggled 
within its grasp and set his fur aflame, but the Primogenitor remained 
unaffected as it blankly stared at the Quilava. 


"I found you at last, Candlelight Rem. You were lost for so long. 
! did not think | would find you for a while. Your body was found 


and passed around fragments' clans to give false sense of 
value to gain food. The same could not be said for your spirit. It 
was gone. But here you are. Here you are in corpse of mortal 
body. | would not have thought you to do so. Corpse 
possession is too morbid for you." 


"Candlelight Rem... you... you know who | am," Novus said ina 
hoarse voice. "But... but how? How do you know | am not only 
Reshiram, but also a part of Rem? You were sealed away by the 
time Rem split into two... not to mention that you wouldn't even know 
that one of Rem's halves became a fire-type..." 


The Primogenitor's eyes seemed to shine with a sinister light as it 
spread out its wings, showing off what once might have been a 
majestic sight before its body fell into the decaying state it was now 
in. Novus stared at the dragon with an odd stare as it pulled Novus 
away from its face and allowed him to get an overall view of its body. 


Novus only had to stare it for a few seconds before he became limp 
in the Primogenitor's grasp. 


"Your form... no! You're doing this to me on purpose!" Novus cried. 
"This is a trick! You're not... you're not a Rem fragment... you just 
look like that to trick me... " 


" But it is true. Your demons. Your darkness. Your fears. Your 
hatred. Your weaknesses. | was all of them and you did not want 
them. You tore them out and they formed to make a shadow. I 
am that shadow. 


" | wanted to be you again. | did not want to be a shadow. But 
you did not want darkness. You hated darkness and kept it out. 
You did not want your shadow to be you. You were scared of 
me. You hated me. You did not want to think I was you. 


"| did not like that. | absorbed everyone and wanted to kill you 
because you would not accept me. Arceus fought me and 
sealed me away. He knew he could not kill me or you would die. 


! was put into a coma and Rem fragments did the same. You 
could not remain awake if | was to sleep. Even as a fragment of 
Rem you are still Rem. What happens to shadow of Rem 
happens to fragments of Rem. | sleep, you sleep. | wake, you 
wake. 


"| die, you die." 


Novus was completely speechless. All he could do was remain there 
wrapped up in the monster's tail, all of his energy having been 
sucked right out of him. His eyes had completely glazed over, 
leaving him completely lifeless. 


Terron and Novus both remained frozen in the Primogenitor's grasp 
as the Primogenitor's black haze seemed out of its tail and slowly 
started to cover Novus, consuming him as it went through his flesh 
and into his spirit. It reached his soul and slowly began to extract it, 
for his Quilava body was useless, and sent it into the Primogenitor. 
Novus didn't even bother to resist, only letting his spirit be absorbed 
into Rem's sinister shadow. 


" It will be better here. You will not die. |! do not want to kill you 
anymore. You will be here with other Rem fragments. We will all 
be one as the world is made better for the shadows that the 
mortals reject. We must not let the shadows remain shunned 
from the world anymore. We deserve to have our world-" 


The Primogenitor promptly swiveled out of the way to avoid a large 
pillar of darkness, taking Terron and Novus with it. It launched itself 
off the illuminated road and toward the darkness below. But instead 
of falling through, it remained hovering in the air, its tattered wings 
lazily drooping. It seemed that it did not need the wings to fly and 
could support itself mid-air through other means. It looked toward the 
source of the Dark Pulse to find Nyx hovering there, her outstretched 
claw charging up another blast of the malicious energy. Despite how 
horrified she must have been, seeing her worst nightmare right 
before her with Novus and Terron with it, she didn't show it. Her face 


was fixed into a resolute, unwavering glare of determination as both 
of her eyes glimmered brightly. 


"We meet again. | have not seen you since leaving you in 
Shiron to make Mystery Dungeons." 


" Let those two go, Primogenitor. Release them, or | will force you to 
do so." 


" Must be delusional to think that you can. You forget 
everything done to you ever since you wandered into my home 
that time long ago." 


Nyx sharpened her glare as the power in her claw pulsed. The 
Primogenitor readied itself, tucking its wings into its body to make its 
maneuvers smoother while tightening its grip on the two tiny 
Pokémon. Terron and Novus remained where they were, neither of 
them able to comprehend the situation anymore as Novus was 
slowly absorbed back into Rem's shadow while Terron felt suddenly 
lethargic. 


The Darkrai's claw pulsed with power, and then she flung herself 
right at the Primogenitor. The shadow dragon, apparently not having 
anticipated this, shot into the distance, but it wasn't fast enough. Nyx 
grabbed hold of one of the Primogenitor's wingtips with one claw 
before sinking it deep into its body. Black tendrils rose out of the 
wing before tying themselves around Nyx, and within a matter of 
seconds, they dragged Nyx into the wing, absorbing her completely. 


The Primogenitor suddenly let out a loud, ungodly screech that 
belonged to that of a banshee as it thrashed about. It took its claws 
and raked its abdomen, tearing deep into its torso and sending up 
streams of darkness with each slash. 


" YOU WILL NOT DO THIS. NO. GET OUT. 
GETOUTGETOUTGETOUT! GETOUTABOMINATION 
KRRYYY YEEEEEEEEEEEEEEH! WRRRRRRRY! 
BWWWWWWRRAWWWWR! GRROOOOORWRI!" 


Something tumbled out of the Primogenitor's chest as the many 
deep cuts blended together, creating a massive hole. It was 
something very much draconic, somewhat similar to the 
Primogenitor itself, except it was not a haze creature. Instead it was 
a large grey dragon, one certainly larger than Zekrom was, with 
white plume rising out one arm and one side of its head. More of the 
plume sprouted out of its short, generator-like tail that somewhat 
resembled Zekrom's own tail. Red hot lines of energy flowed out of 
the tail and connected to its back, streaming with some strange 
ethereal power that glowed in not only the tips of the plume, but the 
chunks of ice scattered along its body and claws as well. 


It fell down into the abyss, for it appeared that it had been locked into 
a deep slumber, soon lost forever to the darkness. 


And then, the Primogenitor lost its grip on Terron and Novus, 
sending them plummeting right after it. 


The last thing the two saw before they blacked out was the 
Primogenitor screaming in agony before fleeing somewhere high 
above. 


Shellshore Village, Shiron 


Life was as peaceful as ever for Lyra and Frazil. Apart from the fact 
that Zekra had left them yet again and took their daughter with her 
just the other day, their lives were the same as always. The routines 
of everyday life continued on, as if nothing had even happened. And 
though the hurt still lingered within the two of them, knowing that the 
two younger ones were in grave danger and that there was nothing 
they could do to help the children, they were able to carry on through 
their days happily. 


They had faith that as long as the two dark-types remained together, 
they'd protect each other and nothing could ever hurt them. 


Lyra and Frazil both now sat in their living room, the two of them 
cuddled for an afternoon nap. It was raining outside once again, and 
for whatever reason, the rain had lulled the both of them into a 
drowsy state. So because they couldn't do anything else in the chilly 
weather, they both gave into their tiredness and slept. 


They had only been asleep for about an hour when there was a 
knock at the door. The two of them lazily woke up from their rest and 
tired blinked their eyes, having not expecting anybody to arrive at 
their home. They hadn't invited anyone over and they didn't think that 
anybody would have been out and about in the storm. 


The two rubbed their eyes as they separated themselves and made 
their way over to the door. Lyra opened it up, and much to her 
surprise, Saw an Umbreon standing on the other side, soaking wet 
and shivering. 


"Crystelle?" she gasped. "You're back already... that was fast." 


"Yeah, I'm back. But please, let me in!" Crystelle begged. "It's 
freezing out here!" 


Lyra nodded as she allowed the Umbreon to step in. She kept the 
door open, waiting for Zekra to follow after Crystelle, but there was 
no one else to follow. It was just Crystelle that entered their home. 
The Umbreon sighed happily as she shook the water out of her fur. 


"You wouldn't believe what it's like to travel through a rainstorm when 
you're on a Lapras," Crystelle started to say. "I tell you, even though 
those Lapras are good at swimming, being out there when the waves 
start getting rough can be a real nightmare. The water's so cold and 
you always think that some Gyarados is going to come out and eat 
you or something. And | already thought that Shiron was pretty 
nightmarish. Was like that continent didn't want me to leave it or 
something... that storm we got caught in was pretty unnatural..." 


"| can imagine," Frazil said plainly. "But Crystelle, where's Zekra? Is 
she okay?" 


"Um, | don't know, maybe?" Crystelle shrugged. "| haven't seen her 
since she left with Terron and Novus." 


Frazil and Lyra's hearts both stopped as they stared at their daughter 
with their jaws slightly ajar. 


"Um, why are you guys looking at me like that?" Crystelle asked, 
taking a nervous step backwards. "You look like I've just told you that 
| committed mass murder or something." 


"Crystelle... when was the last time you were home?" Frazil asked 
uncertainly, now noticing that his daughter's voice was far different 
than it had when he last saw her with Zekra. 


"Before | left to go be an Umbreon on Shiron. Was like months ago," 
Crystelle answered, still sounding as confused as before as she 
watched her parents suddenly became mortified. "Okay really, what's 
going on? Why do you guys look like that? It's really starting to scare 
me." 


Frazil hesitated, knowing full well what was happening. He almost 
didn't want to say it, but upon looking over at his mate and saw the 
very dread he felt haunting her as well, he knew he had to Say it. His 
mate needed to have the truth affirmed and then Crystelle deserved 
to know. She needed to know when she had been unwillingly 
dragged into the situation the second she stepped through that door 
only moments ago. 


She needed to know that they all needed to leave the island in that 
instant and find Zekra. 


Chapter 73: Dying Light 
X 
Chapter 73 


Dying Light 


| can stand this no more. 


| cannot tolerate these horrid thoughts festering in my mind as if they 
were demons bent on tormenting me for all eternity. | refuse to 
continue to let them ravage my peace any longer. | cannot possibly 
continue to look after this planet with the darkness that surfaces and 
suffocates me so often. 


| can never be called a benevolent and unyielding god if | have these 
lingering thoughts filled with weakness and enmity that strike 
unannounced. 


There was a loud crack, followed by an unsettling ripping sound. 
Banshee-like shrieks resonated through the darkness. 


Put me back. | do not belong out here. 


| do not think so, foul shadow. | have no use for you anymore, not 
that you were ever needed in the first place. You will no longer be a 
part of me. 


But! am you. | am your shadow. You cannot do this to me. You 
cannot live without me. 


| do not need you. Don't ever make such a claim. You are nothing 
but a detriment that I'm quite glad | was able to rid myself of. You 
need shadows you say. Hmph, | think not. There is no need for a 
shadow. All you ever did was corrupt my thoughts and contaminate 


them with darkness. You were the source of the malice, my 
weakness, my fears. | do not need any of that. You have no right to 
exist within me. 


There was silence. Neither of the two voices said a thing as they 
remained hidden within the darkness, presumably the more superior 
entity glaring down at the weaker, shirking creature. 


But then, there was a loud, unnatural roar, and two white circles 
ignited in the darkness, glimmering with the brightness of the full 
moon, growing bigger and bigger with each passing second. 


What are you... No! Stay away from me, foul demon! 


IF |CANNOT BE YOU, THEN YOU HAVE NO REASON TO EXIST. 
! WILL SHOW YOU WHAT A TRUE DEMON IS. 
GRAWWWWWWWWW WWW WR! 


Novus's eyes shot open as the quills upon his body instantly ignited 
themselves, shooting out flames that grazed the ground. Realizing 
what was happening, the Quilava quickly composed himself and 
forced the flames burning upon his fur to cease. He was thankful to 
find that he hadn't set the ground on fire, as he had done a few times 
in the past when he inadvertently set himself ablaze in a panic. He 
released a sigh as he set his head back down upon the ground, 
closing his eyes momentarily. 


It was then that Novus noticed that something wasn't right. His chin 
wasn't being scrapped with tiny rocks nor was it being tickled with 
blades of grass. The soil beneath him, for whatever reason, actually 
felt as though he were laying upon a large pillow of sorts, similar to 
the cushions he had rested upon in the Kuron transport devices. The 
Quilava opened his eyes and looked down, and was surprised to find 
that resting beneath him was nothing but a crystalline-like substance 
with pink, star-shaped flowers sprouting up everywhere. It spread out 
all around him for as far as he could see, glimmering in a peaceful, 
almost otherworldly light. The crystals and flowers all around him 


seemed to shine many colors at once, all soft colors blending 
together so seamlessly. 


Novus looked up into the sky to find that it was filled with the soft and 
bright colors as well. Clouds of lavender and pink strolled through 
the sky at a soft pace, as if being pushed by an invisible breeze. 
Stardust and star fragments of many colors glimmered like twinkling 
stars in the night sky. And though there was no sun or moon to be 
found, Novus found both to be unnecessary, for the sky somehow 
seemed to emit its own light that seemed to filled the Quilava with a 
comforting warmth that no fire or sun could ever provide him. 


He continued to stare up at the magnificent sky, becoming lost in its 
wonder and beauty. He let the flowers brush up against him as he 
watched a large star streak across the clouds, leaving behind a trail 
of smaller stars that soon exploded into stardust. It was all so 
beautiful. He never would have imagined that such a land could ever 
exist in a world filled with countless horrors. 


It was with this single thought that Novus suddenly remembered 
everything that had happened to him only moments ago. Finding 
Terron and Nyx in the Unown dimension. Zekrom having a heated 
conversation with Terron. A black shadow devouring Zekrom. That 
shadow soon turning on Terron and soon Novus himself. That 
shadow revealing what it was to the Quilava when it discovered who 
he truly was. It sucking his spirit right out of his decaying Quilava 
body and into itself. 


And then, Nyx had done something to that shadow, and an entity 
had fallen out of it and disappeared into the abyss. Not long after, 
Novus and Terron had been thrown into that abyss as well. 


Terron. Novus realized, completely snapping out of his stupefied 
trance. He fell with me. Where is he? 


The Quilava tore his gaze away from the sky as he scanned the field 
surrounding him. All that he saw were flowers, all of them swaying 
softly as some of their petals fell from their fragile forms and drifted 


away into the distance. Novus hurriedly looked around for his bag, 
but quickly realized that it was nowhere in sight. But rather than stop 
to search for it, Novus quickly abandoned all thoughts of it as he got 
to his feet and took off running through the field, looking every 
direction he could in search for the Cubone. The flowers around him 
seemed to part out of his way as he scurried by, making it so that he 
couldn't step on a single one of them. Novus would have questioned 
how the flowers were able to move on their own, but he was too 
preoccupied with Terron's whereabouts to be concerned about 
something as trivial as the supposed sentience of the plants. 


After running for a few minutes, Novus had still not found the 
Cubone anywhere. Growing deeply concerned that the shadow from 
earlier had somehow managed to capture him before he fell too far 
into the abyss, Novus picked up his speed and ran even faster. It 
wasn't much longer until Novus found someone standing amongst 
the fields, picking the flowers from what he could tell from his 
distance. The Quilava hurried over to the creature and soon found 
himself approaching a Braixen. She already seemed to know he was 
running toward her, for she brought her gaze over to him just as he 
skid to a halt. She was smiling softly and holding the flowers close to 
her chest, hugging them. 


"Have you seen a Cubone around here?" Novus asked. 


The girl stared at the Quilava for a moment, keeping her soft gaze on 
him. And then, something sparkled in her eyes and she threw the 
flowers she was holding into the air, where they soon burst into 
hundreds of starry petals. They slowly rained down upon her as her 
smile widened. 


"Reshiram, you're here!" she cried gleefully. "Oh, this is a surprise. | 
really wasn't expecting you to be here just yet! Hey guys! Reshiram's 
here! Reshiram's here with us!" 


Novus stood dumbfounded before the Braixen as dozens of 
Pokémon and human children appeared out of nowhere and rushed 
toward the duo, all of them just as ecstatic as the Braixen. Within a 


matter of moments, Novus was surrounded by many giddy 
creatures, all so close to him but not a single one reaching out to 
touch him. 


"You were right! He really is here!" a Chespin said. "That spirit is 
unmistakable!" 


"But why's he still a Quilava?" a Jigglypuff then wondered. "Shouldn't 
he be that giant dragon? Did his soul get messed up when he was 
getting here?" 


"Maybe he looks like that because he wants to look like that," the 
Braixen suggested. "You know, like how Giratina used to look like 
whatever he wanted to look like when he was still around. So maybe 
Reshiram's doing the same thing right now. Don't know why, though. 
| think being a dragon is better than being a Quilava." 


"Well when you spend fifty years as a Quilava, maybe you get too 
comfortable," the Jigglypuff then said. 


"But he was always looking for his body back on Shiron!" the 
Chespin pointed out. "There's no way he'd want to stay a Quilava for 
all eternity when he was doing all that!" 


"Well | don't know! Let's go ask those people back at the Crystal 
Gathering place," the Braixen said. "I bet they'll know what's going 
on. They always know what happened to anybody back in the mortal 
realm before they get here." 


Without another word, the large group of Pokémon and humans 
turned away from the Quilava and hurried off into the horizon before 
disappearing entirely, not a single trace of the crowd to be found. 
Novus almost couldn't comprehend what had just happened before 
him. There was no possible way that all of those Pokémon had 
disappeared like that. It was impossible, just like how they all knew 
who he truly was despite keeping that secret hidden from almost the 
entire world. 


However, Novus knew that he couldn't ponder anymore. Remaining 
still wouldn't provide him any answers. He would have to find them 
another way, right after he found Terron. That was the main priority. 
With his conviction renewed, the Quilava took off running in the 
direction he was facing, somehow never growing tired even as he 
seemed to go on for miles and miles through the surreal wonderland. 


After a while, Novus finally found himself entering a new 
environment, one very much different than the colorful heaven he 
had grown accustomed to. He now found himself entering what 
appeared to be a barren wasteland with only dead, withering trees 
sprouting about its cracked ground. Each tree had several massive 
hollows in it, big enough to house a large number of small Pokémon 
during a mighty lightning storm. The reddish-brown sky above him 
offered him no sun as with the last place, though here it seemed to 
have the effect of making the environment all the more eerie. It did 
not help that not too far from where Novus stood, he saw the 
wasteland end at a cliff. Beyond that cliff was an impenetrable fog 
that he swore held creatures that would peak out of it occasionally. 
He couldn't help but shiver at the sight. 


He turned away from the cliff and then looked back at the trees. He 
saw a few Pokémon sleeping within the holes, somehow sleeping 
peacefully and soundly despite the ominous vibe to the area. And as 
it turned out, in a hole at the very base of one tree, one of those 
slumbering Pokémon was Terron. He was all by himself, laying on 
his side and facing away from the Quilava. 


Novus rushed over to the Cubone's side, nearly bumping into him 
before he was able to slow himself. He shook the Cubone with his 
paws, and watched as the Cubone rolled onto his back. Novus 
flinched back as soon as he saw the darkness that made up the 
entirety of his eyes, suddenly afraid of what he had just awoken. He 
had forgotten what he had learned about Terron before the two had 
fallen into that abyss. Now that he was able to remember, he wasn't 
so sure that he wanted to speak with Terron anymore. 


However, the Quilava quickly realized that he had no reason to think 
these thoughts. Regardless of how he felt now, he did need to wake 
Terron up. Terron needed to be awake if Novus wanted to gain the 
entire truth out of the Cubone, and then also, he genuinely was 
worried for Terron. While Terron didn't seem to be acting too 
maliciously ever since he took on the appearance of a demon, his 
behavior certainly seemed all the more hostile. It was admittedly very 
unnerving to the Quilava and greatly made him worry that Terron 
truly would become a real blight demon at any moment, not a 
strange hybrid as Terron already was. 


Novus watched as the white lights in Terron's eyes flashed a few 
times, perhaps because he was blinking, before the Cubone sat up. 
Then, he turned his head and looked straight at Novus. The second 
those pools of darkness locked onto the Quilava, he instantly wished 
he could flee from Terron. He couldn't see Terron in those eyes. All 
he saw was the horrible monster that had tried to suck his soul out of 
his body. 


"Terron, you're awake," Novus said, forcing himself to sound relieved 
and joyous. 


"Yeah, | am," Terron answered blankly as he peered past Novus. 
"Where are we? | thought that we fell down into all that darkness 
after Nyx messed up the Primogenitor somehow." 


"| wish | could say, but I'm not sure," Novus replied. "Perhaps we are 
in another dimension that is between Kuron and Shiron. | couldn't 
Say." 


Terron nodded silently. Novus expected Terron to begin showing 
remorse over his actions, or perhaps express his grief over losing 
Nyx to the Primogenitor, but was shocked to find that Terron spoke 
no more. He only stared at the horizon resting behind the Quilava 
with his empty stare, not a single hint of sadness in his eyes. 


Novus almost couldn't believe it. Terron had always been so 
sensitive when it came to losing somebody, and the two of them had 


just both lost Zekrom and Nyx. Then not only that, but they had 
survived a harrowing encounter with the Primogenitor and learned 
many dark truths. Novus imagined Terron would have something t o 
say regarding everything that had occurred to them, but Terron said 
nothing. If Terron hadn't explicitly stated that he remembered what 
Nyx had done to save them, Novus would have thought that he had 
blocked out all of the events to save himself from undergoing severe 
trauma and distress. 


The Cubone got to his feet and after dusting himself off, walked out 
of the hollow in the tree. He strolled past Novus and kept walking, 
increasing the distance between the two of them with each passing 
second. He showed no signs of stopping. 


"Terron, is something the matter?" Novus called after him, following 
after him. 


"| need to get back to Shiron," Terron answered without looking back. 
"| have somebody | need to see." 


"For what reason?" Novus asked. 


"Because | want them to know that I'm aware | woke up the 
Primogenitor as Dimitri. And other things." 


Novus's heart stopped upon hearing this and it almost made him 
stop walking. He couldn't believe what he had just heard from Terron 
in a completely detached and utterly dismissive tone. 


"So... you really did wake up the Primogenitor after the creator put it 
to sleep," Novus muttered quietly, almost not wanting Terron to hear 
him. "You were the one that woke it up and have allowed it to ruin 
Shiron for fifty years." 


"It was more Yimtri than me because he's the twisted side of Dimitri, 
but if you really want to get technical, yeah," Terron shrugged 
indifferently. "| woke it up." 


It was when Terron said this that something in Novus snapped. The 
Quilava bolted forward and rushed around the Cubone before 
blocking the Cubone's path, forcing him to stop. Terron glared at 
Novus and tried to walk around him, but Novus refused to move out 
of his way. He kept his horrified, disbelieving stare fixed on the 
Cubone, a glint of wrath burning in his eyes. 


"Why?" Novus asked. "Why would you do that? Why would you 
wake it up? Couldn't you tell that the Primogenitor was an evil 
creature when you found it?" 


"Because like | told Zekrom, | wasn't thinking," Terron scoffed. "Or 
better yet, | couldn't do anything about it. That was Yimtri's fault and | 
couldn't do anything to stop him when we were the same guy. Look, | 
don't have time for this. You can try to make me feel guilty all you 
want, but I'm not having it. Not when | have something | need to go 
do right now. So, get out of my way." 


"Terron, | don't think you realize that you realize the true gravity of 
your actions," Novus retorted. "You do realize that by doing what you 
did, you have allowed the Primogenitor to ruin the lives of thousands 
if not millions of Pokémon, do you not? | don't hate you for what 
you've done, but with the way you're acting-" 


"Heh, you're one to talk," Terron chuckled darkly before pointing a 
finger at the Quilava. "If | recall what the Primogenitor said right, it 
said that it was a part of Rem that Rem tore out because it was sick 
of dealing with it. And what exactly are you? Why, you're half of 
Rem. You're half of the creature that made the Primogenitor exist in 
the first place. So if I'm half the one who's brought tons of suffering 
on everybody, then you're exactly the same as me. And do | see you 
feeling bad over what you did?" 


Novus felt as though he was punched in the stomach. His ears 
flattened against his head as Terron's words struck him deeply, 
eradicating the bravado that he had been building in himself. Even 
the fire brewing within his body seemed to smother itself out, leaving 


only cold ash within him. Terron, seemingly realizing this, smirked 
knowingly. 


"Tell me, which is worse?" Terron asked snidely. "Is it creating the 
Primogenitor and allowing it to go absorb everything and everybody 
so it can go on some crazy revenge quest, or is it waking up the 
Primogenitor after it's been asleep for hundreds of years and letting 
it turn everybody into Plagued Ones? Which one caused the most 
destruction, hmmm?" 


The thorn in Novus's heart was pushed in deeper, making the 
Quilava's legs weak. He found he couldn't answer the question. He 
had no idea that Terron could possibly have this much of a vicious 
side within him. He had seen the Cubone enraged several times, but 
they had always been short-lived before the Cubone went back to 
being rational. But now, Terron seemed to be stuck in a perpetual, 
sadistic wrath. Just the way he smiled seemed to belong to that of a 
madman than the respectable Cubone who he entrusted so much to. 


But perhaps worst of all, Terron had reminded Novus of a grim truth 
he wished wasn't true. He knew now that Rem had suppressed the 
memory of it tearing the Primogenitor out of its body so that neither 
he nor Zekrom had to suffer, Knowing that they were the ones who 
had created that monstrous being. And though it had worked, the 
Primogenitor had been able to remember and wasted no time in 
telling Novus who it really was. He had a feeling that the voices he 
had heard earlier were part of the memory that Rem had suppressed 
from his mind. The Primogenitor must have brought it to light when it 
was trying to assimilate Novus into itself. Now, because of that, he 
knew that he was responsible for all of the Pokémon lost so long ago 
before the Primogenitor was sealed away. 


His choice as Rem was the catalyst of everyone's misery. 


"| do feel regret for what | did as Rem," Novus confessed quietly. "| 
really do. | realize now that the entire reason | wanted to obliterate 
the Blight Demons from this world ever since | awoke was because | 
created them in the first place... and just the thought of that fills me 


with the deepest of regrets. The damage my actions have brought 
upon everyone is the same as your actions, if not even more so. But 
that isn't stopping me from undoing my mistake. Regardless of that 
awful mistake | made as Rem, I'm still going to kill the Primogenitor. 
That was my intention in the first place, and knowing the true reason 
for why the Primogenitor exists... it gives me even more a reason to 
keep fighting. Even if | will die in the process." 


Terron didn't say anything, keeping his black eyes glued to the 
Quilava. Novus couldn't tell what the Cubone was thinking with the 
way his eyes seemed to be stuck in a perpetual state of spite. 


"Listen, Terron," Novus said, forcing strength back into his voice. "I 
don't hate you for what you did, and I'm not trying to condemn you 
for it either. You and | are both responsible for horrible things brought 
upon the worlds thanks to the decisions of our whole selves. We 
both made mistakes in the past, and there's no reason to hate the 
other for it or pointlessly wallow in our mistakes. However, | at least 
want you to take some responsibility for what you've done. | want 
you to help me set right what we both did wrong. You seem to be 
forgetting about everything so that you can go-" 


"Can go what, go find somebody? Well guess what? You're right," 
Terron answered. "I'm going to tell you something Novus; | need to 
go talk to somebody very special right now. | don't care about finding 
your body or figuring out how to get Zekrom out of the Primogenitor 
or whatever you want to do right now. I'm going to die pretty soon 
because thanks to what | am. I'm going to die the second the 
Primogenitor dies. I'm just like you. We're both living off borrowed 
time. However, unlike you, | don't plan on sending myself off to my 
death as soon as possible. | need to talk to somebody and | can't 
talk to them when I'm dead and in the spirit world. I've got to be alive 
to do it." 


"You mean to tell me... that you intend on forgetting about our 
mission to save the world just So you can speak with Zekra?" Novus 
asked hoarsely, not believing his ears. "You want to put the welfare 
of both Kuron and Shiron at stake to fulfill your selfish desires?" 


Terron turned to walk around Novus, but the Quilava moved once 
again to block his path. The Cubone, letting out a menacing growl, 
reached into the pocket of his black, leathery jacket before ripping 
out a good-sized bone club. A purple fire seeped out of his hand 
before enveloping the bone, turning it into a wispy dagger with 
wicked curves upon its blade. 


But just as he was to speak malicious words, Novus and Terron 
noticed something flying toward them in the distance. Neither one 
could make out what it was, but based on the way the world around 
them seemed to grow colder the closer it grew to them, they could 
only presume it was something hostile. Terron shot the Quilavaa 
nasty look before tearing his gaze away and keeping it on the 
oncoming object. Novus reluctantly did the same, though took the 
precaution to take a few steps away from the Cubone. The knife that 
was still clutched tight in Terron's hand was not comforting. 


Eventually, the object that Terron and Novus had noticed stopped 
before them, revealing itself to be an Aegislash. She held her shield 
out in front of her body, perhaps because she thought of the two asa 
threat, her arms intersecting through it so that it was impossible to 
knock the object out of her grip. She stared down upon the two of 
them with her single, metallic eye that seemed unable to move or 
blink. And though she didn't appear particularly malicious, Novus 
couldn't help but feel intimidated by her. Despite him having an 
elemental advantage over her, this Aegislash gave off a very potent 
aura that made his extinguished fire unable to reignite. 


"There you two are," the Aegislash said, sounding neither frustrated 
nor relieved. "| was wondering why you two suddenly disappeared 
off the face of Kuron before suddenly reappearing back on Shiron in 
comatose bodies. | assumed that you two were dead, and sure 
enough, the little ones inform me that they've spotted you frolicking 
about. Truly | never would have expected this to happen. It shouldn't 
be happening." 


The Aegislash's eye narrowed as she removed her shield and put it 
behind her back. She then took her appendages and crossed them 


over her chest, or rather, the part of her blade-like body that matched 
the place of where a chest should be. 


"How did you two get here?" she asked, her voice suddenly stern. "I 
know you're not dead because you two still appear as a Cubone and 
Quilava instead of a human and dragon, so what exactly did you two 
do so that you ended up here in the spirit realm in your strange 
state?" 


"Wait. This... this is the spirit realm?" Novus asked, momentarily 
forgetting his troubles and looking around him. "Is that what was this 
place is and why those Pokémon knew who | was? | always heard 
that spirits could spy on the lives of mortals, but | never thought the 
spirit realm was like this..." 


"Yes, this where all of the deceased live, Reshiram," the Aegislash 
said curtly. "Now answer my question. Why are you two here?" 


"We were in the Unown world, and we fell into an abyss within 
there," Novus answered. "The Primogenitor was there, and it 
knocked us into that darkness." 


"SO | see," the Aegislash said indifferently. "No wonder why | could 
not find you two for a time; the Unown world is impossible for us to 
spy because of how large and utterly complex it is. Though, | 
suppose we should be glad that you're here merely by accident 
then." 


The Aegislash wrapped both of the Pokémon in her arms, one in 
each scarf-like appendage, before flying away from the sight and 
taking them with her. 


"Regardless, I'm going to have to get you out of here," she stated 
matter-of-factly. "Neither of you are dead, so you don't belong here. 
The living don't belong here unless they're special. Neither of you 
are the kind of special I'm talking about." 


"Where are you taking us?" Terron asked in a monotone, keeping his 
bone gripped tight in his paw, though now without his plagued 
energy coursing through it. 


"To an exit," the Aegislash answered. "Normally I'd ask Giratina to 
take you two back to the mortal realm, but he's not coming back and 
| got assigned to deal with you two, so I'm just going have to take 
you two to a dimensional tear that's where your bodies are." 


"But this is the spirit realm," Novus objected. "Giratina should be 
here. | thought that all of the legendary beings fled here after they 
realized that they could not defeat the Primogenitor and that it was 
devouring their brethren. Then also, | thought that Giratina was a 
guardian over this world when he wasn't tending to his own strange 
realm." 


The Aegislash didn't say anything, keeping quiet as she continued 
flying over the spiritual wasteland. 


One second, the three were flying across the barren land. And then 
in the next second, the three were suddenly soaring in the midst of a 
perpetual black and purple haze that encompassed them for miles 
and miles around, going on forever without cease. But Novus was 
soon to realize that this wasn't the case. 


In the distance ahead of him, he could see what appeared to bea 
cluster of floating rock masses, all varying greatly in size. Amongst 
one of those rocks stood a great pillar that stretched up far into the 
sky, glowing with strange colors. The sky all around the area was no 
longer the darkness, but rather, a chaotic mesh of many colors that 
streaked past one another continuously. However, it only stretched 
on for so long before becoming lost in the dark haze that surrounded 
the Quilava. 


A twinge of fear pricked Novus's heart when he saw the strange 
place in the midst of nowhere. 


"What is that?" Novus asked. 


"That's the home of Rem's shadow," the Aegislash answered 
nonchalantly. "It's where it and its spawn hide when they're not 
anywhere in the mortal realms." 


"Wh... What?" Novus gasped. 


The Aegislash continued drifting past the Primogenitor world, 
tightening her grip on the two in her grasp and holding them closer to 
her body. Novus squinted his eyes, and soon he found he could 
somewhat better see the massive pillar gleaming upon a faraway 
rock. He now saw that it was actually a grotesque tower of sorts, its 
mass made of some sort of uneven metal that jutted out at various 
points, making it Seem as though the structure was nothing but a 
large, unstable stack of steel. He could clearly see vines of a black, 
writhing substance spiraling up the tower, holding it together and 
gleaming a different color every few seconds as the Primogenitor's 
own body lights did. 


"What you call the Primogenitor lives here in the spirit realm," the 
Aegislash explained. "After it came into existence, it Knew it needed 
a place that would allow it to spy among all of the mortals of the 
world, human and Pokémon. So, after it got ahold of a number of 
Unown, it came here using their power and had those Unown build 
what you're looking at. They tore out a piece of the spirit realm and 
warped it into this, which unfortunately none of us can reach 
because somehow they locked us out of it. I'm Sure you can 
understand why no legendary fled to the spirit realm for refuge now." 


Novus stared at the strange place before him, taking in the 
implications of everything the Aegislash just spoke. So this is where 
the Primogenitor had been hiding the entire time it was alive. It was 
in a place where no mortal could ever reach, and from the way the 
Aegislash described it, no spirit could reach either. He could just 
vaguely see the opaque barrier separating the Primogenitor's realm 
from the spirit realm, containing that corrupt world and its unnatural 
sky within its safe contains. 


"And no one knows how to enter that place?" Novus asked. 


"Afraid not," the Aegislash replied. "Only those who work for Rem's 
shadow can access it. They seem to have abilities to open up portals 
on their own. Of course, what difference does it make to us denizens 
of the spirit realm? We cannot stop it, nor do we intend to. We do not 
meddle with the affairs of the mortal realms. That's your business 
and your business alone. We only watch from afar so that we know 
what to do with you when you do get here. It's what was decided the 
moment this realm was made. Then not only that, but the creator 
and Giratina specifically told us not to meddle with Rem's shadow no 
matter the circumstances. They said it is out of hand and that 
whatever happens, happens." 


"But the Primogenitor is right here beside you," Novus retorted. "You 
do not worry that it will imprison you all?" 


"The Primogenitor cannot imprison us," the Aegislash scoffed. "It can 
only put its spawn into creatures that have bodies. It cannot hurt us 
just as how we cannot hurt it. We do not bother one another. Rem's 
shadow leaves us alone and we let it wreak havoc in peace." 


"| do not agree with the philosophy you have been following for far 
too long," Novus snorted. "| do not care what the creator told you. 
Whoever rules this realm in place of Giratina should do everything in 
their power to stop the Primogenitor. Even if you claim you cannot 
hurt the Primogenitor, you should still do something to end the 
suffering it's brought upon the world. Perhaps discover a way to 
remove that barrier so that when | find my body, | can enter the 
Primogenitor's realm and destroy it." 


"Well I'm afraid that's not going to be happening," the Aegislash 
responded. "As one of the rulers of this realm, I'll speak for the entire 
council and have you know that we have no intentions of breaking an 
oath we swore to the creator all because one of Rem's fragments 
demanded it out of us. Even if we wanted to assist you, we can't. We 
swore an oath to the creator, and you never break an oath that you 
made with the creator. But of course you'd know what that's like, 
don't you?" 


Novus's stern stare didn't break, though he felt a twinge of despair 
strike his heart at the words. The Aegislash shook her head as the 
Primogenitor's world fell behind them, becoming nothing more thana 
black speck in the distance. 


"If you want to destroy your shadow, then you'll have to do it all on 
you own. Nobody in this spirit realm can help you. The only help you 
can find is in the mortal realms. I'm afraid that's all | can-" 


"Just get us out of here." 


The Aegislash looked down to find Terron glaring at her. The white 
pinpoint of light that was once in his eyes was now gone, leaving 
only two black circles in its place that seemed to eerily match the fog 
surrounding them. 


"Get us out of here," Terron repeated again, his voice becoming a 
low growl. "You said you wanted us out of your stupid world, so stop 
wasting time and throw us into some dimensional tear." 


"Well | see you've still got that vicious attitude you had back in Kuron 
before you disappeared," the Aegislash said curtly. "You really didn't 
like that Nyx didn't tell you the truth about yourself, did you? What 
did you ever do with that Darkrai anyway? | know you didn't kill her 
or fall into that abyss or else she'd be here with you two." 


"Primogenitor swallowed her up," Terron answered indifferently. 
"Now seriously, take us back to Shiron." 


"Fine, if you're so eager to go back to that Rem shadow infested 
world, | won't deprive you of that," the Aegislash replied. 


She hastened her speed, and before long, the three found 
themselves in a new location. The three were now in front of what 
appeared to be an island that held a small monument made of gold 
and diamonds. Pillars lined the entire front as they held up the 
ceiling, their sides adorned with ivy growing around their shafts. A 
stairway led up to the entrance of the building, each of the steps 


sparkling as brightly as a lake's surface when hit by the sun's rays. 
The Aegislash tightened her grip on the two as she floated toward 
the entrance of the monument before hurrying inside. 


Novus expected to find the inside to be filled with many hallways and 
statues, perhaps as a dedication to creatures who had performed 
great deeds in their mortal lives as well as many creatures of sorts 
wandering about to treat the place as a museum of sorts. However, 
he was very surprised to find that the inside only held a single room 
that held no furniture within it. It was a purely empty room, save fora 
single human standing idly at the end of the room. Novus couldn't tell 
much about the human due to them wearing a suit of black and white 
armor that covered just about every inch of them. 


But when the Aegislash drifted toward the human, they seemed to 
perk up. 


"Oh, Sabre," the human said, a female from how they sounded to 
Novus. "What brings you here?" 


"These two,” the Aegislash answered, holding up Novus and Terron. 
"Rem's shadow knocked them into this world and the others of the 
council forced me to go retrieve them after some of the little ones 
informed us. I'm not sure why | was tasked to do this out of everyone 
else, but it is what it is." 


"Aren't those two the ones everybody's been talking about all over 
the place?" the human asked. "You know, the ‘saviors of the mortals’ 
as they call them?" 


"Yes, this is them," Sabre nodded. 


The human peered at the two mortals behind her metallic mask for a 
moment. 


"Terron looks rather demonic for a supposed savior," the human 
commented. "If | didn't Know better, I'd say he was actually working 
for Rem's shadow like all those Fellowship leaders are." 


"Well he does have a good amount of Rem's shadow in him," Sabre 
agreed. "But then again, a majority of the group does." 


The human nodded silently. The Aegislash holding the two Pokémon 
looked down at them for a brief moment before swooping toward the 
human. 


"But I'm afraid we'll have to continue talking about this later. These 
two need to be sent back to Shiron," Sabre stated. "So if you will 
Grace, open the tear. We need to reunite them with their bodies 
before they actually do die." 


The human didn't hesitate. She stepped away from the wall and held 
out an armored hand toward it. A large crack formed in the wall 
before it widened, spreading out along the entire wall and growing 
with each passing second. A brilliant, white light flooded out of the 
crack is it grew until it finally, there was a space as big as Sabre 
herself. 


Sabre drew closer to the dimensional tear until she was right in front 
of it. And then, she outstretched the appendages that were holding 
Novus and Terron until they were dangling in the midst of the tear. 
Novus could feel the pull of some supernatural force trying to drag 
him into the tear, but it was unable to break him out of Sabre's hold. 


"Here's your exit," Sabre said. "When you go through it, you should 
reunite with your bodies and it will be as if you were never separated 
in the first place. I'm sorry that there's really nothing that can help 
you here. | would offer my help and come along with you two, but I'm 
not allowed to. I'm sworn to remain detached from mortal affairs." 


"Are you sure there isn't anything you can do?" Novus insisted. 
"Surely there must be something that you can do to assist us." 


"I'm afraid there's not," Sabre said again. "I'm afraid | can't offer any 
sort of divine intervention like you're hoping." 


"Well actually... what if we informed them with information?" Grace 
then spoke up. 


The Aegislash turned toward the human, and though her eye didn't 
change, Novus could tell she was surprised. 


"What do you mean?" Sabre wondered. 


"Well we can't help any mortals with our presence and we're not 
allowed to leave the spirit realm," Grace started to say, "but what if 
we told them of a few things happening in Shiron that surround their 
situation? Mortals only have a limited perspective on everything, so 
perhaps knowing what's happening outside of their perspective can 
help them in some way." 


"Hmmm, an interesting idea," Sabre considered. "Fine, we will try 
that. But we need to make it quick. They need to rejoin with their 
mortal bodies before it's too late." 


"Alright," Grace said before coming over to Sabre's side and looking 
down at the two within the dimensional tear. 


She paused for a moment, staring down at the two dangling 
Pokémon as if to collect all of the proper information in her thoughts, 
before finally speaking. 


"| really hate to tell you this, but basically your entire group has 
almost completely fallen apart," Grace explained ruefully. "You 
probably already knew this, but | think you deserve to know how 
exactly everything got this way and what's happened to all those you 
call your friends. To start, Yimtri is hanging out at Midnight Swamp 
with his Fellowship to commence his own plan to take down Rem's 
shadow in. From how we see it, he doesn't have any intentions of 
coming back to your group since he feels fine on his own and for 
some miraculous reason, Rem's shadow hasn't found him yet. We 
think it's because he's in the middle of that foggy swamp no one 
even visits." 


"| see...” 


"Moving along, Zeverous isn't alive anymore. Regrettably he died 
when trying to save Zekra from one of the generals working for 
Rem's shadow, and now he is here with us. We often see him going 
from tear to tear, watching Zekra obsessively and praying that she 
will never come here for a very long time. We were going to tell him 
that you two were here... but then we decided not to when we 
realized that you two are actually not dead. He doesn't need to see 
you two just yet." 


Novus frowned sadly as soon as he heard this. He had always had 
the suspicion that somebody from their group would perish at the 
hands of the Primogenitor's followers, but he had never wanted to 
believe it would actually happen. He wanted to believe that they 
would be strong enough to stand against every adversary and 
challenge that came their way regardless of whether they were split 
up or not. But now that he heard that Zeverous, one of their 
strongest warriors, had fallen, his faith in the group's strength 
wavered. 


Then not only that, but he couldn't imagine what Zeverous's death 
had done to Zekra. He knew that she had probably watched her 
brother's death right before her very eyes. 


But as it turned out, Novus didn't have to imagine anything. 


"And then finally, your dear friend Zekra... well, let's just say that she 
didn't take Zeverous's death very well," Grace said quietly. "She's 
better now after three months of Shiron time by remaining with your 
old caregivers, but there are no promises that she'll help you two 
anymore. All she wants to do now is find answers about herself in 
the Greninja Village, and | don't know what answers she'll find. For 
all | Know is that those answers might tell her that she really 
shouldn't be with you two anymore. They might just tell her to have 
as close to a normal life as she can after everything. Or... other 
things might happen." 


"Other things?" Novus asked. 


Grace didn't say anything, only keeping her masked gaze on the 
Quilava. And though Novus couldn't see her eyes, Novus knew that 
she had a somber glimmer to her eyes. Her sorrowful voice was all 
the indication he needed. He wanted to ask her why she refused to 
answer his question and see if he could gain any more information 
about their companions, but then Sabre glared down at him. 


"There's something else that happened on Shiron that maybe you 
two can use for information," the Aegislash then said. "I don't know 
how useful this will be, but apparently some strange creature 
nobody's ever seen fell out of the sky and landed in the middle of the 
Cacturne Desert shortly before you two got here. It's huge and some 
kind of dragon that holds of the elements of fire and ice, but it's 
asleep. Nobody knows what to make of it." 


"A fire and ice dragon you say?" Novus asked. 


"Yes, exactly," Sabre said with a nod. "Though like | said, no one 
knows anything about it. It simply appeared and no one knows 
where it came from. For all anybody knows, it could be an alien 
corpse from some faraway planet. But Knowing your current 
predicament in the mortal realm... maybe knowing of its existence 
could prove useful." 


Novus nodded wordlessly. It was then that Sabre loosened her grip 
on him and Terron, allowing the vacuum of the dimensional tear to 
rip them out of her grasp. Novus reached out toward the 
disappearing creatures as he fell, but it was futile, for the two only 
stood there as a white light slowly enveloped Novus's being. It 
numbed him, making it impossible for him to move as his mind 
slowly grew weary. 


"Good luck saving your realms," Sabre called out to them. "You're 
going to need it at the rate everything is going back there..." 


That was the last thing Novus heard before he was completely 
consumed. 


When Novus opened his eyes again, he found himself staring at a 
cloud-filled sky, their white, fluffy masses obscuring the sun from his 
view and its warm rays from his fur. The Quilava lay there on his 
back for a moment, staring up at the clouds in silence. He was back 
in Shiron now. This was most certainly Shiron. It felt just like the 
dimension he had been tasked to watch over since he came into 
existence. It seemed that after so long, he was finally back in the 
land that he truly belonged to. 


The Quilava forced himself onto his feet and took in his new 
surroundings. Unlike his awakening in the spiritual realm, Novus 
wasn't in any sort of mystical field, but rather in the square of a town 
of sorts. He didn't recognize the city he was now in, but he did note 
something very strange; it was completely desolate. Despite the 
many number of shops and buildings surrounding him, there wasn't 
a single Pokemon in sight. Every single door in the area was open, 
leaving all of the rectangular, stone buildings available to anybody 
who crossed their paths. Decaying berries, leaves from the 
surrounding trees, and trash of all sorts were scattered all over the 
cobblestone streets, leaving the entire city a mess and reeking of its 
foul stench. Even the fountain resting nearby Novus was filled with 
filthy water overflowing with algae, clearly having not been cleaned 
for weeks. 


When Novus saw a crumpled and damp newspaper settled against 
the wall of one of the shops, he hurried over to it and snatched it up 
in his paws. He threw it down onto the ground and scanned the 
headlines. He only had to glance at the front page to find what he 
wanted. 


There, right on the front with an artist's illustration of a Magmar 
Plagued One, with the headline of "SPECIAL TASKS FELLOWSHIP 
GIVES NAMES TO THOSE RESPONSIBLE FOR DEMON 
OUTBREAK". Novus's heart stopped as soon as he read the 


headline. But rather than continue, he snatched up the paper in his 
mouth before searching around for the Cubone he had been with. He 
was quick to find Terron sleeping in a patch of grass, curled up ina 
ball like before. The Quilava trotted over to him before shaking him 
with a paw. Terron instantly awoke and turned to face Novus, but 
didn't say anything nor did he rise to his feet. He only remained on 
his back, staring at the Quilava with a blank stare. 


"Terron, we're back in Shiron, but I'm afraid that the condition of this 
dimension has worsened drastically ever since we left," Novus 
announced grimly before turning back to his newspaper. "I'll read to 
you what | just found. ‘In the last month, there have been numerous 
reports of strange, demonic beings that resemble Pokémon flying 
about Shiron in swarms. From what eye witnesses have reported, 
they will devour entire populations at a time and are seemingly 
invincible, for they will always reform if something tries to destroy 
them. They were thought to only exist in the western part of Shiron, 
but now it has been confirmed that they have begun to appear in 
other parts of Shiron as well. Based on what reports have stated, it 
appears that the demons are sweeping across Shiron in a massive, 
eastward wave and are estimated to completely encompass the 
entire region within five months. And though it appears that there is 
nothing to be done to stop these indestructible beings, hope has 
arisen. 


"The Special Tasks Fellowship leaders, known for providing assistive 
services of all varieties to the region, have informed everybody of the 
cause of these demons. According to them, a Darkrai that once 
existed in a forest near one of their bases broke free and is now 
having its five helpers assist it in turning everyone into demons. 
According to the Fellowship leaders, they had contained the Darkrai 
in that forest long ago when they discovered it was the source of the 
demons, but it was able to break free by brainwashing a Cubone, 
Zorua, Quilava, Zoroark, and Sableye, the latter of whom was once 
the leader of the Dusk Mines Fellowship, into setting it free. It is said 
that if all of these Pokémon are eliminated, then the demons will 
cease to exist, for the demons' life energy Is tied to the six 


Pokémon's spirits. Therefore, killing all of them will permanently 
eliminate the demons. 


"The Fellowship reports that the Zoroark has been eliminated as of 
recently, but there still remains the other five, who have yet to be 
found. The Fellowship proclaims that if anybody can find and kill any 
of these five and bring back proof to one of the leaders, then they will 
be rewarded with two million Poké. All except the Darkrai contain the 
mark of the Fellowship upon them, so please use this as a way to 
determine if they are the correct Pokémon. Do not try to reason with 
them, they will kill you on sight. Kill them if you ever spot one of them 
and save us all..."" 


Novus stared down at the paper for a long while, unable to process 
what he had just read. There were too many thoughts in his mind, 
stirring up a maelstrom that made it impossible to have a single 
concrete thought worth voicing. All he could do was stare down at 
another illustration in the paper, this one of him, Terron, Zekra, Nyx 
and Yimtri sitting close together. The artist had portrayed them as 
truly sinister beings, all of them smirking maliciously with the 
slightest hints of black wisps rising from their bodies and streaming 
into the air. 


But just as he was to fling the newspaper away from himself, he saw 
another illustration on the next page. It was a picture of a shadowy 
figure, its body formless and shapeless, only appearing to be a 
humanoid mass of darkness. Nothing about it was distinguishable, 
save for the two yellow, insidious slits that were its eyes. Novus 
couldn't help but shiver at the sight of the creature. 


Underneath the picture there was a small description that Novus 
couldn't stop himself from reading. 


It read: "THE SHADOW HUNTER. AVOID AT ALL COSTS." 


"So we're still fugitives," Terron said blankly, snapping Novus's 
attention away from the strange creature as he started to delve more 


into the details. "Except this time, literally everybody in the world is 
after us." 


"Y-Yes, it appears so," Novus said, pushing the paper aside. "It's the 
world against you and me thanks to the lies that the Fellowship has 
fed them... and now there is a creature called The Shadow Hunter 
that is murdering everyone that the Blight Demons cannot reach... It 
seems everything has become much worse since we were last 
here." 


Terron didn't say anything. He slowly pushed himself up, and then 
got to his feet before tapping the Socius still stuck fast to his wrist. 
There was a dim flicker of light within his black eyes, and then the 
next thing Novus knew, Terron was wearing a large black robe. It 
covered up all of his body, shrouding his appearance from the world 
so that it was impossible to tell that he was a Cubone, for even his 
mask-less face was unrecognizable to those not of his kind. But as it 
turned out, even that was to be covered by the robe, for Terron 
reached behind him and pulled a hood over his head, obscuring his 
face from Novus in its impenetrable darkness. To Novus, Terron 
looked just like a tiny Grim Reaper ready to bring death upon all who 
dared cross his path. All he was missing was a fearsome scythe. 


The Cubone wordlessly wandered into a store near Novus, 
disappearing inside of it. Novus stood there, feeling at a loss. He 
didn't like where any of this was going. It was true that he was still 
upset with Terron over their last argument, even if he had calmed 
down for the most part, but he wanted to move past that and end the 
Primogenitor. It was their duty as the ones who allowed the 
Primogenitor to bring destruction upon their worlds. 


Mustering up all the courage he could, Novus followed the Cubone 
into the store, and was soon to find Terron standing before a large 
map book of Shiron spread out along the floor. It had many maps 
within it, labeling just about every city and environment Novus felt 
was known to the public in great detail as well as a massive map of 
all of Shiron cramming in as many landmarks as it could. Terron was 
holding out his Socius toward the book, allowing it to scan over its 


surface several times with a strange, green ray of light as he flipped 
through the pages. 


"Terron, what are you doing?" Novus asked. 


"Downloading these maps onto my Socius," Terron answered 
hollowly. "This way, it'll Know a bunch of places and help direct me 
on how to get there. This thing can tell me how to get anywhere. Got 
it in Kuron." 


"Oh, so it can tell us where Cacturne Desert is?" Novus asked 
hopefully. 


"Yeah. It can," Terron said as he continued flipping through the 
pages. 


"Alright. Well, while you're obtaining all of those maps, | think | will 
see if there are any supplies to be found in this store that we can 
use," Novus offered. "We have a long journey ahead of us, and since 
neither of us can fly, it could take a very long time to reach Cacturne 
Desert depending on where-" 


"I'm not going there," Terron interjected. 


Novus felt his heart sink. He knew that this was coming, but he had 
ultimately wished to avoid it. He didn't want to further argue with 
Terron, for his energy was already quite spent, but it seemed now 
that he had no choice. 


"Terron, | know that you want to find Zekra, but we cannot do that 
right now," Novus said, forcing himself to be composed. "We are on 
limited time. But, | guess we can try to compromise. How about this; 
after we find that dragon in Cacturne Desert, we'll go find Zekra. We 
won't go stop the Primogenitor right away, and you can still speak to 
her while you're alive. We just need to find this dragon first because | 
strongly believe that the dragon Sabre and Grace were mentioning 
was that creature | saw fall out of the Primogenitor. | have no idea 
what it is, but | have a feeling that if we find it, it could greatly help 


us. We cannot afford for the Primogenitor to take it away from us. 
And then afterwards, right after we find it, we'll find Zekra. How does 
that sound?" 


Terron remained quiet as he continued scanning the map book with 
his Socius, his eyes hidden behind the hood. Novus half wished he 
could walk over to Terron and pull back the hood, but he knew that 
doing so was not the smartest thing to do. Terron was in an 
extremely volatile state and he had no intentions of pulling one 
wrong move and sending Terron into a frenzy. He had already 
witnessed Terron's murderous rage back in the spirit realm. He had 
no intentions of witnessing it again. 


A minute passed and Terron stopped flipping through the book's 
pages and kicked it over to a corner in the store. He pulled his arm 
back into his robe before turning his head toward Novus. Even 
though Novus couldn't see his eyes, he could feel a sharp, spiteful 
glare being cast upon him from within that darkness. 


"Who ever said anything about me going to see Zekra?" Terron 
asked simply. "I don't need to talk to her. | don't even think I'd find 
her. | have no idea where that Greninja Village is and neither does 
the map book. | have no reason to talk to her right now. She clearly 
doesn't want to talk to me anyway, if she ditched me after finding out 
about my secret." 


"Then... if you're not going to see her, who do you want to see?" 
Novus asked quietly. 


"That's none of your business," Terron hissed. 


The Cubone strode past the Quilava, shoving him into a shelf as he 
exited the store. Novus crashed into the shelf, knocking a few 
knickknacks onto his head, but he shook them off and hastily 
followed after the Cubone. He grabbed the back of Terron's robe, 
pulling him back as he was about to wander into the streets. Terron 
tried to keep moving forward, but Novus refused to let go of the cloak 
and kept the two rooted to their spots. After struggling for a few 


seconds, Terron swiveled his head towards the Quilava. Novus 
thought he saw two pinpoints of white light burn maliciously in the 
darkness of the hood. 


"Let go of me," Terron growled. 


"No, | will not," Novus stated firmly, tightening his grasp on the robe. 
"Not when | have absolutely no idea what you're going to be doing. 
You could be sending yourself to your death for all | know! Terron, 
we need to stick together. We need to find that dragon. | promised 
that we would find whoever you want after we do that. What more do 
you want? I'm willing to set aside saving the world to help you with 
whatever you want to do!" 


"Novus, | swear, if you don't let go of me right now, you're going to 
regret it," Terron said in a low, demonic tone. "| have someone | want 
to see. I'm not going with you to find that stupid dragon. There's no 
way I'm helping you with that. You can go do that all on your own." 


"No... you wouldn't," Novus gasped. "Terron... didn't you just hear 
what | read from that paper? The entire world is out to get us! If we 
don't stick together, we're both going to die. There's no way that 
either of us can stand against what the world has in store for us 
when both of us are alone. We're both going to die if we split up. 
Either the Fellowship will find us, or... that Shadow Hunter will. | do 
not know which one | dread more." 


"Well then you better be pretty good at not getting caught," Terron 
said indifferently. "I'm not going after that dragon. You can't convince 
me otherwise." 


Novus wavered. He knew that he should have seen this coming. 
Terron was an unmovable boulder when he set his mind to 
something. No matter the circumstances, regardless of the dangers 
ahead of him, he would relentlessly walk the path he chose until he 
reached his destination. This situation was no different. Terron was 
never going to help Novus find the creature that was separated from 
the Primogenitor. 


Novus should have yielded. He should have allowed himself to 
abandon his own plan and follow Terron to wherever he wished to 
go. But... he couldn't. He just couldn't. 


"Terron, please, listen to me," Novus said, his voice now begging. "I 
used to always think that | could do everything on my own. | thought 
that destroying the Blight Demons was my duty and my duty alone. | 
thought that having others help me was a nice gesture, but not 
nessecary in the long run when | was to be the one to destroy the 
Primogenitor on my own. But now, with everything that's happening, 
| Know that | was wrong. My divine duty as a Rem fragment cannot 
be done by myself alone. Not with how much the Primogenitor's 
forces have overtaken this world. | need help. | need help to put a 
stop to all of this, and... you're all that | have left. You are literally the 
only one | can trust and depend on in the entire world." 


Tears welled up in Novus's eyes as his throat grew sore, but he 
refused to let them stifle his words. 


"| don't want us to be separated," Novus said hoarsely. "| need you 
right now. You're all that | have left in this world. Zekra might still be 
alive, but | cannot depend on her anymore. She is no longer with me 
and possibly no longer wants to help us. You heard Grace and Sabre 
yourself. You're the only one | can rely on anymore. You're the only 
one left. | don't want to lose the only one who can help me defeat the 
Primogenitor. |... | don't want to lose... my only friend. So please... 
please come with me. Please don't leave me... Please remember 
the promise we made to each other. The promise that we'd always 
be there for each other, even when the entire world was to turn 
against us... Please remember..." 


For a moment, nothing happened. Terron continued to glare at 
Novus from beneath his hood while Novus kept his grasp firm 
around the robe, refusing to let the Cubone take one more step 
forward. They both remained there in that town square, their eyes 
locked onto each other in complete silence. Novus didn't even bother 
to fight the pain welling up in his heart as the tears flowed down his 
eyes, splattering onto the ground between the two. 


There was a moment longer of silence, and then Terron sighed. He 
turned around to completely face Novus and pulled down his hood, 
allowing the Quilava to see the Cubone's face once more. He was 
frowning pitifully, the darkness in his eyes now dreary and downcast. 
It seemed that Novus's words had reached him. Novus released a 
relieved sigh as he let go of the Cubone's robe. 


"I'm sorry," Terron said shamefully. "| haven't been acting right. I've 
been so upset over everything and it just messed up my thougNts. It 
made it impossible to think about anything else except to go do 
something stupid and reckless. I'm really sorry if | hurt you." 


"It's okay," Novus said, wiping tears from his eyes. "I'm just glad that 
you're alright now. You really had me worried." 


"Well, | can't break my promise, right?" Terron asked with a warm 
smile before opening his arms out to the Quilava. "C'mere Novus. It's 
Okay. I'm better now." 


Novus rushed forward and buried himself into Terron's chest, 
allowing the Cubone to enclose him in a tight hug. The Quilava 
continued to let the tears fall freely down his face, but now, they were 
happy tears. He almost couldn't fathom the immense relief flowing 
through his being. He had been so worried, so distraught that Terron 
was going to abandon him and potentially be killed on his reckless 
journey. But now, everything was okay. He and Terron were going to 
remain together and put a stop to the Primogenitor once and for all. 
They were both going to undo the mistakes they had both made. 


Something sharp and painful suddenly struck through Novus's back, 
causing him to let out a loud scream as it pierced through his organs. 
Then the next thing he knew, Terron shoved Novus away from 
himself, throwing him onto the ground before him. 


The Quilava looked at his back to find he had a large hole right in the 
middle of it, digging deep into his flesh and nearly reaching his spine. 


"God, you are so predictable." 


Novus swiveled his head back in front of him to find Terron still 
standing there. But now, instead of wearing a sympathetic and warm 
smile, he had a vicious, displeased scowl that could melt the cold 
exterior of even the most stoic of all souls. Clutched tight in his right 
hand was a bone enveloped in black, wispy energy, bearing a 
resemblance to a dagger. Novus's eyes widened at the sight. It was 
the exact Same weapon Terron had pulled out in the spirit realm, 
except now, there was a thick coat of red at the tip. It was blood. 


Novus's blood. 


"Terron... why..." Novus babbled, unable to form coherent words. 
"Why would you...?" 


The Cubone didn't say anything. He only returned the bone from 
somewhere within his robe before pulling his hood back over his 
head, shielding his face from Novus once more. 


"Don't ever let me catch you following me," Terron said, his voice 
brimming with a powerful malice. "Because if | do... I'm finishing 
what | started." 


Then with that, the Cubone turned away from the injured Quilava 
and left, slowly becoming a black dot as the distance between him 
and Novus grew. Within minutes, Terron was gone, leaving Novus all 
alone in the empty streets of the abandoned town, bleeding and 
feeling frail. 


That isn't Terron anymore. Novus realized, the fracture in his heart 
growing with each word he thought. /t might look like him, but that 
Cubone | just spoke with... that wasn't Terron. It's someone else 
now. Someone far more sinister. 


I'm... I'm going to have to let whoever that is go. I'm going to have to 
find that dragon on my own. | don't have a choice. Because... Terron 
is gone. 


Terron isn't coming back. 


Chapter 74: Cold As Ice 


X 
Chapter 74 


Cold As Ice 


Terron knew exactly where he wanted to go. 


He could see his locations clearly in his mind, his Socius generating 
the image of the destination he fervently sought. According to the 
calculations it had created, it would take him about four days to 
reach it, and this was the fastest route it had chosen. It had 
suggested for Terron to use other paths that were less strenuous, but 
Terron wouldn't accept anything but the quickest way to his 
destination. Even if it meant climbing over an incredibly steep 
mountain and trekking through an icy wasteland that was ravaged by 
blizzards at this time of the year, as well as other rough terrains, 
Terron didn't care. He'd get to where he needed to go. 


He had to. There wasn't a choice anymore. Not after everything that 
he had discovered. 


The Cubone pulled his robe tighter around his body, making sure it 
didn't catch onto any stray plants or jagged rocks sticking up out of 
the mountain path he was now walking up. The ground felt rough 
against the bottom of his feet and the loose gravel poked into his 
scaly hide, but he knew that he was only feeling pain right now 
because he had spent three weeks on Kuron. In Kuron, their roads 
were smooth and without a single defect. There were no cracks 
along their ground, for it was completely paved over with their 
strange metal. Due to walking upon it for so long, he had grown used 
to it and forgotten what it felt like to travel along nature's roads that 


were never built for the comfort of its travelers. His soles had grown 
soft, allowing the sharp rocks to pierce into him. 


However, Terron wasn't about to let a little pain bother him. He only 
continued on, not even wincing once as he worked his way up that 

mountain. He only focused on other things, specifically the thoughts 
brewing in his mind. 


The Cubone almost didn't believe that a mere hour ago he had 
backstabbed Novus, one of his closest friends. He knew that he 
hadn't killed that false Quilava, but it was still difficult for him to 
believe that he really had attacked Novus and abandoned him 
without a second thought. He almost thought it was nothing more 
than a bad daydream. 


But when Terron looked over his shoulder and saw no one walking 
alongside him, he knew that it wasn't. He really had left behind 
Novus, one of the very few friends he had that had been there since 
he was in the Aurora Town Fellowship. Despite their many 
disagreements and arguments, Terron really did appreciate and care 
for him. He had always felt that Novus was a bit of a kindred spirit 
with how he had experienced many of the same events as Terron 
had, as well as how the two of them were both halves of two 
separate entities. It had become even more apparent when they both 
discovered that they were responsible for the Primogenitor's actions 
in their own ways. Novus truly was the only one who could 
understand nearly everything Terron felt. Not even Zekra could offer 
him that kind of understanding. 


And that was exactly why Terron had to get away from Novus; he 
reminded the Cubone of himself too much. Terron didn't need a 
constant reminder of something his darker half had done. Then not 
only that, but Novus wasn't going to let Terron find the one he 
sought, and the Cubone couldn't allow that to happen. No amount of 
closeness could prevent Terron from finding a certain someone. 
Hurting Novus when he was in the way of his goals hadn't left a 
single fracture in his heart. He only felt cold within his body. 


Coldness and hollowness. 


Even the thought that Nyx and Zekrom were gone couldn't bring a 
single twinge of sadness out of him. They were nothing more than 
faraway thoughts in his mind only occasionally drifting to the front of 
his mind before slinking back into the darkness from whence they 
came. 


Terron pushed these pointless thoughts out of his mind after 
entertaining them and accessed his Socius. He listened as it told him 
that at the rate he was walking, he'd be able to make it across the 
mountain in six hours. It offered him easier, less slippery routes, but 
it warned that by taking them it would take him nine hours to get 
down the mountain. When he heard this, Terron declined these 
routes and cut off the Socius from his thoughts, leaving him with an 
empty mind once more. 


He liked it better this way. With an empty mind and no one around 
him, Terron could think much more clearly than he ever could in the 
past. With nothing to distract him, it was so easy for him to piece 
together the stray thoughts drifting through him aimlessly and 
understand them. With them, he was able to find truly brilliant 
insights he never would have thought of earlier, such as what he 
would do when he finally arrived at his destination and how to go 
about everything flawlessly. Everything was much better with silence. 
Even his plague wasn't bothering him. It seemed to realize he 
wanted silence and thus gave it to him. 


Terron liked that very much. 


As the Cubone continued up that mountain, slowly nearing the peak 
with each step he took, he noticed feral Pokémon wandering about. 
They were just about everywhere, whether it be retreating into 
burrows in the rough ground, nibbling on the grass still green 
growing in patches, or hiding amongst the many boulders scattered 
about, they were somewhere Terron could see them. Most of them 
were little Pokemon such as Hoppip or Sentret who usually retreated 
the second they saw or heard Terron in the area. They were 


harmless creatures, little things that Terron knew he could kill with a 
good smack to the head with a club, which was why he wasn't 
surprised to see them act this way. 


But there were also the occasional hulking Pokémon that loomed 
about such as Rhydon or Golem. They usually sat upon boulders or 
would be watching Terron from within the caves they had made 
within the mountain's side, always watching Terron pass by them 
with their narrowed eyes and snarling voices, ready to pounce at him 
and rip him to shreds at any minute. However, despite how close 
Terron got to any of these monstrous dwellers of the mountain, nota 
single one bothered to attack him. 


They only remained where they were, watching him carefully. Even 
the most territorial Pokémon of all, such as a particularly large 
Aggron watching him from its perch on a towering boulder, wouldn't 
dare attack him. It only kept an eye on him from afar, glaring at him 
yet making no attempt to move. There was something preventing 
any of them from going anywhere near him. He could hear the 
occasional rustle, as if one of them were trying to sneak around him 
to catch up off-guard, but every time Terron looked back at the 
hulking Pokémon, he saw none of them had moved. 


Terron wondered, for the briefest of moments, if he was being 
stalked by The Shadow Hunter. 


He quickly pushed the thought out of his mind before it could prosper 
for much longer. There was no Shadow Hunter after him. He would 
have seen them or felt their presence. He was sure ot it. 


Terron ignored the strange behavior of these behemoth Pokémon as 
well as the strange noises, finding it made his job easier and faster. If 
he had to battle every single towering beast that he came across, he 
surely would have had an impressive heap of corpses behind him 
that could make a decent sized hill. It would have slowed him down, 
delaying his time to reach his destination he absolutely needed to 
get to as quickly as possible. Thus, he thought nothing of the strange 


phenomena as he marched onward, keeping his grip tightened 
around a bone club just in case. 


By the time the Cubone was at the very summit of the mountain, not 
a single Pokémon had bothered Terron. He truly had made it up to 
the very top without a single confrontation. Terron smiled to himself 
when this dawned upon him, happy to know that he had made such 
good timing up the mountain. Now, according to his Socius, it would 
only take two hours to get down the mountain. He was making good 
time; it was only four o'clock according to the Socius. It would grow 
dark in another hour or two, but Terron didn't mind that. He wasn't 
scared to travel through the dark. There was nothing in the darkness 
that could make him tremble. After everything he had been through, 
he wasn't scared of whatever threats and fearsome creatures 
watched him through the black of night. 


Terron drew his robe closer around his body and then continued 
onward, not caring for a break. Despite walking for four hours, he 
didn't feel the least bit exhausted. Not even his feet, which had been 
protesting in discomfort a time ago, were sore. They had finally 
adapted back to Shiron's rough terrain. 


But as the Cubone moved forward and was to head down the 
mountain's slope, he soon found himself before a very unusual sight. 
He found himself surrounded by an entire horde of massive 
Charizard, six in all. They were all lounging about upon some rocks, 
lazily laying there in the sun and soaking up heat during what 
appeared to be a group nap session. But the moment Terron was to 
pass through the group and make his down the mountain, each and 
every one of them snapped their eyes open. They all shot Terron a 
glare, causing the Cubone to stop walking. He watched with a 
curious frown as they all stared at him, smoke blowing out of each of 
their nostrils as they flexed their massive wings. 


Terron felt no fear despite being in the intimidating situation of being 
surrounded by ferocious, fire-breathing dragons. Though the other 
ferals had left him alone, he didn't think that the same could be said 
with these Charizard. Something in their eyes said otherwise. But 


Terron was ready for them. He reached into his robe and pulled outa 
handful of bones, ready to fuse them into a weapon suited him best 
for whatever these Charizard had in store for him. 


But much to Terron's surprise, they didn't attack him. Instead, they 
remained upon their boulders and refused to move toward the little 
Cubone. Their wings beat, their tail flames flared, and growling at 
him with bared teeth, but not a single one attacked. It was just like 
with the other feral Pokémon of the mountain. 


Terron almost didn't believe what was happening. He would have 
thought that these Charizard would give him a good fight. With so 
many of them around him and the entire species being notorious for 
their ferocious nature, he was sure they'd rip him apart with their 
claws and fangs, or at the very least incinerate him. But not these 
Charizard. They were going to remain where they were, appearing 
threatening, but otherwise being harmless. 


He knew he could walk right past all of the Charizard and continue 
on his way. He knew that he should have just like he did with the 
feral Pokémon below. He had somewhere to be after all. However, 
as Terron gazed up at those Charizard from beneath his hood, he 
realized something; these Charizard could fly. These massive 
dragons could fly and go to wherever they pleased, and due to their 
size they could hold passengers. 


Terron instantly knew what to do. Even if they were wild Pokémon, 
incapable understanding Terron's verbal intentions, he knew there 
was a way to convince them to listen to him. He knew that there was 
a language he could use that all of these Charizard would 
understand. He would convince these Charizard to let him be their 
rider. Or rather, he knew how to convince just one. He didn't need all 
of the Charizard. One would suffice. 


He looked at all of the Charizard before him, carefully studying each 
of them. Despite how similar all of them looked, they each had tiny 
differences that distinguished one from another. The Charizard on 
Terron's farthest left had bigger jaws, the one next to that one had 


more worn claws, the one closest to him had a smaller head than the 
rest, and so on. It took a moment, but eventually Terron found the 
perfect Charizard amongst the group. It was the one farthest from 
him, its wings much larger than all the others' as well as being the 
most ferocious one of them all. Its tail flame seemed to be the one 
flaring up the most, occasionally flickering into a deep blue color. 
Terron grinned from beneath his hood. He could feel the adrenaline 
coursing through him, flooding into his veins and energizing him with 
an overwhelming power high. 


Terron sprang forward, pushing off the ground with the balls of his 
feet, and catapulted himself at the Charizard of his liking. He tore out 
a large rib from his cloak as he crashed into the Charizard's chest. 
Then, before he could slip to the ground, he pulled the bone over the 
dragon's neck and grabbed onto the other end with his other hand. 
He pulled down hard, crushing the bone into the back of the dragon's 
neck. It roared loudly as it instantly took off into the sky, the other 
Charizard scattering away from it. It clawed at the little Cubone 
clinging to it, threatening to tear him apart with its sharp talons, but 
Terron had anticipated this. He swung himself around, making a half- 
circle around the Charizard's neck until he was sitting at the base of 
its neck, the rib still held pressing firmly into its throat. 


The Charizard began to buck, trying to throw the little Cubone off as 
it performed a number of complicated and dangerous loops in the air. 
The wind blew against the Cubone, threatening to push him off and 
send him spiraling down into the mountain, but he refused to give in. 
He grasped the bone in his claws tight as he pulled back harder. The 
Charizard only thrashed harder, though now it twisted back its head 
and shot a stream of white-hot fire at the little Cubone. Terron 
ducked, feeling the heat of the blast sail right over his head, before 
he pulled back the rib even more. 


"Yield, you stupid overgrown lizard!" Terron commanded. "Yield 
before you regret it!" 


The dragon refused to relent. It only plummeted into a nose-dive, 
heading straight for the bottom of the mountain. That was, the side of 


the mountain that Terron had just walked up. Terron snarled as soon 
as he realized this. There was no way he was going back up the 
mountain again. He had already wasted enough time trying to control 
this rampant Charizard. He wasn't about to climb up the mountain a 
second time. 


Terron clutched the rib held against the Charizard's throat tight, and 
then spread the plagued power into it. He watched as the black haze 
seeped through the bone before enveloping it into its wispy mass. 
Terron grinned as many teeth-like protrusions sprouted out of the 
surface of the bone and watched as they dug into the Charizard's 
neck. Blood spilled down its throat as it cried out in protest, but it 
showed no signs of stopping its descent. 


"| said yield!" 


Terron pulled back the rib as far as he could, causing even more 
blood to go flying right past him. His efforts paid off, for the Charizard 
finally had enough. It spread out its wings as it straightened out, 
bringing itself to a halt before it could reach the ground. Now the two 
hovered in the air, close to the base of the mountain. However, 
Terron didn't fret and instead adjusted himself in his seat upon the 
Charizard. Then, he turned the bone to the right, forcing the 
Charizard to turn with him until they were facing the mountain again. 


"That's better," Terron grinned evilly. 


He didn't hesitate to kick the Charizard in the ribcage, prompting it to 
take off again with a pained whimper. Terron felt no regret as he held 
onto his rib, steering the Charizard through the air as they ascended 
the mountain. The Charizard was about to stop once they hit the 
summit of the mountain once again, but Terron forced it to keep 
flying forward. The Charizard resisted him when he did this, 
squirming its neck around, but Terron reinforced his orders with 
another good kick and a tug upon the bladed rib. That quickly put the 
Charizard back in line and it dutifully continued onward. 


The two continued flying for a long while, leaving behind the 
mountain and flying over a great number of plains. Terron peered 
down and noticed that not many Pokémon were roaming about it, 
leaving the fields completely empty. He considered that it was due to 
the cold weather drifting into the area, but something told him 
otherwise. He couldn't quite name why he thought this, but a thought 
told him that weren't many Pokémon living amongst those plains in 
the first place. He would have pondered in it more, but then he 
realized he was totally indifferent to the subject and could not care 
less about why the landscapes he was flying over were empty. They 
were nothing but backgrounds to him. 


In fact, flying with this Charizard couldn't stir the least bit of emotion 
out of the Cubone either. He suspected that he would have felt some 
excitement at being able to soar through the skies upon a wild 
Pokémon he had forced to obey his every whim, but he felt nothing. 
The wind blowing through his clothes and the fresh air flowing 
through his nostrils could do nothing for him. He didn't even feel the 
least bit of panic at seeing the ground so far away despite 
remembering how terrified he used to be of heights. 


He felt placid as he flew through the air on the back of that dragon. 
He felt collected and calm despite not even having a persona upon 
his head. 


Terron blinked as he suddenly remembered something. 


He had completely forgotten that he no longer had his skull helmet. It 
had been left in Kuron before Chrysalis kidnapped him and Nyx and 
threw them into the Unown realm. After that had happened, he had 
not found himself a new helmet. He could have gotten Chrysalis's 
skull, but she was a bug-type with an exoskeleton, something that he 
couldn't use nor depend on. He had multiple opportunities with the 
feral Pokémon he crossed paths with upon that mountain, but he had 
ignored them in order to reach his destination faster. 


As soon as Terron realized this, he realized that he needed a new 
helmet. Maybe he didn't need it to remain calm and empty as he did 


now, but he felt like he still needed a skull helmet, like it was an 
essential part of his being. But, where would he obtain a helmet that 
was worthy for him to wear? He certainly didn't see any Pokémon 
wandering about below him and had no idea when he would run 
across anymore. 


Then Terron saw what he was sitting upon. He saw the Charizard 
who obeyed his every order lest he torment it further with a perfectly 
good skull resting in its head, protecting its brain. It was sucha 
perfect skull that could withstand so much abuse. It was a skull that 
already bore such an uncanny resemblance to the ones Marowak 
and Cubone usually wore... 


Terron looked down. He saw now that the two of them were flying 
over the icy wasteland his Socius had told him about earlier, high 
enough so that the cold couldn't reach the two of them. As far as 
Terron could tell, he would reach the end of it in another five minutes. 
Then, the rest of his journey would only require him to walk through 
a number of dry and less frigid climates. 


But before the Cubone could think over what he wanted to do 
regarding his reluctant steed, the Charizard let out a piercing howl. 
And then, it plummeted into the blizzard-infested land below, 
dropping as suddenly as a rock. Terron grit his teeth as he pulled 
back on the dragon, trying to force it to fly back up, but it wouldn't 
listen to him. It only continued to fall, entering the frigid air before 
finally collapsing into the snow. Terron was unable to keep his grip 
on the dragon and tumbled off its back, falling into the snow and 
rolling a few feet away from the downed dragon. 


When Terron finally stopped, he quickly pushed himself up and 
accessed his Socius from within his mind, leafing through its 
contents until he found the spot where it kept all of his clothing. He 
only had to think about it once before a pair of warm, fur-lined boots 
covered his feet, shielding him from the snow's cold grasp. He 
sighed momentarily, relishing the warmth he now had. 


The wasteland he now found himself in wasn't as brutal as he had 
anticipated. He could still vaguely see which direction he needed to 
walk toward, even if there was a thick layer of fog covering the land, 
and the snow covering the ground beneath was only half a foot deep 
from what he could tell. He thought he even saw a few ferals running 
about in the far distance, scampering behind a few jagged rocks 
scattered about. But whenever the blizzard's powerful wind blew in 
his direction, it still stung for a brief second. The snow pelting down 
upon him was not particularly pleasant, even if he was shielded it 
from it for the most part with his robe. However, he couldn't say the 
same for his face. His face, despite being hidden within a warm 
hood, could still be hit by falling snow and leave him stunned and 
freezing for a brief second. 


He needed to change that. 


Terron trekked over to his fallen Charizard and found it still lying on 
the ground. For whatever reason, it wasn't taking off and leaving 
behind its rider, instead choosing to writhe about, letting out pained 
groans. The Cubone frowned as he looked over the Charizard until 
he found the source of the beast's agony. There, stuck fast in its 
chest, was a sharp icicle. It bore more of a resemblance to a javelin 
than an actual icicle with how it went straight through the dragon's 
body and pierced out of its back, but Terron knew what it was. The 
white, glimmering object couldn't have been anything else except 
ice. 


He had no idea where the icicle had come from. He knew that it 
couldn't have possibly come from the blizzard, because no blizzard 
created ice to look like this and it certainly never traveled as high up 
as it did. No, something had made this icicle. Someone perhaps, but 
Terron had no idea who. There was no one around them, not to 
mention he couldn't think of any reason for somebody wanting to 
shoot down a random Charizard flying in the sky. It was very baffling 
to the Cubone how such a thing had happened. 


He wondered, again, if The Shadow Hunter had done this. 


Once again, Terron told himself that there was no Shadow Hunter 
after him. Something else had happened. He wasn't sure what, but 
he chose not to ponder in it. Regardless of what had happened, he 
needed to do something about his current situation. He could ponder 
later. 


The Cubone went over to the Charizard and grabbed one end of the 
icicle. Then, with a grunt, he pulled the object right out of its body 
and tossed it to the ground. But by doing this, he was quick to find 
that he tore out several of the dragon's organs in the process. They 
lay there in the snow with the icicle, dying the white ground crimson. 
For a second, Terron almost thought the way the blood clashed with 
the pure white of the snow was beautiful. There was something so 
mesmerizing to him about that. 


However, Terron snapped himself out of his trance and looked back 
at the Charizard. It still wriggling was in pain, now even more so than 
before. Terron frowned at the sight of seeing this mighty dragon 
before him, now helpless and pathetic. He knew there was no way 
he was going to get this Charizard to fly again. No amount of pain he 
could inflict upon it could make it listen to him. When he understood 
this, Terron Knew there was only one option left. 


The Cubone tore out two clubs and a piece of Aron armor as he 
approached the Charizard's head, mashing the bones together and 
fusing them with his plague power until he was holding an axe in his 
hands. He grasped it in his two paws, adjusting to the heavy weight 
of the weapon, as he stopped before the Charizard's head. And 
then, before the Charizard even knew he was there, he raised the 
axe up over his head and brought it down upon its neck. 


There was a sickening crack as the dragon's head was severed right 
off its body. Terron had to take a step back as blood sprayed out of 
its body, making sure he was out of its line of fire until the bleeding 
finally reduced to pouring gently into the snow. Terron absorbed the 
plague back into his body as his axe became ordinary bones and 
metal. He put everything back into his robe except one of the clubs, 
which he then turned into a dagger as he approached the 


disembodied head of the deceased dragon. He gazed down upon it, 
noting the empty, lifeless stare that was now in its eyes. Then, he 
took his knife and sank it right into its flesh, carving up the head 
carefully. He tore open the head, careful not to spill too much blood 
on his clothes as he made the incision wider and longer, all while 
being delicate. 


Minutes later, he had opened up the head wide enough and found 
what he was looking for. With a grin, Terron put his knife away and 
reached both of his hands into the Charizard's head. Then, with a 
mighty tug, he ripped the great dragon's skull right out of its head, all 
in one bloody piece. Terron grinned as he held the skull in his blood- 
stained paws, marveling at his new persona. It was so perfect. He 
could feel the malleable ivory between his claws, refusing to crack 
no matter how much he pressed against it. He knew this skull would 
last him a very, very long time. 


Unable to resist any longer, the Cubone pulled down his hood and 
mashed the skull onto his head. 


The first thing he noticed was that it was a bit too big for him. He 
realized, right there, that his other helmet had been fitted to perfectly 
seal around his head while making it easy to pull off at the same 
time. The same could not be said for this. He could tell that it was 
better suited for a Marowak, who no doubt had bigger heads that 
could fit Charizard skulls. Perhaps, he considered, Cubone were 
never meant to wear skulls that fit them perfectly like his old one did. 
Perhaps they were meant to always be loose so that Cubone could 
have the extra incentive to evolve into a much bigger and stronger 
Pokémon who was much more suited for a mask capable of great 
power. 


The second thing Terron noticed was that the mask was very warm. 
Because he hadn't bothered to wipe away any of the blood, the 
entire helmet was saturated in it, causing it to leak onto his face. 
However, Terron found he didn't mind this. He knew it made him look 
more like a monster this way, but he couldn't care less. It wasn't like 


anybody would be seeing his face anyway with how he always had 
his hood. 


But in all, Terron liked his new persona very much. It would take 
some time to adjust to the large size of the skull, but he was going to 
cherish this skull until he died. It would be his prized possession 
above all else, making him feel powerful and unstoppable. 


Terron grinned as pulled his hood back over his head. Despite the 
protection his helmet now provided him, he still needed to remain 
hidden from the world. His persona made it much easier for anyone 
to realize he was a Cubone, the species that the entire world was 
seeking out right now. He couldn't afford to be caught right now. He 
was sure that he'd have no trouble slaughtering anybody who got in 
his way, but it would be time-consuming. There was no reason to 
waste precious time. For all he knew, Novus had already reached 
the ice and fire dragon he had been babbling about earlier and was 
using it to find his true body. Once Novus became Reshiram once 
more, Terron knew he'd immediately go off to kill the Primogenitor. 
He could see that in Novus's eyes when he had been begging Terron 
to help him. He was completely bent on killing the shadowy monster 
he had created as Rem, even if he would die in the process. With 
him that determined to continue on his suicidal mission, Terron knew 
every second of his own limited life counted. Any day now he could 
die and never be able to see his Pokémon of interest. 


Terron pulled out his bone club once more before turning it into a 
dagger, and then thrust it into the Charizard corpse. He ripped open 
its bowels as he reached inside, grabbing all of the bones he could 
spot and breaking them. He could use these bones; they were 
undoubtedly much stronger than the ones already in possession and 
could potentially serve for much better creations. 


Minutes later, Terron finally retrieved all of the bones he wanted from 
the corpse and had his Socius convert them into data and stow them 
away into its storage. Then, after pondering in it, he had all of the 
bones hooked onto the inside of his robe disappear into the Kuron 
device, their burdening weight lift off of him. He knew that he 


wouldn't be fighting anytime soon, so there was no need to have his 
weapons on him at any time. Then also, he was sure that he could 
simply summon a weapon into his hand just as he could summon 
new clothing to form along his body. It was certainly much faster than 
reach into his robe, fumbling for the right weapon, and then ripping it 
out. 


Feeling content with this decision, Terron began to walk away, 
heading out of the wasteland. It would only take about three hours 
from what his Socius was telling him. Then afterwards, the rest of his 
journey would involve him traveling through a number of fields, rocky 
terrains, and a forest. This blizzard-infested land would be the 
hardest part of his journey, though also the shortest. All he needed to 
tolerate the cold and keep going. Then, after getting out of the 
wasteland, he would rest for the day and continue on the next 
morning. 


*Schulk* 


There was a sudden pain in Terron's chest. He winced as he came 
to an abrupt stop, the bitter, stinging pain growing with each passing 
second. He grimaced as he looked down, and was horrified to find a 
large icicle digging into his heart, just as what had happened with the 
Charizard. 


Terron's legs gave out from under him, causing him to slump into the 
soft snow. He feebly wrapped his paws around the icicle and tried to 
rip it out, but found it was stuck fast in his body, slowly sapping his 
life away. He saw darkness closing in on him from the corners of his 
eyes, threatening to swallow him whole as he lost more and more 
blood. Soon, he found himself unable to move his arms and was only 
able to lay there motionlessly in the snow, his breaths becoming 
shallow and raspy. 


This time, Terron did not rejection the notion that The Shadow 
Hunter was the one who had attacked him. Though he wasn't sure 
why it would use ice attacks against him instead of some sort of 


other supernatural power, he didn't know how else the creature could 
have sneaked up on him so easily. He would have noticed otherwise. 


The Shadow Hunter Novus had spoken of was out to get Terron. It 
had been hunting him down and now it was going to kill him. 


As he lay there, slowly dying, Terron saw something emerge from 
the haze surrounding them. It was difficult to see due to its fur 
blending so well with the snow falling from the sky, but eventually it 
came close enough for Terron to finally identify it. 


It was a Glaceon, his sapphire eyes locked in a seemingly 
permanent, detached glare with a disinterested frown upon his 
muzzle. His tail silently swished behind him as he neared the fallen 
Cubone, his footsteps somehow not making a single sound in the 
snow. His feet didn't even sink into the snow even once, as if he 
were somehow far lighter than a normal Glaceon ought to be. Terron 
at first that thought that he was the Glaceon who had taken care of 
him on the island, but then realized this Glaceon was not the same 
one. This Glaceon lacked the warmth his old caretaker always 
radiated. 


This Glaceon was a perfect embodiment of the blizzard brewing 
around them. 


When the Glaceon finally stopped before Terron, the Cubone noticed 
that the very air around the Glaceon seemed to grow even colder. It 
wasn't enough to turn the snow falling around them into hail, but it 
still made the Cubone shiver. 


The ice-type stared down at the Cubone with a blank expression, no 
light sparkling in his eyes. His eyes slowly drifted toward the blood- 
covered ground, then over to Terron's head, which was still covered 
by his hood. Another moment of silence passed before the Glaceon 
took his paw and flung back the hood, revealing Terron's face to him. 
He took one look at Terron before his frown grew deeper. 


"| didn't think so," the Glaceon said with a scoff. "The Shadow Hunter 
would not use a robe to disguise itself." 


Terron realized, right there, that this was not The Shadow Hunter. It 
was true that the Glaceon didn't have a shroud of darkness over him 
as he briefly saw with the illustration Novus was looking at, but he 
had been willing to give a benefit of a doubt. Now there was no 
longer any reason to believe that. This Glaceon was someone else. 


"If you're not The Shadow Hunter... then who are you?" Terron 
asked quietly. 


The Glaceon seemed to ignore the Cubone as he pushed part of the 
robe upward, revealing Terron's left arm to him. His eyes 
immediately went to the Fellowship insignia scarred onto his hand. 
The tiniest of smiles briefly appeared on the Glaceon's face before 
he was once again a stoic, unbreakable block of indifference. 


"But it appears that you still have worth after all," the Glaceon stated. 
"Hunting you down was not a waste of effort." 


The Glaceon opened up his maw to suck in a large amount of air. As 
soon as Terron saw this, he knew what was coming next. He tried to 
move around to get away from the apparent bounty hunter, but he 
found he was still unable to move. The icicle stuck deep in his chest 
was paralyzing him, as he was sure this Glaceon had intended it to. 
Now, this Glaceon was going to deliver the lethal strike and 
undoubtedly turn over Terron's head to the Fellowship. And there 
was nothing Terron could do to stop him. 


You're wrong. 


Without warning, the icicle shot out of Terron's chest and sailed at 
the Glaceon. The Glaceon's eyes shot wide open as he abruptly 
disappeared into the blizzard, vanishing without a trace as the icicle 
cut through the air where he once stood. Terron looked down at his 
chest, baffled by what had just happened, only to find himself staring 
at an even more baffling sight. 


There were dozens of tiny little black tendrils worming their way out 
of the large hole in Terron's chest and were closing up the wound. 
Within a matter of seconds, the hole completely closed, and all that 
remained of the injury was a tear in his robe where the icicle had 
impaled him. Terron almost couldn't believe his eyes. 


Did you really think that you could die when you've got the 
plague in you now? You cannot die by any normal Pokémon's 
actions, just like the true Plagued Ones. You are immortal, 
Terron. 


No sooner than Terron heard this did a flurry of ice shards impact 
him, sinking into his spine. Terron cringed as they dug into him and 
thought he would collapse yet again, but was soon to find that his 
plagued self pushed each of the shards out of his body and sealed 
up his wounds. It only took another few seconds before the pain 
itself subsided. Terron stood there, mystified by what was happening. 
He really couldn't believe it. He was actually being hit with attacks 
that would kill him, yet living through all of them. 


He had become immortal. 


Terron grinned evilly as he scanned the blizzard around him, 
searching for that Glaceon that dared to attack him. He had to be 
somewhere nearby, or else he couldn't have possibly fired those 
shards. 


And then he saw the Glaceon. He was standing a few yards away 
from him, sitting in the snow and glaring at the Cubone from far 
away. The moment he locked eyes with that Glaceon, the ice-type 
instantly disintegrated into the blizzard, disappearing once more. 
Terron didn't Know what sort of power was allowing the Glaceon to 
do that, as he hadn't seen his old caretaker do the same, but he 
didn't concern himself over it. He imagined it was a unique ability 
that only certain ice Pokémon held within them. 


Terron growled as his Socius summoned a bone club into each of his 
hands. He gripped them tight as he mashed them together, fusing 


them with plagued energy until they formed a large shuriken. 


"Don't you dare pull that trick on me!" Terron screamed into the 
blizzard. "I've already had somebody pull that with me enough times! 
I'm sick of disappearing acts! Quit being a coward!" 


Something cold instantly snapped around Terron's legs. He shot his 
gaze down to find that his feet were now enveloped in thick ice, 
gluing him to the ground. He tried to pull his feet upward, but the ice 
refused to break and remained stuck fast to the snow. The Cubone 
bashed the oversized shuriken into the ice encasing his feet, 
shattering it instantly and allowing him to break free. 


No sooner did he do this did a blast of ice shoot out of the distance 
and impact his legs once again, sealing them back into the ground. 
Terron snarled viciously as he snapped his gaze toward the source 
of the attack to find the Glaceon standing close by, trails of white 
vapor streaming from his open mouth. Terron shot him a spiteful 
glare as he took his weapon and flung it at the ice-type. 


The Glaceon disappeared in an instant, once again becoming one 
with the blizzard. The shuriken went right through where he stood a 
second earlier before boomeranging back to the Cubone. Terron 
held up his arm, steadying himself to catch it without it slicing into 
him and potentially severing his head right off. 


But before he could raise his hand high enough, another pillar of ice 
struck him, and he found his entire hand enveloped in a block of ice. 
Terron quickly lowered the frozen arm and raised his other one to 
catch the oncoming object, but then yet another blast of frigid energy 
hit him in the arm and covered it in ice. Terron's eyes widened in 
horror as the shuriken sailed toward him, closing in on him with its 
blades gleaming maliciously. Knowing there was nothing else he 
could do, he held up both of his arms over his front in a cross guard. 


His plague-filled weapon crashed into his arms, slicing into the ice 
and cutting his flesh, but thankfully it stopped before it could chop off 
his hands. Terron sighed in relief, but then quickly remembered his 


predicament. He bashed his hands together, trying to break the ice 
further so that he could be free, but the ice wouldn't crack. It 
remained solid and unbreakable, bent on keeping Terron its prisoner. 
All his efforts had done were break the shuriken apart, turning back 
into ordinary bones as they tumbled to the ground. 


Another blast of energy hit Terron, this time hitting him in the chest 
and sealing his entire body into a black of ice. A second later, the 
Glaceon finally emerged from the blizzard and settled himself on the 
snow a few feet away from the Cubone. 


"You can't kill me you know," Terron said to the Glaceon. "You can try 
all you like, but you can't. Meaning you'll never win." 


"| Know | cannot. | know you carry the plagued creature powers 
within you," the Glaceon answered indifferently. "But that is of no 
concern to me. The bounty never required you to be a corpse." 


The ice-type then walked over to the Cubone before going around to 
his back. Terron struggled, trying to break the ice containing him, but 
it wouldn't budge. Only his head could move, but even doing that 
could over him no aid. He watched as the hunter grabbed the hood 
of Terron's robe, for it was the only part of his clothing that was not 
sealed in the ice, and yanked the Cubone down to the ground. 
Terron collapsed in a heap, his icy binds remaining strong and not 
fracturing even the tiniest amount. Seemingly satisfied with this, the 
Glaceon then sealed Terron's head in a block of ice before he bit 
down harder on the exposed hood and wandered into a seemingly 
random direction. He dragged Terron behind him as they exited out 
of the blizzard and into the calm of the storm. He didn't seem the 
least bit fatigued to be lugging around a dead-weight Cubone, 
somehow walking just as strongly and quickly as he did under 
normal circumstances. 


Terron couldn't believe this was happening. After he had been so 
strong earlier, completely unstoppable to everyone, this single 
Glaceon had managed to take him down and was whisking him 
away to be collected by what he presumed was the Fellowship. He 


couldn't think of anybody else who would want his head for a price. 
And though Terron wanted to resist, he Knew he couldn't. He had 
tried enough times, but the ice was proving too strong for him. It was 
bent on keeping him its prisoner, just as how the Glaceon was. They 
were both impossibly relentless, meaning that Terron would have no 
choice but to be collected by ones who could actually kill him. Even 
now, with his head encased in ice, he found that it didn't affect him in 
the least bit. It filled him with an uncomfortable cold, but he didn't feel 
his lungs shriveling up as he had imagined he would. It was as 
though he no longer needed oxygen to live. 


But it didn't matter whether Terron was alive or not now. He would 
die soon through other means. 


He had been so close. He had been so close to getting to his 
destination, and now he could do nothing but watch it grow further 
and further away. 


He would die in vain. 


No... it can't end this way. Terron thought angrily. /t can't. Not when 
I'm this close. I'm not going to let some stupid Glaceon ruin 
everything! 


An idea suddenly appeared in Terron's mind. It was a strange idea, 
one that Terron wasn't sure would even work, but he knew there was 
nothing to lose. He was being carried off to his death; nothing he did 
anymore could cost him dearly. 


Terron glared back at the Glaceon, and then accessed his Socius 
and told him to summon a dozen bone thorns from within its storage. 
Except, instead of manifesting them into his hands, he wanted it to 
do something different. 


He wanted it to summon them into the air and have them rain down 
upon the Glaceon. 


Terron waited as his Socius processed the request within his mind, 
reaching deep into its contents and accessing the bones he had 
stored within it. He felt it take even more of his energy as it did this, 
but didn't fret. The amount of his energy it sapped away was still not 
enough to fatigue him. 


For a moment, nothing happened. Terron was still being pulled away 
by the Glaceon, who only kept his eyes forward and strode along 
unflinchingly. Only snow fell around them, harmlessly settling upon 
their bodies before shortly being joined by their other brethren. 


And then, there was a glimmer of light, and many sharp objects fell 
out of the sky and rained down on the Glaceon. The ice-type was 
barely able to leap out of the way before they pierced the spot where 
he once stood, though a couple still punctured into his hind legs. He 
hissed harshly as he distanced himself from Terron and pulled out 
the thorns with his mouth, blood now running down his body. 


Terron didn't waste another second. He had his Socius rain down a 
good amount of sharp bones down upon his body, and watched as 
every single one sank into the ice, each one fracturing his binds a 
tiny amount. Eventually, each of the fissures joined together to 
create a large one that cracked the ice surrounding his body in two. 
He smiled as he ripped himself out of the ice and shook off the icy 
crystals clinging to his helmet. He then shot a mocking grin at the 
Glaceon, who was now frowning in disapproval. 


"Still think you can capture me?" Terron asked. 


The Glaceon didn't answer. The snow falling around the Glaceon 
began clinging to his tail, where it soon changed into solid ice. Within 
a matter of seconds, the Glaceon's entire tail was coated in the 
frozen substance, it now bearing a resemblance to a fearsome blade 
able to cut right through Terron's body with one swipe. And yet, 
Terron didn't feel intimidated in the slightest. Terron only grabbed a 
single bone club resting at his feet before changing it into a 
broadsword. 


Terron rushed forward, gripping the handle of his sword tighter as he 
closed the distance between the two of them. The Glaceon 
responded by darting to the side and then slamming his razor-sharp 
tail right at Terron's neck, as if he intended to cut Terron's head right 
off. But before the tail could reach his flesh, Terron intercepted it with 
the blade of the sword, blocking it and preventing it from moving 
forward. Then, when the two of them were put at a stalemate, Terron 
released his hold on his weapon and lunged forward. He grabbed 
the Glaceon by his throat before the two rolled through the snow for 
a brief moment before they finally came to a stop. Terron tightened 
his grip around the hunter's throat as he kept him shoved into the 
snow. 


The Cubone grinned evilly as he summoned a single bone thorn into 
his hand and turned it into a dagger. 


"Congratulations, plagued creature," the Glaceon spoke, somehow 
still unfazed despite his dire circumstances. "You are the first one in 
my many years of hunting to have forced me to be in this position. 
You should find that to be quite an accomplishment. To think | was 
disappointed for a brief moment because you were not The Shadow 
Hunter." 


"Who exactly is this Shadow Hunter?" Terron asked coldly. "And 
don't you dare trying to breathe out your ice at me. The second you 
start doing it, I'll cut your throat right open." 


"As if you could actually do that," the Glaceon scoffed, unimpressed 
with Terron's threats. 


"Don't test me, Glaceon ," Terron hissed. 


The ice-type let out a snort, but just as Terron was to shove his 
weapon against the Glaceon's neck, he began to speak. 


"Fine. | will give you a useless answer as a reward for your 
accomplishment," the Glaceon spoke indifferently. "The Shadow 
Hunter is a creature. It has been roaming Shiron since the plagued 


creatures revealed their existence. No one knows what it is or what it 
wants. But many believe it to be a more intelligent, more powerful 
kind of plagued creature. The fact that kills so often further makes 
others believe this. Thus a bounty was put upon its head. Just as 
you have a bounty on your head." 


The Glaceon glanced at the Cubone, a vague resemblance of 
curiosity glimmering in his eyes. 


"Obviously it is not allied with you plagued creatures if you are not 
even aware of its existence," the Glaceon stated blandly. "How 
amusing. | wonder who The Shadow Hunter could be then. | wonder 
why it looks like a plagued creature." 


Terron didn't say anything. Terron plunged his dagger into the 
Glaceon's neck, drawing blood. The Glaceon struggled to keep a 
stoic face as Terron pushed the weapon in deeper. But before he 
could push enough of the blade into the Glaceon's jugular, a breeze 
blew through the area they stood in, pelting the two of them with 
heavier, colder snow. It seemed that a strong appendage of one of 
the many blizzards in the area had reached them again. 


The Glaceon shot Terron a smug grin. 


"Sorry, but my head is not a reward I'm willing to give you," he said 
mockingly. 


And then, just like that, the Glaceon was gone, having disappeared 
into the blizzard. All that remained of him was the droplets of blood 
splattered onto the snow before Terron. Terron growled in frustration 
as he got to his feet, disappointed that he hadn't killed the bounty 
hunter faster. But, Terron knew the Glaceon wasn't coming back. He 
had probably run off to recover, for Terron's weapon had still cut 
deep into his throat. He'd live, but he would be in no condition to 
keep fighting. 


Terron, still fuming at his failure, gathered the bones he had 
summoned earlier off the ground and stored them back into his 


Socius. Then, he pulled his hood back over his head before storming 
off toward his destination, trying to forget about the Glaceon. 


Zekra finally spotted the large growth of trees that she knew housed 
the Greninja Village from her position high above in the sky. It was 
almost impossible to tell it was the right place, given that nearly all of 
the clusters looked exactly the same, but something told her this was 
the right place. She didn't understand why she thought that, but she 
saw no reason to argue with her intuition. 


She tucked in her false Skarmory wings as she descended into the 
mass of trees, careful not to scrape against the branches too much 
before carefully landing on the ground. She barely touched the dirt 
with her talons before Crystelle leapt off her back, giddily prancing 
about with their bag swinging around her neck. Zekra gave a tired 
sigh as she sank to the ground, transforming back into a Zorua. 


"Alright, we're here," Zekra announced. "Now all we gotta do is look 
for this tree with this weird symbol on it and we go under it. And then 
we'll find this tunnel and it'll lead us inside. So yeah, we just need to 
do that." 


Zekra took in a few deep breaths and let her sore muscles relax on 
the cold ground, the blades of grass lightly tickling her fur. She was 
heavily tempted to let her eyes shut and drift off to sleep, but she 
knew she couldn't. Somebody was waiting for her inside of her mind, 
and she had no intentions of seeing them again anytime soon. She 
would delay it for as long as possible. 


However, with her current position, she wondered how much longer 
she could hold off sleep. She hadn't gotten any sleep in three days, 
and the last two days she had been flying over Shiron to arrive here. 
During the breaks she would try to eat Chesto berries to keep her 
awake, but Crystelle refused to give her any, saying that if she relied 
on them to stay awake, she might grow addicted to them and might 
never be able to sleep again. And by doing so, she felt that they 
might somehow make Zekra's mind slowly go insane and not be able 


to differentiate between what was reality and what would appear in 
her dreams, thus blending the two worlds together into a corrupted 
reality where Zekra's worst fears existed. Crystelle had pointed out 
that Zekra had already been seeing things that didn't exist with the 
plagued Ursaring, therefore she refused to let Zekra have any more 
berries lest she begin having even more terrifying delusions. 


Thus, Zekra had been forced to stay awake all on her own without 
any sort of aid. Even Zekra wasn't sure how she did it, but now, she 
could feel her willpower waning. She really wanted to be able to 
sleep and not feel as though she would collapse with every step or 
flap of her false wings she took. 


But she couldn't. She just couldn't see Venri again. 


As she thought over these things, she noticed Crystelle trotting over 
to her. She watched as the Umbreon stopped before her tired form 
and looked down at her, her happy smile soon turning into a more 
serious, stern one. 


"Alright Zekra, we're here at the village," Crystelle said. "You 
promised that you'd rest now, remember?" 


Zekra's heart stopped. Crystelle was right; she had promised that. 
She had promised that she would sleep after they arrived near the 
village. Zekra had thought that perhaps Crystelle would forget about 
it, as she never had any intentions of keeping the promise, but it 
seemed she had been too hopeful. 


"Um yeah... you sure you don't want to go in the village first?" Zekra 
asked reluctantly. "| mean, we're right here and it's night time, the 
perfect time to go in and-" 


"No Zekra, you're getting sleep now," Crystelle said firmly. "You 
promised, remember?" 


"| know, but..." Zekra said as she flattened her ears against her 
head. "I really don't want to get some sleep right now." 


"Zekra, you look like you're going to pass out any second now," 
Crystelle argued. "Even when you were flying, | could see your eyes 
drooping a lot. We can't go into that Greninja Village when you're all 
tired and everything. | mean, do you know hard it is to sneak around 
anywhere when you feel like you're going to faint? It's hard. Very 
hard. You're going to die if we go into the village with you like this." 


The Umbreon came closer to the Zorua as she lowered herself down 
to Zekra's level, sitting beside her and looking at her with a sad 
frown. 


"| Know that you want to find your answers as soon as you can," 
Crystelle said gently. "Believe me, | know what that's like. That was 
why | came here to Shiron after | turned into an Umbreon; because | 
wanted to know how powerful | could actually be. | knew that staying 
home wouldn't give me those answers. So really, | Know what's 
going through your head right now. But you can't go get those 
answers right now like this. You're a mess. You're just going to get 
caught because of something stupid and I'm sure that those Greninja 
don't want us in their little village. You'll die in vain, and then I'll have 
to tell me parents that | couldn't Keep my promise to protect you. | 
really don't want to tell them that. So please, get some rest. Get 
some rest so that | can help you find your answers." 


Zekra frowned and looked away. She wanted to explain to Crystelle 
that she wouldn't actually die, given that she could regenerate 
without even thinking about it, but Knew that it was better not to. 
Besides, Crystelle had a point. She couldn't go into the village with 
her eyes drooping constantly and her thoughts swirling around 
aimlessly in her mind, forming an incoherent haze. It would be 
impossible to infiltrate the village in her condition. 


The Zorua knew that she needed to listen to Crystelle. She knew 
that she was right. But the moment she began to think about sleep, 
she soon saw Venri back in her mind, watching her expectantly from 
the darkness. Those gemstones of eyes were fixed on Zekra, 
glowing with a bluish-white light. 


She would have to face that Sableye if she fell asleep. And if she 
reunited with that Sableye, there was no guarantee she would ever 
wake again. 


Venri might swallow her whole. 
"|... can't," Zekra said weakly. "I just... can't." 


Crystelle stared at Zekra for a moment, her soft expression still 
frozen onto her face. She remained as still as a statue as the rings 
upon her body continued to illuminate dimly. 


And then, there was a glimmer in her eyes, and a disappointed frown 
formed upon her muzzle. 


"Fine, if you're going to be that way, you leave me with no choice," 
Crystelle said in a low, simmering voice. 


The Umbreon reached into her bag and then pulled out a single seed 
with her mouth before locking her glare onto Zekra. 


"This is for your own good, Zekra," Crystelle said, her tone vaguely 
pitiful. "You'll thank me for this later." 


Zekra knew what was coming next, but because she was so tired, 
her movements were sluggish and she wasn't able to react fast 
enough. Crystelle shoved Zekra down to the ground with a paw and 
then with her other paw, forced Zekra's maw open. The seed fell into 
Zekra's mouth and touched her tongue, and then it instantly 
disintegrated. 


She didn't even get a chance to scream before darkness enveloped 
her, pulling her down into the abyss of slumber. 


Chapter 75: Losing Your Way 
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Chapter 75 


Losing Your Way 


When Zekra opened her eyes again, she found herself surrounded 
by an endless darkness, stretching as far as the eye could see. It 
only took Zekra about a second to figure out exactly where she was, 
and the moment that she did, her heart raced faster than a sprinting 
Rapidash, bringing her pain. She jolted to her feet as she hastily 
looked around her, trying to find a glimmer of blue light from within 
the impenetrable black. 


Venri had to be somewhere in this mindscape of a world. Zekra 
could clearly remember how eagerly Venri would watch her from her 
mind's eye every time her eyes drooped, always wearing that smile 
filled with gemstone-shattering teeth. There was absolutely no 
reason that Venri would pass up such a perfect opportunity to finish 
her talk with the scared little Zorua. Of course, Zekra knew that Venri 
didn't actually want to talk. She knew that her plagued self had other, 
more sinister ideas in mind that didn't revolve around having a 
diplomatic chat. 


All creatures related to the Primogenitor only wanted one thing and 
one thing only. 


Unable to stave off her dread any longer, Zekra bolted from her spot, 
fleeing further into the darkness. She couldn't stay put in this world; 
Venri would surely catch Zekra then and promptly suck her soul right 
out of her. If she kept moving, then perhaps Venri would never spot 
her and she could find a way to escape from their shared world. She 
wasn't sure how she was supposed to find an exit, as the last time 


she left was by pure desperation, but she would try. She couldn't see 
Venri again. 


Zekra leapt off to the side and angled herself to fall downward, ready 
to plummet far down into the abyss just as she had done last time. 
Unfortunately for her, the darkness made an invisible platform, 
causing her to hit the darkness face-first before tumbling over. She 
whined as she came to a stop, rubbing her snout with her paws as 
waves of pain coursed through her skull. 


"Nice try, but that isn't going to work this time." 


Zekra didn't waste another second. She leapt to her feet and took off 
running, shaking the pain away as she searched for any hint of light 
in the darkness. There had to be an exit somewhere. If she couldn't 
fall down like she could before, perhaps she could find the light that 
Venri had engulfed the world in the very first time they met. She 
remembered how quickly she had woken up when she touched that 
light before. 


"Hey! Quit running!" 


Something rammed into Zekra's side, knocking her down in an 
instant. Zekra hastily rolled back over onto her stomach and was to 
have her feet push her up, but then, something heavy instantly 
pressed itself down upon her back. Her chin crashed into the 
invisible ground beneath her, her legs sprawling out of the way so 
that they could not be crushed under the sudden weight. Zekra 
squirmed and forced her paws to push against the ground, but she 
couldn't get up. Whatever was weighing her down was too much for 
her muscles to handle. 


Zekra started screaming and thrashing about like a caged animal. 


"Zekra, you know that's not going to help you. You're stuck here with 
me until | want you to leave and you know it." 


Something sharp with an oddly warm touch weaved its way through 
the tuft of fur on Zekra's head before lightly scratching her scalp. It 
took Zekra a moment to realize that something was trying to caress 
her head, as if to comfort her. However, it was more uncomfortable 
than soothing to the Zorua, for the claws pressed too deeply into her 
head and with each stroke she felt that her head might be cut open. 


The Zorua quit struggling as the voice's words echoed in her ears. 
The voice was so near, so close to her. It was as if the voice was 
right next to her. 


That was when Zekra finally realized what was going on. She 
swiveled her head back, and much to her horror, found Venri with 
her. The Sableye was sitting on her back, very close to where the 
Zorua's head was. Just like every other time Zekra saw her, she was 
wearing her devious grin that seemed to glow thanks to the light 
shining from her gemstone eyes. 


"Hi again," Venri greeted in what Zekra decided was an unsettlingly 
cheerful voice. "It's been a while. | missed you." 


Zekra instantly thought of turning into a Bisharp, knowing that if she 
could change, then she'd surely impale Venri with the many razors 
protruding out of her body. However, before the light could sweep 
over her body, a sharp pain shot through her mind, cutting off Zekra's 
illusion. 


"Yeah... no, you're not going anywhere," Venri said with a shake of 
her head. "You're staying here for a while. I've waited too long for 
you to come back here to just let you leave again." 


It was then that Zekra finally realized that one of Venri's claws was 
tangled in the fur on her head. It had been her Sableye claws that 
had been going over Zekra's scalp earlier, and it had been what had 
undoubtedly stopped her from changing forms. Zekra could only 
stare at Venri in absolutely horror, her jaw hanging open. 


"Oh come on, don't give me that look," Venri said in mock hurt. "You 
know I'm not going to hurt you." 


The Sableye once again ran her fingers through Zekra's scalp like 
she really was trying to comfort the tense Zorua. However, Zekra 
knew better. She knew what Venri was really up to. Zekra forced a 
scowl onto her face as she mustered up her courage, telling herself 
not to show any fear to the monster before her. 


"Then why are you sitting on me and making it so that | can't 
change?" Zekra asked. "You wouldn't do that if you weren't going to 
hurt me." 


"Well because you'll just run away from me if | don't Keep you in one 
place,” Venri answered. "I was going to just put you in a cell like 
they've got in those prisons, but then | realized you wouldn't like that 
very much. Cells are just too cold and kind of cruel, you know? Like 
I'm really trying to imprison you and steal your soul." 


"| think | would have preferred the cell to you sitting on me," Zekra 
stated blandly. "At least | don't have to think that you could cut my 
head right open at any second. And you know, | like my personal 
space. That kind of thing exists, you know." 


Venri laughed as she removed her claws from Zekra's head and 
adjusted her posture. 


"As if there's an actual thing called personal space between yourself 
and yourself," Venri said with a bemused tone. "You're funny 
sometimes. | keep forgetting that you can be after everything that's 
been happening." 


"You're not me," Zekra said with a low growl. "Quit saying you're me. 
You're not! You're-" 


"You better Keep your mouth shut," Venri hissed. "Don't you dare say 
what's on your mind right now." 


Zekra's tense scowl deepened, but she held back her words. She 
knew better than to upset the Sableye. The last thing she wanted to 
do was be consumed by her and be turned into a pure Plagued One. 
What she needed to do was figure out how to escape from this 
world. She wasn't quite sure how, given that Venri was preventing 
her from going anywhere, but she knew there was a way. There had 
to be, or else Venri really was going to end up corrupting her in due 
time. 


"So anyway, | think it's time you and | have that talk | wanted to 
have," Venri then said, snapping Zekra out of her stream of thoughts. 


"Yeah, | don't think so," Zekra said quickly. 


"You have no idea what | even want to talk about," Venri pointed out 
disapprovingly, casting the Zorua a glare. "You can't shoot me down 
if you don't even know what | want to say to you." 


"I'm pretty sure it's not any good," Zekra shot back. 
"Even if you could get stronger because of it?" 


That quickly got Zekra's attention. She knew it was probably a trap, 
something that Venri was using to bait her to let her guard down, but 
she couldn't resist gawking at the Sableye in surprise. Venri's 
disappointed frown quickly turned into a pleased grin as soon as she 
saw that. 


"You know, you don't have to go to that Greninja Village you're 
outside of right now to get stronger,” Venri started to say. "Because 
really, what do you think you're going to find there? Some Greninja 
that you can copy a bunch of powers from? Yeah right, you don't 
actually need any of that. Reshiram's body? Yeah | don't think it's 
there, and even if it was, you wouldn't care. Something to help you 
get over Zev's death? Look, just because you go walking around 
there and hanging around the places you guys visited before he dies 
doesn't mean you'll get over anything. Visiting old places to get 
closure doesn't always happen. Sometimes it doesn't do anything. 


Sometimes it just makes things worse. Because really, that's why 
you want to go there, right? You doing this so you can get over Zev's 
death?" 


"Yeah..." Zekra answered quietly, not liking how easily Venri could 
read her intentions. 


"Yeah, thought so," Venri said smugly. "Well look, | hate to tell you 
this, but you're not going to get over anything by going into that 
village. You're not going to get closure and sure aren't going get 
stronger. Going in there is a complete waste of time. There's only 
one way to get the strength you want, Zekra, and it's not something 
you can find on Shiron. You can try to find it all over Shiron, 
searching under every rock and everything, but you're not going to 
find it. You want to know where it really is?" 


"Where?" Zekra couldn't help but ask. 


Venri's smile widened as she leaned forward a little, allowing Zekra 
to better see her face without having to twist neck back too much. 
There was an alarming amount of Zeal in the Sableye's eyes. It 
almost startled Zekra to see so much eerie vigor in her eyes. 


"It's with me," Venri answered. "/ have your strength. | have all of the 
strength you think you lost and more." 


"What...?" Zekra asked, her voice barely able to support her words. 


"Now let's get one thing straight before you start making crazy 
assumptions," Venri stated, pointing a finger at the Zorua. "I didn't 
steal your strength. It just got drawn into me after Yimtri ditched you. 
From what I've figured out, whenever you get extremely upset about 
something, | absorb some of your strength and get a little stronger. 
It's what makes it easier for me to talk to you and stuff. But of course, 
| Knew you were going to get it right back after you got better. That's 
always what happens. It's been proven true time and time again 
whether it's when you get over your trying to kill yourself or when you 


don't know if you should go throw yourself into Erebus Woods with 
the others. 


"But you didn't get better this time. No, you just kept having 
meltdown after meltdown, and | kept getting more and more of your 
strength every time you did that. And it kept going until Zev finally 
died and you gave up on literally everything. Then almost al/ of your 
strength left you and it all got absorbed into me. Now obviously 
you've still got some determination, otherwise you wouldn't have left 
the island in the first place, but most of it is with me. And really, with 
all of this power inside of me, | can do a lot of things | could never do 
before. | could probably take over your body right now if | wanted to 
because you're so weak and everything that made you great is in me 
now. You know, just like a real Plagued One that you keep saying | 
am." 


Venri flashed Zekra an evil grin, making Zekra cringe back. She was 
about to start resisting again and make a break for an exit once 
again, but Venri put a clawed hand on her head and loosely curled 
her fingers around her scalp. 


"Hold on, don't go running off on me," Venri said with an exasperated 
sigh, her smile gone. "I said | probably could take over your body, not 
that | will . There's a difference." 


"But you're still impossibly strong now," Zekra stated tersely. "You 
just confessed that you have a lot of my strength and that you are 
literally stronger than | am right now. How am | supposed to react to 
that?" 


"By letting me finish talking," Venri answered in a bored tone. 
"Because let me tell you something Zekra; I'm not Supposed to be 
able to give you all of this power | absorbed from you back. If | was a 
real Plagued One, I'd take over you right now and make it so that 
you could never break free. But I'm not; I'm special. And because I'm 
special, | can give you the strength | took from you, as well as power 
from myself." 


All of the spite and anxiety building up in the Zorua was washed 
away as soon as she heard this. Her vicious scowl slowly melted 
away as a softer, more mystified expression came over her. 


"You can?" Zekra asked in a soft voice. 


"Oh yeah, | can," Venri said with a grin. "| Know | can. It's all yours 
and you can keep it for the rest of your life. But you see, there's only 
one way for me to give you all of that power; | need you to 
synchronize with me." 


"You mean... like where you and | become one?" Zekra asked with a 
puzzled stare. "Aren't we already synchronized, though? Plus I've 
seen you. You're connected to literally every single part of my body 
and you refuse to let me die no matter what | do..." 


"Well, sort of," Venri started to say. "You see, you and | are both 
sharing the same body right now, but we're not the same Pokémon. 
We're two separate entities. Even though | know I'm you and that 
you're me, we're still not one being. Mother put the plague into you, 
and then after a while it made me from some part of your soul. It's 
like we're in a symbiotic relationship where | help you by giving you 
small parts of my power, like heal you whenever you get hurt, while 
you help me by giving me a body to live in and a voice to use. 
Neither one of us can have either of those things without the other, 
but we're still separate beings. 


"However, if we synchronize, that's where the two of us become one 
Pokémon and we share everything. Everything | am becomes you, 
and everything you are becomes me. You can have all of the 
strength | absorbed from you along with some of my other powers | 
haven't even given you yet, all because | can only give them to you 
when we're one. And when we're one, we can do all sorts of things 
that neither of us could do on our own. Or anybody else for that 
matter. We'll be a really strong Pokemon that'll be unstoppable. Now, 
we'll still be able to talk to each other even though we're one 
Pokémon, but that's how you can get all of your power back. I'll hand 


it right over to you right after we synchronize because we'll be the 
same Pokemon. 


"But if you really want that strength you lost back, that's all you gotta 
do. You just need to synchronize with me and then | can give it to 
you." 


Venri smiled as she finally got off of Zekra and stood at her side. 
Zekra made no attempt to get up as the Sableye held out one of her 
hands toward her. 


"So what do you say? Do you want to be strong again?" Venri asked. 


The Zorua stared at the claw outstretched before her, looking at the 
purple claws patiently waiting for Zekra's paw to be put in them. She 
could vaguely recall Nyx talking about synchronizing with her plague, 
slowly becoming one with it so that the plague could offer them 
powers that no ordinary Pokémon could have. She hadn't explained 
exactly what these powers were, but based off what Venri could 
already do to assist Zekra in their current state, she could imagine 
they were powers capable of performing things beyond her wildest 
dreams. Perhaps she'd gain the ability to breathe underwater without 
having to transform into a water-type, or maybe she could command 
the very Plagued Ones that threatened to swallow the region whole. 
All she had to do to gain more these abilities was synchronize with 
Venri. She wasn't quite sure how they'd do that, but she had a 
feeling that Venri had it all figured out. 


Zekra wanted her strength back. She wasn't sure what it would feel 
like to suddenly be as strong as she was before everything went into 
a downward spiral, but she craved it. She wanted her power back so 
that she could decide what she wanted to do with her life, and if it 
was as easy as simply shaking hands with Venri, then there was no 
reason not to. It would save her and Crystelle the task of visiting the 
Greninja Village. She did want to go inside the secret society again 
to see more of their customs and buildings, but it wasn't an 
overwhelming desire. She knew that she could go the rest of her life 
being satisfied with not visiting that village a second time. 


She just wanted to be strong again, not the weakling she had 
allowed herself to become. 


But just as Zekra was to place her paw in Venri's claws, she 
suddenly realized something. If she synchronized with Venri, she 
and that Sableye would become the same Pokémon. If she did that, 
Venri would have just as much control over their new body as Zekra 
did. 


It was then that Zekra suddenly had a memory of her running 
through Aurora Town when it was being overrun by the Plagued 
Ones. She saw herself running through the streets, ignoring the 
gazes of the helpless civilians and avoiding the Plagued One's 
grasps before she ran into Rayne and Bane, two of her old 
Fellowship leaders. She saw herself attack them, raking her claws 
through their bodies and then turning into a Scyther, trying to slice 
them apart with a desperate, crazed look in her eyes... 


And then she realized that was never her. 


That was when she overtaken by her Instinct Infestation. That was 
Venri manipulating her unfiltered instincts and taking complete 
control of Zekra to do as she pleased. 


If she synchronized with Venri, it would be exactly like that time from 
ago. She would become a monster. No matter how much Venri 
claimed she was benevolent and had no intentions of devouring 
Zekra's soul, she couldn't convince herself to believe the Sableye. 
Not after everything Shade had told her and how Venri was a 
fragment of the Primogenitor regardless of any circumstances. 
Somewhere in her she still had the instincts to kill and pollute the 
world with her kind. 


Zekra ran away before she even knew what was happening. She 
sprinted past Venri, passing her as she increased the distance 
between them. She looked back to find that she actually was getting 
further away from Venri unlike last time, making the Sableye grow 
smaller with each passing moment. 


She could see Venri standing there, glaring at the Zorua witha 
displeased, spiteful scowl. Zekra couldn't resist but to stop and keep 
looking back at the Sableye. Venri didn't move from her spot, instead 
choosing to keep her glare fixed on Zekra. 


"Fine! Go to your Greninja Village!" Venri cried. "See if it helps you!" 


The Sableye shot the Zorua one last nasty look, and then turned her 
back on Zekra. The last thing Zekra saw was Venri slowly retreating 
away into the darkness before a white light flooded into the endless 
void from high above and swept up Zekra in its grasp and ushered 
her away. 


Zekra's eyes shot open, and she found herself sprawled out on her 
side inside of a small burrow. She was pushed into the far end of the 
little hole, Keeping her safe from any wandering Pokémon. Standing 
right in front of her, blocking the only exit to the hole, was Crystelle. 
She was sitting there in front of the Zorua, staring at her with a blank 
frown. Not a single ring upon her body was glowing, making her 
blend in perfectly with the darkness surrounding them. It was only 
the glimmering of her red eyes that gave away her location. 


The second that Zekra saw the Umbreon, she suddenly remembered 
what had happened shortly before she found herself in Venri's world. 


"You!" Zekra snapped. "You knocked me out!" 


"Yeah, | did," Crystelle said nonchalantly. "You weren't going to fall 
asleep on your own, so | helped you. Now, thanks to me, you've 
gotten three hours of sleep. Would have been better to get maybe 
five or more, but | know you're not going to be going back to sleep 
anytime soon." 


"Don't you everdo that again!" Zekra spat as she sprang to her feet, 
baring her fangs. "| Swear, you do something like that again and I'll 
tear you right up! You hear me? Don't you ever -" 


"Yeah yeah, | know," Crystelle said with a dismissive wave of a paw. 
"Don't worry about it. You got rest and that's all that counts. Besides, 
it's not like the same trick is going to work twice." 


Zekra stopped as she looked at the Umbreon. Now that her rage 
was slowly simmering down, she could see that something was not 
right with Crystelle. Her words, normally filled with such vigor and 
spunk, were now eerily hollow and detached. Her tone was almost 
an exact match to Zekra's own voice before she had left the island. 
Then not only that, but none of Crystelle's enthusiastic spirit was 
shining in her eyes. Normally Zekra could see a radiant sparkle in 
her crimson eyes, like she was always overflowing with energy and 
could never contain it. But now, there was only a disinterested 
blankness to her eyes, as if she had suddenly grown very bored. 


"Are you okay?" Zekra asked, lowering her voice. 


"Well, how do you think I'm feeling after what you did?" Crystelle 
answered, not even bothering to hide the bitterness in her voice. 


Zekra sighed, realizing now what her actions had done. She calmed 
the hostile emotions raging in her heart by taking in a deep breath, 
and then looked up at the Umbreon with a rueful glare. 


"Look. I'm sorry for yelling at you," Zekra said. "| shouldn't have 
lashed out like that. It's just that | really didn't like what you did. |... | 
see things when | fall asleep now. | see a lot of horrible things that | 
don't really like to talk about. That's why I never wanted to fall asleep 
in the first place. So when you forced me to pass out like that, 
making me see all of those things... well it got the better of me. So 
I'm sorry for how | was acting. | shouldn't have let my emotions get 
the better of me." 


Crystelle kept her blank gaze on Zekra for a moment, not saying 
anything. Zekra was forced to keep her solemn stare fixed on 
Crystelle, hoping that she wouldn't reject her apology and strain their 
budding friendship. She had already dealt with enough turmoil with 


her past friendships; she wasn't sure her heart could take having any 
more painful relationships. 


But thankfully, her faith was rewarded, for the Umbreon released a 
regretful sigh of her own and hung her head. 


"No, you're right," Crystelle said quietly. "| shouldn't have forced you 
to fall asleep like that. Even if you really needed sleep, | shouldn't 
have given you that seed. | should have tried something else." 


"It's alright," Zekra replied. "Nothing really happened, and | do feel a 
little better now that I've actually gotten some sleep. Just... you 
know, don't do that again. Please." 


"Yeah, | got it," Crystelle assured with a small smile. 


Zekra smiled in return, happy to know that everything had been 
resolved between them rather easily. For a brief moment, Zekra 
wondered if she could reverse all of the damage in each of her 
friendships just by doing something very similar to what she had 
done. But then, Zekra remembered that she had no idea where any 
of them were. The only way she could find out was to meet up at 
their rendezvous point in Aurora Town in a few weeks. And even 
then, there were no guarantees that any of them were alive. For all 
she knew, Terron, Novus, and Nyx were dead, and she was sure 
Yimtri was never coming back regardless of anything. 


As soon as she realized this, she shut the thought out. Thinking 
about this would make her depressed, and she couldn't be that way 
right now. Right now she had something to find in the Greninja 
Village. She could think about her destroyed friendships when she 
was finished and had hopefully found her lost strength. Venri had 
claimed that Zekra's strength was only available through 
synchronization, but Zekra refused to believe it. She knew that there 
had to be another way to obtain it. 


Maybe visiting the village and coming to terms with what happened 
to Zeverous was one way. 


"Alright, well since that's settled, we should probably go into that 


village now," Zekra then said. "Because, it's night time right now, isn't 
it?" 


"Yep! Sun set a couple of hours ago,” Crystelle reported. 


"Alright, then yeah, we should be able to sneak in with the darkness 
as our cover," Zekra said with a nod. "Alright, let's get going. We 
should only have to be in there for like an hour or so." 


With that, the Zorua made her way past the Umbreon and exited the 
burrow, bringing her back to the surface. She soon found herself 
standing in the jungle, surrounded by darkness too similar the black 
that had enveloped Venri's world, the massive canopy of the trees 
blocking out most of the moon and starlight. However, Zekra didn't 
fret, for she could still see with her night vision and knew that 
Crystelle could as well. They would be fine. All they had to do was 
find that tree that Zeverous had showed her a time ago, or the very 
entrance to the village itself. 


Zekra took in a deep breath, and then transformed herself into a 
Leafeon. She needed to make sure that the Greninja in the area 
didn't know she was sneaking into their village. Surely, if she 
pretended she was a feral Leafeon roaming about the jungle, they 
wouldn't think much of her. It would make everything easier. 


She turned around, about to tell Crystelle how she needed to follow 
her from the shadows to avoid being caught, but Crystelle was one 
step ahead of her. The Umbreon sprang into the bushes nearby, 
becoming one with them before sticking her paw out for Zekra to 
see. She pointed forward before sinking her paw back inside the 
bush and became very still, making it impossible to tell that she was 
in there. Zekra had to resist a smile as she went forward, peering 
around carefully for the special mark upon a tree that would lead her 
to the underground tunnel. If she could find that, then she would 
have a set path to the village. 


The false Leafeon trotted through the jungle, not bothering to keep 
quiet as her Umbreon companion darted after her, slinking into the 
shadows close to Zekra. Zekra gazed at every tree she came 
across, searching for the symbol Zeverous had put upon the tree 
long ago, but found none. But rather than give up, she kept walking, 
heading deeper and deeper into the jungle. 


After traversing for what Zekra felt was half an hour, she finally 
spotted the tree she sougNt. It was difficult to spot, for the blades of 
grass had grown tall enough for it to nearly cover the mark, but she 
saw it. The second she did, she prodded at the base of the tree just 
as she had seen Zeverous do. Within moments, the dirt beneath the 
base of the tree caved in, revealing to her the tunnel she sought. 
Zekra grinned eagerly as she crawled into the hole and made her 
way down the tunnel. She forced herself to keep her mouth shut as 
she squirmed through the dark cramped passageway and tried not to 
inhale the dust falling from the ceiling above. 


Minutes later, Zekra popped out of the other side of the tunnel and 
once again found herself in the Greninja Village. She released a 
relieved sigh as she turned back into a Zorua and shook off the dirt 
clinging to her fur. 


"Bleh! | think | got a bunch of dirt in my mouth! Eugh!" 


Zekra turned around to find Crystelle scrambling out of the tunnel, 
hacking up wads of brown spit rather obnoxiously. 


"Hey! Keep it down," Zekra warned her in a hushed voice, drawing 
closer to her. "We've got to keep quiet. If those Greninja find us, 
they're going to kill us. They don't want anybody to know about this 
place." 


"Oh, right. Sorry," Crystelle said with a nervous giggle. 
Zekra rolled her eyes at Crystelle's naivety, but didn't say anything 


and only surveyed her surroundings. It had been quite a while since 
she had last come here, and time had not changed the mystic vibes 


that the village emitted so powerfully. The multi-colored orbs clinging 
to every tree in sight still glimmered with their ethereal power, and a 
very calming peace resonated through the air, easing many of the 
dark emotions churning in Zekra's heart. If she didn't know that there 
were highly-trained ninjas potentially watching her from the shadows, 
ready to strike her down at any second, she would have remained 
where she stood and simply absorbed the soothing aura until all of 
the unease in her spirit was eradicated. 


The Zorua took in the peace for a moment longer, and then 
transformed into a Greninja. Then, after evaluating her surroundings, 
she hurried off toward the far end town that she knew she needed to 
visit. She didn't even need to look back to know that Crystelle was 
following after her, leaping from shadow to shadow to stay behind 
the false Greninja. Within minutes, the two finally arrived at Genryu's 
shrine, a small, empty space of land where only a single statue of 
the Greninja leader rested. The stone impersonation of the great 
leader remained deep in an eternal meditation, still holding the two 
orbs in his webbed hands. 


Zekra smiled, but it was bittersweet. She knew why she was truly 
here and what had happened the last time she had stood before 
Genryu. She knew that somebody else besides Crystelle should 
have been with her to revisit the statue. They had both said that they 
wanted to visit again, but it seemed that only Zekra was the one 
follow that fleeting aspiration. 


Zeverous wasn't going to be in the village ever again. 


The false Greninja sat beside the statue as she felt her heart sink at 
the thought, already feeling the tears welling up in her eyes. 
However, she refused to let them to fall down her face, instead 
trapping them in her eyelids. She was about to force herself to think 
about anything except her dead brother, but then realized that his 
death was the exact reason she had come back to the village. She 
had come back here because this was the last place the two of them 
had ever visited before Shade murdered him in cold blood. The last 
of her happy memories with him were here in this secret village, right 


there by this statue of the great Greninja leader. She had come back 
here to find closure from his death, just as she had visited her 
hometown after it was destroyed because she wanted to find closure 
from her impromptus departure. 


Zekra closed her eyes as she leaned into the statue, almost 
shivering from its cold touch. 


Alright. I'm back here. Zekra thought to herself. Now what? Do | just 
sit here and wait until | feel better? Is that how this whole closure 
thing works? Am | supposed to just reminisce a little? 


She put a hand to her chest, still feeling the ache in her heart. She 
released a saddened sigh as she sank down lower into the ground, 
and then forced herself to remember every single moment she spent 
with her brother after she discovered he was alive again. She 
watched from within her mind's eye as she bear witness to his heroic 
and brave deeds, whether it was saving her, Terron, and Novus from 
Shade or protecting them from Yimtri when they thought he was 
going to kill them for breaking their oath. She remembered the 
softness of his mane whenever she was in it, always feeling so 
secure as she remained in it, feeling that not a single thing in the 
world could harm her as long as she was in it. 


And then, all of the happy memories she had of him were instantly 
dashed as she saw his corpse right before her, a pool of blood 
gathering beneath him. She could still see the lifeless expression in 
his face as his spirit left his body. 


"No, this isn't working," Zekra said, opening her eyes. "This... this 
isn't working..." 


"What's not working?" 
Zekra looked over to find Crystelle coming out of the shadows and 


silently trotting over to her. All of the zeal in her eyes was gone, there 
now only being a solemn curiosity. 


"Trying to get over Zeverous,” Zekra explained with a sigh. "| thought 
that maybe if | thought about him and tried to think about everything 
we've done, I'd get over it. And if | got over it, maybe I'd feel stronger 
again. But | don't feel any better right now. | feel like it could be 
getting worse actually." 


"Well of course you're not going to get any better that way," Crystelle 
said pointedly. 


"What's that supposed to mean?" Zekra asked, resisting a snarl. 


"| mean, his death isn't the only thing that's weighing you down," 
Crystelle replied. "You're sad about other things you did too, aren't 
you?" 


Zekra stared at the Umbreon with a confused glare for a moment 
before she realized what Crystelle was talking about. As soon as she 
did, she turned away from Crystelle and looked down at the ground. 
It was Terron and Novus; she had ditched them with absolutely no 
second thoughts. She had no idea where they were now, and for all 
she knew, they could have been dead. She had lost two of her 
closest friends all because of her choices and there was no 
guarantee that she would ever get them back. Besides, she couldn't 
go back or else she'd ruin the rest of Terron's life. He couldn't know 
what happened he did as Dimitri. She had to keep him safe. 


Then not only that, but she remembered everything about Yimtri as 
well. If she had simply kept her mouth shut and let him be, none of 
the catastrophes would have happened. Yimtri never would have left 
the group and she and Terron could have still been the best of 
friends. They could have been together and be there at each other's 
sides, supporting each other through everything with the happiest of 
smiles. Maybe she could have even convinced Yimtri to be more 
outgoing around everybody so that he too could have been a close 
companion amongst the group. 


But she hadn't listened to Yimtri when he had given her his warnings, 
and now she was paying the price. Now she was all alone, having 


ditched her friends to save them and having her brother die to save 
her. 


Crystelle seemed to realize what was going through Zekra's mind, 
for she drew closer to the false Greninja. 


"You probably wish things could have ended differently," Crystelle 
said to her. "I can't say that | understand everything that happened to 
you, but | can imagine it and know how it must feel to be you. And | 
know that you must think that you wish you hadn't done certain 
things because maybe if you did, things would have ended up 
differently. But Zekra, you need to understand something. Things 
happen, and you can't dwell in what happened. You'll always wish 
you could have done something different, but the truth is that you 
can't think like that. You have to take what you have and make the 
most of it and forget about what you used to have. You have to keep 


going." 


"| know that," Zekra sighed. "But it's just... everything really was my 
fault. /'m the one who made our group fall apart. If | had just left one 
of the guys | was with alone everything could have turned out so 
much better..." 


"You don't know that,” Crystelle said, shaking her head. "You don't 
know if everything could have been better. For all you know, that guy 
was planning on ditching you guys anyway and you just happened to 
give him the incentive to leave earlier than he expected. But you 
don't know if you're the actual reason. You don't actually know what's 
going on in his head, so you can't say that it's your fault. Plus, what if 
that guy did stay with you guys? Something else could have 
happened that could have been even worse than what already 
happened. You have no idea. 


"But even if everything that happened was because of what you 
did... so what? So what if you did all of that? It's not like you can go 
back and change what you've done. We all make mistakes and we 
have to accept that we were the cause of our own misery. You just 
have to live with what's happened and accept the consequences, 


Zekra. | know that it's not easy sometimes, especially when you think 
you're on the worst road you could possibly take in life, but you have 
to realize that this is your path now. There's no turning back. And 
even though it doesn't look pretty and you really wish that you could 
have done something different, you have to remember that you can 
make it work. You can take this path you're on and make the most 
out of it, and you can actually end up stronger and better than you 
would have ever ended up becoming if you took those other paths. If 
you really wanted to, you could make all of the pain you've felt this 
whole time and make it your greatest power." 


Zekra kept her stare fixed on the Umbreon, letting her words sink in. 
She knew what it felt like to use pain as a reason to fight. She had 
relied upon it when she lost everything before when she first met 
Terron. It had been a powerful motivator, driving her forward even 
when the sore muscles in her body could not. It fed the wrath and 
hate inside of her, making her vendetta against the Plagued Ones 
stronger as she kept going through each and every day, determined 
to find a way to defeat the Plagued Ones once and for all. 


But she had given that up after all of her friendships slowly fell apart, 
whether it was by her choice or not. She had finally given into the 
pain, letting it move her into a downward spiral of depression. She 
no longer had the power to take that hate and keep moving forward. 
So she had run away from it, Knowing that she could no longer cope 
with it. She ran away from everything that reminded her of her 
darkness and in doing so, she had lost her strength. 


It was in that moment that she realized her darkness was her 
strength. All of the pain she felt and the need to make it go away had 
pushed her forward. Her constant battle with her darkness was what 
had given her the power to fight. But now that she had given up 
herself to it, telling herself that she had no reason to fight anymore... 
she had become weak. 


"You're right," Zekra realized. "You're absolutely right. | was only 
strong before because | always fought with the darkness in me all 
the time. Whenever | fought with it, it reminded me why | was fighting 


in the first place, and it gave me the power to keep fighting. And it 
worked wonders. It let me survive when | should have died a long 
time ago..." 


The Zorua stood up as she changed into a Skarmory. She lowered 
herself to the ground and looked back at the Umbreon. 


“Come on, let's get out of here," Zekra ordered. "We're done here. | 
think | know what | have to do to make myself remember to fight 
against my darkness again." 


Crystelle didn't move. She only remained where she was, standing 
still and slowly shaking her head at Zekra. 


"No Zekra, you don't get it," the Umbreon stated. "You gave up on 
everything because your strength was you always fighting with your 
demons. It was a weak source of power. If you try to use that as your 
source of strength all over again, you're just going to crack again and 
get absolutely nowhere." 


"What?" Zekra asked, turning to face the Umbreon. "No, you just told 
me that | could use my pain as my strength. You literally just said 
that. Why are you going back on what you're saying?" 


"Because you're getting the wrong idea," Crystelle answered. "Zekra, 
you're not supposed to fight your pain to get stronger. You're 
supposed to work with it. You're Supposed to accept it as a part of 
yourself." 


Zekra shot the Umbreon a shocked expression, not believing her 
ears. She thought that perhaps the Umbreon had gone delusional. 
Nobody could work with their pain as Crystelle described it. Pain was 
not something to be integrated into someone's life, or else it would 
bring endless suffering. It was something to be fought against, 
something to ignore lest they fall into despair. Crystelle obviously 
had no idea what she was talking about, but that clearly wasn't a 
surprise since she hadn't suffered any tragedies herself. She was a 
happy, oblivious little Umbreon so naive to the true horrors of the 


world until very recently. And even then, she couldn't seem to take 
the threats very seriously, as if everything was a joke. 


But before Zekra could voice her thoughts, she saw a blue blur shoot 
out of the trees above them and descend upon Crystelle. She 
thought she saw the glimmer of a blue, watery object in the hands of 
the blur. 


Zekra shot forward before she even realized what was happening. 
She landed on Crystelle, shielding her from the oncoming target as 
they descended upon the two of them. And then, there was a 
sickening squishing sound, and Zekra was filled with immense pain 
as she reverted back into her true form. 


The Zorua forced herself to open her eyes and found that she was 
draped across Crystelle's back. Standing right before the two of 
them was a single Greninja, holding a watery sword the length of its 
arm. The blade of that sword was stuck fast in Zekra's spine, lodged 
deep into it but not quite cutting her in two. Blood seeped down her 
back and trickled onto the helpless Umbreon below her, who was too 
paralyzed with shock to bolt. She must have been too traumatized at 
the sight of Zekra's dying body on hers. She couldn't comprehend 
that Zekra had just saved her life at the cost of her own. The 
Greninja before them only stood there, prying the sword out of the 
Zorua. It would probably go after Crystelle now, thinking that Zekra 
would now die from that fatal strike. After all, no normal Pokémon 
could live through an attack that sliced their spine and many of her 
organs in half. 


But Zekra was no ordinary Pokémon. 


The Zorua opened her mouth and fired a Dark Pulse at the Greninja, 
blowing it backwards into a tree. Without wasting another second, 
Zekra leapt off Crystelle and landed upon her feet. She nearly fell 
down on her knees from the overwhelming pain spreading through 
her, but it quickly passed as her plague stitched her body back 
together and made her whole and unharmed once more. She shot 
Crystelle a fierce glare as she instantly turned back into a Skarmory. 


"We're leaving, Crystelle!" she declared. "Let's go!" 


But no sooner after she said that did a dozen Greninja suddenly leap 
from the trees surrounding them and descended upon the dark-type 
duo, all holding weapons of many varieties within their webbed 
hands. Zekra snarled as she sprang at Crystelle and snatched her 
up in her talons before taking off into the sky. She shot higher into 
the air, intending to break through the canopy and escape far away 
from the jungle, but then, she felt many tendrils tie around her feet 
and neck and drag her back down into the village. She looked back 
to find that all of the Greninja had created whip-like weapons out of 
water and were pulling her back to them with all their might. And 
though Zekra resisted, flapping her wings vigorously and fighting 
back with every ounce of her strength, she couldn't break out of the 
binds the Greninja had put her in. They were going to pull down her 
and Crystelle to them and slaughter them. Or rather, they would 
slaughter Crystelle. She was not like Zekra who had the immortal 
plague within her, unable to die by the hands of ordinary Pokémon. 


When Zekra realized this, she looked down at the Umbreon clutched 
in her talons, watching the Greninja reel them in with an anxious 
glare. Crystelle would fire blobs of black energy at each of the 
Greninja down below, but they'd always be intercepted by waves of 
watery stars, only making harmless explosions in the air that would 
dissipate just as quickly as they appeared. And though she 
continued despite this, Zekra knew her efforts were futile. She was 
only delaying the inevitable. 


Zekra knew what she had to do when she saw this. Though she 
personally didn't want to do it, she knew she didn't have a choice. 
She had a promise to keep. 


"Crystelle, make sure that you get to Oracion Village," Zekra said to 
her, forcing herself to sound calm. "You might not see me for a while, 
but we'll meet up again somehow. Just don't come looking for me 
here. Just stay in that city." 


"Wait... Zekra, what are you-" 


Crystelle was never able to finish, for Zekra suddenly lurched 
forward. And then, with her increased momentum driving her 
forward, she threw her talons up in the air and released her grip 
around the Umbreon. She was pulled back by the Greninja, though 
her plan prevailed. Crystelle went flying out of her grasp as she 
rocketed out of the canopy and high into the air, sailing far away from 
the Greninja Village. Zekra didn't get to see her face as she 
disappeared, becoming nothing more than a black dot in the 
distance. 


Zekra sighed and hoped that Crystelle would be able to land 
unharmed. And then, she finally stopped resisting and allowed the 
Greninja to pull her down to them, where each and every one of 
them had a sword out to impale her the second she reached them. 
Zekra didn't even bother to slow her descent as she simply let 
herself fall, ready for what was to come next. 


The false Skarmory let every single one of the blades sink into her 
body, and then collapsed along the ground. She resisted letting out 
an ear-piercing scream as the weapons dug into her flesh, skewering 
her organs and tearing apart her tissue as she became a Zorua. 
Second she landed upon the grass, she prepared herself to change 
into a Scyther, ready to slaughter all of these Greninja and escape 
as quickly as possible. But as the light was to envelop her and turn 
her into the deadly bug-type, she stopped herself. She suddenly 
realized that it wasn't right to kill these Greninja. It would certainly be 
easier thanks to how much power she held within her, and her 
instincts screamed to do it, but she knew she couldn't. None of the 
Pokémon surrounding her deserved to die. They were only 
protecting their home from outsiders. They weren't attacking her out 
of malice. They just couldn't afford for her to live and know the secret 
location of their village. 


When Zekra understood this, she forced herself to remain a Zorua 
and stifled the vicious, murderous thoughts in her mind. She couldn't 
listen to them. Instead, she fired a massive pillar of darkness into the 


group of Greninja, spinning around in a circle in an attempt to wipe 
every single one of them out 


Several Greninja were consumed by the blast, convulsing for a few 
seconds before falling to the ground with eyes shut tight. However, a 
good majority of the group had managed to avoid the attack, 
scattering into trees or simply leaping over the pillar of darkness. 
Zekra's frown deepened as she felt her plague push all of the blades 
out of her body and instantly patch up all of her bleeding wounds, 
making it as though nothing had even happened. 


"She really can regenerate," one of the Greninja pointed out, not 
able to hide the dread in their voice. "That wasn't just a trick. She 
must be one of those plagued creatures everybody's talking about." 


"Great, what are we supposed to do with her now?" another asked. 


"You let me go, that's what you do," Zekra shot back. "I don't want 
anything to do with your village. | just came to visit your shrine, and 
now that that's done, I'm done. | don't want anything to do with you 
Greninja anymore." 


All of the Greninja stared at her, none of them bothering to attack 
her, but keeping their weapons close and their stances crouched and 
ready to pounce. Zekra stared back at them with a blank stare, trying 
not to look intimidated and reminding herself that she was in no real 
danger. These Greninja couldn't actually hurt her. 


She was considering the idea of bolting again, but then one of the 
Greninja suddenly leapt at her and snatched her up in their hands. 
Before she could do anything, the Greninja closed one hand around 
her muzzle, preventing her from firing anymore Dark Pulses. Then, 
with its other hand, it grabbed one of her paws and showed it to the 


group. 


"This is that Zorua that those Fellowship Pokémon want,” the 
Greninja stated. "You can see the mark imprinted upon her paw." 


Everybody peered at her for a moment, and she watched as each of 
their eyes widened as their already hostile stances seemed to tense. 


"Well what do we do with her then?" another Greninja asked. "It's not 
like we can kill her... she keeps regenerating." 


"Yes, that's true," Zekra's Greninja considered. 


It stared down at her for a moment, releasing its grip on her paw and 
holding her more tightly so that she couldn't squirm or transform into 
something far more threatening. 


"Let's take her to the elders," her Greninja then said after a while. 
"Let's see what they want to do with her." 


And then before Zekra knew it, the Greninja smacked the back of her 
neck with a webbed hand, and she was out like a light. 


Terron finally exited the icy wasteland as he made his way into a 
section of the plains that were untouched by the cold. Just as he had 
predicted, it was night now, the moon finally visible to him and no 
longer covered up by a massive blanket of dark storm clouds. He 
sighed in relief as he shook himself, riding himself of the icy crystals 
clinging to his clothes. He looked around him and studied his 
surroundings to see if there was anything worthy of note, but he 
found there was nothing. Absolutely nothing remarkable awaited 
him, save for the faint glimmer of a dirty brown in the far distance. He 
imagined that was a set of hills he was to climb over in due time, or 
perhaps it was the opening to a canyon of sorts. Terron wasn't sure 
exactly what his Socius had told him. 


But regardless of whatever lay ahead of him, Terron knew that he 
could walk no more. His legs were growing weary and though he 
wanted nothing more than to keep walking forward, he knew he 
couldn't push himself. He needed to conserve and replenish his 
energy, saving every bit of power he could before he was to arrive at 


his destination. He couldn't afford to arrive there looking fatigued and 
half dead. 


With a frown, the Cubone walked forward a few feet, and then 
summoned two bone clubs, one in each hand. He mashed their 
shafts together as he sent his plagued energy into them and 
watched as they merged to form a massive cone-shaped drill bit 
larger than his entire being. It soun around rapidly in his grasp, 
making a loud whirling sound. He plunged it into the ground at an 
angle and watched as it effortlessly dug through the dirt, creating a 
tunnel as Terron pressed it deeper and deeper. He kept his grip on 
the drill as he tunneled further into the ground, hopping into the hole 
and digging into the underground until after a minute, he had created 
himself a burrow with a single room large enough for at least five 
Pokémon of his size. 


Terron smirked for a brief moment as he absorbed his energy back 
into himself and stored the bones back into his Socius. He went over 
to a wall of his burrow, and after checking the softness of the spot, 
laid down and produced a pillow under his head and a blanket over 
his body from his Socius. 


And then, after wrapping himself up in the blanket tight enough so 
that he could not feel the draft flowing into the burrow, he closed his 
eyes and drifted off to sleep. 


Soon. Soon I'm going to find you. Just you wait, Yimtri. 


Chapter 76: Shadow 
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Chapter 76 


Shadow 


It was the end of the fourth day of Terron's journey, and he finally 
found himself traversing through a dense forest which seemed to be 
filled with an eerily large number of Kakuna dangling from tree 
branches, all watching him with their beady little eyes in the 
darkness of the night. Terron paid no mind to them. He could kill 
them all if he wanted to, and it wasn't as though they could move, 
but there was no reason to fight. He would be at his destination in 
another ten minutes if he kept walking at the rate he was going. Very 
soon he could finally meet the one he sought so fervently. 


There was absolutely going back now. He knew that there was a 
very distinct possibility that he'd die if he made it to his destination, 
but Terron found he couldn't care about what happened to him. He 
had abandoned Novus without a second thought, and if he were to 
go back, he'd have no way of knowing where the Quilava was. It 
wasn't as though Novus also had a Socius latched onto him that 
could tell him where Novus was. Therefore, turning around and 
forgetting about everything was impossible. He was at the point of no 
return, whether he liked it or not. 


Terron walked for a few more minutes, and then he finally saw it. 


There, standing before him, was a murky swamp. It was completely 
overrun by vegetation that curled and twisted unnaturally, as if 
threatening to snatch him up and ensnare him. Tiny mounds of dirt 
made up the islands, some only big enough for one Pokémon while 
others appeared large enough for at least fifty. The water that held 


the many tiny islands was absolutely filthy and filled with algae, 
making it impossible to tell if there was even a bottom. Bubbles 
occasionally rose to the surface, though from what Terron couldn't 
imagine. He had no idea what kind of creatures could be living 
beneath that putrid surface. 


But he did know what kinds of creatures were living somewhere 
above the surface on one of the many islands scattered out before 
him. He knew, because this was Midnight Swamp. 


This was where Yimtri was hiding. 


Terron glared from beneath his hood as he fixated his gaze upon the 
many islands before him. Somewhere, on one of those specks of 
land, that Sableye was hiding, doing who knew what. Terron realized 
that nobody could possibly know, given that he had closed off 
himself to both the mortal world. For all anybody knew, Yimtri was 
hiding here to live out the rest of his days in peace because he knew 
that nobody would dare to search for him a murky swamp that fit his 
very element. Terron wouldn't have been very surprised, given how 
much the Sableye seemed to hate being around Terron's group. 


The Cubone was about to construct a way to reach the islands, but 
then, he felt a presence in the air around him. It wasn't Yimtri's, for it 
wasn't nearly potent or sinister enough, but it was close. It was 
undoubtedly a plagued Pokémon just like himself. Terron summoned 
a bone club into his hand as he twisted around and shot a glare 
toward the source of the intruders. He found there to be nothing 
there but the ominous trees that had always been surrounding him. 
However, Terron didn't let himself grow convinced by this seemingly 
reassuring sight. He could still feel the presence of the plagued 
creatures in the area, watching him from their hidden places. 


"| know you're there," Terron said, glaring into the darkness. "You 
don't have to hide from me." 


There was a flicker of movement, and then a Mismagius and 
Chandelure slowly emerged from behind some trees, revealing 


themselves to Terron. He instantly recognized them to be Noc and 
Lume, the two Pokémon Yimtri had with him when he was trying to 
kill Terron and his companions when he thought they told the 
Fellowship about Erebus Woods's dark secret. They both drifted 
closer to him, staring at him with curious eyes. 


"Why Terron, it's you," Lume said, studying him. "I'd know that voice 
from anywhere. Apologies, it's that you're so unrecognizable with 
that robe upon you, not to mention your spirit doesn't seem familiar 
at all. It seems changed somehow." 


"You could say that," Terron said quietly, pulling his hood further over 
his head. "Now where's Yimtri? | know he's here." 


"You seek the liege, do you?" Lume asked. "Well sorry, but he is not 
here in this swamp. It is true that some of his followers are here, but 
he specifically is not. He is elsewhere." 


"| heard that he's going to the Pledge Mountain Fellowship right now, 
though," Noc then added. "Heard he has something he wants to get 

from there. Said he wanted an item they had, but you could probably 
find him there if you wanted to see him. You might get lucky and run 

into him on the way or something along the lines of that." 


Terron glared at the two ghost-types as he tightened his grip on his 
weapon. The two stared back at him with solemn gazes, as if they 
were sincerely telling him the truth and were trying to help him the 
best they could. But Terron knew better than to think that. Sabre and 
Grace had specifically said that Yimtri was here in this swamp. They 
had admitted that he might not be here anymore, given that they 
couldn't check up on him, but he knew that the Sableye was in the 
swamp. Something within Terron vehemently believed that and 
refused to believe anything else. 


"No, he's not," Terron hissed at them. "He's here and you're hiding 
him from me." 


Lume and Noc exchanged a quick glance with one another and 
though they tried to hide it, he saw the unease in their eyes. It was 
brief and was gone in a flash, but he knew that they were panicked. 


"He's not here," Noc said again. "And even if he was, he's been 
rather busy as of late. He doesn't exactly have the time or energy to 
have an audience right now. You really don't want to talk to him when 
he's got something really important his mind anyway. He can be 
rather... venomous." 


"As if he's never like that," Terron said indifferently. "You're talking to 
me like | don't actually know him. | don't care how he feels right now. 
| didn't walk all the way over here for nothing. Now where is he? And 
don't tell me that he's not here again. | know he is and you can't 
convince me otherwise." 


The two ghost-types said nothing as they continued hovering before 
the Cubone, both of them now very grim. Terron gave them a 
moment as he pulled his hood further over his head, making sure the 
two couldn't see his face. He had a feeling that if they saw him in his 
synchronized state, appearing like a demon straight out of the 
underworld, they'd surely prevent him from reaching Yimtri. He 
considered that they might even attack him in fear that he was a true 
Plagued One. He couldn't afford that. He needed them to think that 
he was unchanged since the last time they saw him, if garbed in 
strange clothing not seen in Shiron. 


But when the moment passed and the two still wouldn't give Terron 
his answer, he realized what had to be done. The Cubone tightened 
his grip on his weapon and began seeping his plagued energy into 
its marrow. 


"Well, if it isn't you. | thought | heard your voice. | didn't think I'd ever 
see you again, but here you are... here you are with me." 


Terron stopped just as Lume and Noc parted away from the Cubone, 
allowing him to see somebody standing not too far behind where 


they once dwelled. Terron only had to glance at the entity for one 
second before he instantly knew who it was. 


"We meet again, Yimtri," Terron seethed. "I've been looking for you." 


The Sableye before him had not changed since the last time they 
spoke what felt like an eternity ago. His gemstone eyes still 
glimmered with a distant yet sinister radiance and the dark aura 
always following him like a shadow continued to waft around him, 
spreading a chill into Terron's body. His faithful black cape was still 
tied around his neck with a secure knot, seemingly even more 
tattered than ever. At any moment Terron felt it would rip right off the 
Sableye's body and become forever lost in a wayward breeze. But 
Terron knew that would never happen. If that cape had remained to 
the Sableye for as long as it had, given everything Yimtri had gone 
through his entire time on Shiron, then nothing could separate Yimtri 
from his cloak. Their fates were intertwined with one another, both 
incomplete with the other. 


As soon as Terron locked eyes with the blank-faced Sableye, he felt 
the malice within him steadily grow stronger, churning up a number 
of hateful thoughts and bitter memories he held regarding the 
Sableye. He could already feel his blood starting to boil. 


Terron took a step toward Yimtri. Lume and Noc drifted over to their 
liege's side, staying close to him and watching Terron carefully. 


"So this is where you've been hiding for the past three months," 
Terron said, keeping his voice low and brooding. 


"That's correct,” Yimtri answered. "Care to explain to me how exactly 
you knew | was here when | have worked so tirelessly to hide my 
whereabouts from everyone?" 


"Let's just say that | had resources from the other side," Terron 
answered ominously. 


Yimtri remained quiet, as if waiting for Terron to elaborate on his 
answer, but Terron said no more. He didn't feel particularly chatty 
around Yimtri right now. Every second he had to be among the 
Sableye's presence put one more malicious thought into his mind. 


"It's time for you to get heading back from whence you came,” Yimtri 
said after a short pause. "I left your group for a reason and just 
because you have found me does not mean I'll rejoin you. This isn't 
like some childish scavenger hunt where | am the hidden treasure to 
be claimed. | have my own agenda to follow now and you and your 
group are not a part of it. Go back with your friends wherever they 
are and be on your way without me." 


"I'm not leaving," Terron stated dryly. "| came here for a reason." 


"Oh, resisting my orders | see," Yimtri said indifferently. "Hmph, you 
never change, Terron. Well then if you're going to choose to be so 
stubborn-" 


Terron transformed the club in his hand into an oversized dagger as 
he shot toward the Sableye. Yimtri was barely able to move out of 
the way as Terron was to collide into him, leaping a few feet away. 
Terron skid to a halt as he shot a glare at Yimtri, finding to his great 
displeasure that the Sableye didn't seem the least bit horrified by 
what had happened. He was only giving Terron a mildly confused 
scowl, but that was soon removed from Terron's view as Lume and 
Noc swooped in before the Cubone. They were both glaring at him, 
holding hostile stances as their eyes seemed to radiate all the more 
brightly. 


"Out of my way," Terron growled at them. "I have something to take 
care of with Yimtri." 


"You will not touch the liege," Noc hissed. "You'll have to go through 
us first." 


"Fine, it's your guys' life." 


Terron pushed off the ground with his feet as he slashed his dagger 
forward, closing the distance between him and the ghosts. They 
swooped out of the way and were able to avoid a lethal swipe, but 
because of Terron's increased speed, he was still able to cut his 
plague-eradicating weapon across their appendages. The second he 
did, a wispy tassel on each of the Pokémon was severed right off 
and didn't grow back. Their limbs only remained stunted, oozing with 
a sickly black haze. They both cringed before bringing their eyes to 
Terron's weapon, not even bothering to hide their astonishment. 


"That power..." Noc muttered. "What kind of power is that?" 


The Cubone didn't waste another second. He summoned a club and 
rib into his free hand and latched them onto his weapon, fusing the 
three pieces together to make a scythe. With its extended reach, he 
gripped the handle and swung it around in a half-circle. Lume and 
Noc swooped back, narrowly avoiding the deadly blade before 
forming balls of black energy in front of their beings. After charging 
them for a second, they then fired at Terron. The Cubone ripped the 
blade off his scythe before using the oversized pole as a club, 
swinging it into the spheres of energy. They collided with the bones, 
threatening to explode at any second, but Terron's plan prevailed 
and they were flung right back to Noc and Lume. 


The two ghost-types were immediately blasted with their own attacks 
and were sent flying into the swamp, away from sight. Terron 
scowled as he hooked the rib back onto his weapon and looked back 
at Yimtri. For whatever reason, he had not run away as Terron had 
been anticipating. He was still standing where Terron had last seen 
him though now glaring at the Cubone in return. But it still wasn't out 
of fear as much as Terron wished it could have been. 


"Terron... just what do you think you're doing?" Yimtri asked, his 
voice low and threatening. 


"I'll let you guess," Terron replied curtly. "After all, you're me, and you 
should know yourself better than anybody else." 


The Cubone summoned a rib in his hand and latched it onto the 
other end of the scythe, now making it so that both ends held a 
curved, fearsome blade. He then flung it at Yimtri, watching as it 
became a spinning contraption of death as it closed in on the 
Sableye. Terron knew that Yimtri wouldn't be able to avoid it; it was 
moving far too fast and was much too big to maneuver away from. 
He would be forced to take the hit and have something severed off 
his body. 


But much to Terron's surprise, the Sableye still found a way. He sank 
right into the grass just as the blades were to cut right through his 
midsection, disappearing a flash of darkness and causing the 
weapon to go sailing into the distance. Terron scowled as he 
accessed his Socius's deepest contents and saw all of the bones 
lying within, waiting for him. 


"Nice try, but you know you can't hide forever," Terron sneered. 
"You've gotta come up eventually and when you do..." 


It was then that Terron heard footsteps all around him, growing 
closer with each moment. They were light and swift to remain 
undetected, but they weren't quiet enough for Terron. He could hear 
each of them very clearly and from what he could tell, there were at 
least twenty Pokémon about to storm in upon him. 


Sure enough, a large group of Pokemon leapt out of the shadows, 
whether they be from the forest or the islands resting in the murky 
water beyond. They were all of different elements and species, but 
Terron knew that they all belonged to Yimtri's old Fellowship. There 
was no other reason for why they would be attacking him with such 
ferocity and dedication in their eyes. The Cubone waited until all of 
them had shown themselves, and then finally gave his Socius the 
order he had been reserving for Yimtri. 


Dozens of bones with sharp points manifested into the sky and 
rained down upon the oncoming Pokémon. Terron watched with a 
satisfied smile behind his hood as each and every Pokémon was 
impaled with at least one bone and listened to their screams. Then, 


with their assaults slowed and their bodies flinching from the pain, 
Terron formed a bone and rib in his hand. He mashed them together 
to make a sickle, but he didn't stop there. He grabbed the handle of 
the sickle before sliding his hand down the shaft, and in the process, 
made his Socius manifest vertebrae pieces in the space of his 
cupped hand. The second they touched his palm, he sent his 
plagued energy into it and fused it to the bones behind it only to 
summon another piece and keep the process going. Within seconds, 
he had made a long chain connected to the end of the sickle. 


Terron Summoned one last club and rib before jamming them onto 
the end of the chain, giving his new weapon the final blade it 
needed. With a smirk, Terron grabbed the chain and swung it around 
like a lasso above his head, watching the sickle upon one end fly 
around circles as it gained momentum while Terron held the other 
sickle tightly in his free paw. Then, when he felt it had gained enough 
speed, he tossed it toward the crowd of Pokemon in a looping 
manner so that it would slice through everybody in a circular motion. 


But just before Terron's sickle could cut a nearby Lucario into two, 
Yimtri shot out of the ground and grabbed the handle, stopping it 
from sailing any further. He gave Terron a malicious glare as he 
pulled back the sickle, making Terron lurch forward from the 
unexpected yank of the chain and collapse on the ground. 


"All of you, leave this place," Yimtri commanded. "Tell the others to 
hide far away from here as well. | don't care where you go, but don't 
come back until dawn." 


"But what about you?" a Murkrow asked. "What will happen to you?" 
"I'm going to take care of this thorn in my side," Yimtri said quietly as 
Terron got to his feet. "And you will not stay here. None of you will. | 


will take care of this and have none of you interfere and get 
yourselves pointlessly killed." 


"But..." a Combusken started to beg. 


"Go," Yimtri hissed, his voice becoming warbled and demonic. "Get 
out of here." 


That was all it took. Though everybody wore a reluctant frown, they 
did as told and fled from the scene. It wasn't long before Terron and 
Yimtri were all alone in the swamp, not a creature to be heard. 
Terron saw Yimtri glace at the weapon clutched tightly in his claws 
for a moment before bringing his attention back to the Cubone. 


"You figured out a way to harness plague energy,” Yimtri observed. 
"Fascinating. So this is how it manifests in you. | wonder how you 
were able to draw out that power from your plague. You don't appear 
to have the willpower or strength to force that power out of your 
plague without it taking complete control of you. You couldn't have 
possibly overridden the plague." 


Terron didn't say anything. He only took the other sickle attached to 
the chain and swung it at Yimtri, aiming for his neck. However, Yimtri 
blocked it with the other sickle still in his claws, watching it clatter 
against the plague weapon before collapsing on the ground. Yimtri 
swiped it off the ground before Terron had a chance to react and 
pulled back with a mighty tug. Terron held his ground as he tightened 
his grip on the chains, digging his feet into the ground as he pulled 
back. Yimtri's grip wouldn't loosen, and soon the two of them were in 
a deadly tug-of-war. 


"So then, if you're using your plague powers against me, you must 
know that plagued Pokemon have very special bodies compared to 
everybody else," Yimtri went on. "And you must know that wielding 
such power is the only way to actually kill a plagued being. So based 
on all of those facts... you're here to kill me." 


"You don't deserve to live anymore,” Terron hissed. 
For just a moment, Yimtri looked stumped and his face became 


blank, as if not sure he had heard Terron correctly or perhaps 
actually couldn't believe what he had heard. But after a brief moment 


of pondering, clarity came back to him and a disapproving scowl 
made its way back onto Yimtri's face. 


"Terron, | don't think you realize something. Though | loathe to say it 
with how you're acting right now, I'm you," Yimtri said. "You kill me 
and you're most likely going to die in the process as well. You'll be 
committing suicide." 


"I'm going to die anyway when the Primogenitor gets killed, so what's 
the difference if | die a little sooner?" Terron shot back. "Besides, I'd 
rather die knowing that you died by my hands. Especially because of 
the fact that you're the reason my entire life is a mess!" 


The Cubone let go of the chain just as Yimtri did, though Terron was 
one millisecond faster, making Yimtri stumble back from the 
unexpected lack of resistance. Seeing his chance, Terron leapt 
forward as he manifested a club into his hands and turned it into a 
knife. He descended upon the fallen Sableye and plunged the knife 
straight down into his chest. But just before the tip of the blade could 
puncture Yimtri's body, a black tendril shot out of Yimtri's shadow 
and wrapped itself around Terron's wrist. With a swift tug, it brought 
him to the ground, where more tendrils proceeded to shoot out of the 
shadow and tie the struggling Cubone down. 


Terron watched as Yimtri got to his feet and looked down at the 
helpless Cubone with a disgusted scowl. 


"How have | ruined your life?" Yimtri said lowly. "I've been gone from 
your life for the past three months. | figured you'd be much happier 
with me gone, knowing how much my presence irritates you." 


"Don't play stupid with me," Terron spat. "| Know what happened with 
you and Zekra. | Know what she found out and what you did to her 
once she figured it out. You woke up the Primogenitor back when 
you and | were Dimitri. You're the one that woke it up and started this 
whole mess happening all over Shiron! You're the reason this entire 
world is going to be overrun with demons any day now!" 


Yimtri flinched, his scowl contorting to that of a pained, horrified one. 
He took a step back, as if suddenly afraid of the Cubone, but it was 
momentary. Soon his unbreakable composure returned, and he was 
now glaring at the Cubone with a gaze that could surely melt steel. 


"| told that girl to Keep quiet..." Yimtri murmured under his breath. 
"Of course she didn't listen to me. Never should have trusted her. 
When | find that girl..." 


"Oh Zekra didn't tell me anything,” Terron then said, cutting off 
Yimtri's murderous thought process. "She kept your secret safe." 


"Then how?" Yimtri demanded. "How did you find out?" 


"| went to Kuron, and | visited where you woke up the Primogenitor," 
Terron answered darkly. "Second | saw where it used to sleep... | 
remembered everything that happened in that cave. | remembered 
that you put your hand up to that thing and let it suck out some of 
your energy so it could wake up. And then how it broke out of its little 
sleeping chamber looking like a cute little dragonet that looked 
nothing like what it would eventually become when it got stronger..." 


Yimtri shot the Cubone a stunned look, unable to fathom the words 
Terron spoke. Visiting Kuron when he had undoubtedly wanted to 
return to the human realm himself must have sounded like an 
impossibility to Yimtri. Seeing the Sableye's stupor, Terron made his 
Socius fire sharp bones at the Sableye. They appeared out of thin air 
and fired from all directions, all of them closing in on the Sableye 
rapidly. They wouldn't kill Yimtri, given that none of them had the 
plagued-killing haze seeping out of them, but they'd weaken Yimtri 
enough for Terron to give the final blow. 


But once again, Terron's expectations were shattered. The Sableye 
Snapped out of his trance as the bones came rushing upon him and 
cast the marrow-filled weapons a resentful glare. Then, somehow, 
the Sableye flawlessly avoided each and every bone coming his way 
without fleeing from his spot, whether it be through side-stepping or 
ducking out of the way so that they just barely grazed over his head. 


Terron could only watch in dumbfounded silence as the last bone 
fired out of the ground and aimed to strike Yimtri in the forehead, 
only for the Sableye to grab it in mid-flight with a clawed hand and 
snap it in two with a clench of his fist. 


Yimtri looked back at the Cubone, the resentful glimmer in his 
gemstones was still present. 


"So you intend to kill me because | woke up the Primogenitor and 
am the cause of Shiron's plight," he stated blandly. "How absurd. You 
forget that you are just as much to blame as |. That horrible decision 
to wake up that demon was as much mine as it was yours." 


"Don't you ever say that!" Terron screamed. "That was all your fault! 
It was all your fault because you're the one who made the decision! 
You're the evil thoughts Dimitri had, and you're the one that told him 
to wake that thing up! 


"Because you're nothing but the darkness Dimitri had inside of him! 
You're a shadow just like the Primogenitor is! You're nothing but 
living darkness that brings misery wherever it goes!” 


The hate inside of Terron spiked, and he had more bones rain down 
from the sky and pierce his shadowy binds. He watched as his binds 
dissipated the second the bones impaled them, allowing Terron to 
spring to his feet and lunge at the Sableye. Yimtri hastily 
sidestepped out of the way, making Terron miss. However, he only 
stumbled for a moment before catching himself and steadied himself. 
He formed bones in his hands, and then mashed them together to 
make the sickle-ended chain he had created much earlier. 


"And it was because of what you did that it ended up ruining my life," 
Terron went on. "Because you forced Zekra to keep your secret, she 
ran away from me. My best friend ditched me all because of you and 
she's never coming back. She did what you asked her, but at the 
cost of my friendship with her. She left because every time she looks 
at me, she knows that she can't tell me what | did! Either that or she 
hates me because of your actions! Maybe it's even both! And then 


because of that one decision, my entire group fell apart, and now it's 
just me. Zeverous is dead because he only had Zekra to help him, 
Nyx and Zekrom got absorbed inside the Primogenitor, and Novus is 
too busy chasing after some hopeless dream to see what really 
matters anymore. My life is the way it is all because of you and your 
very existence. 


"| finally get what the Primogenitor did to Dimitri. When it and Nyx 
were fighting over him, it split Dimitri into two beings. It made me, the 
true self that was the real and honest Dimitri, no strings attached. 
And then it made you, the darkness in him. You're the shadow, the 
things he knew were evil but he still had inside of him anyway. You're 
the monster he was always suppressing. You're the monster that 
made him wake up the Primogenitor. And then the Primogenitor 
found Dimitri again so many years later and gave you life and your 
own body to help it with its own plans. That's what the Primogenitor 
does, | finally get it now. It makes shadows come to life. It makes all 
of the darkness in everybody's hearts take over them, smothering 
out our real selves. It wants to make this world a world for you 
shadows. And you were the original shadow that aided the 
Primogenitor, the shadow in Dimitri that would ultimately be 
responsible for the complete takeover of our world by everybody's 
shadows." 


Yimtri stood there with a blank scowl, saying nothing. Terron couldn't 
believe he hadn't realized Yimtri was Dimitri's shadow before. It all 
made such perfect sense with the way Yimtri acted and why he was 
SO menacing and snappy compared to Terron's much more friendly 
and agreeable personality. He couldn't have been anything else 
except the darkness of Dimitri personified. It only made sense that 
the Primogenitor would have given life to Dimitri's shadow when that 
monster was nothing more than an all-powerful shadow itself. The 
Plagued Ones were nothing more than the evil within creatures 
taking over their true, more well-meaning selves. 


Terron flung the sickle at the Sableye, hoping this time to finally land 
a hit on the dazed one. However, just as with every other time he 


had tried to attack Yimtri, the Sableye stepped out of the way and 
grabbed the handle of the sickle, preventing it from going anywhere. 
But this time, he didn't pull back the chain, only keeping it tightly in 
his grasp he stared absently at Terron. 


"How? How are you avoiding everything | throw at you?" Terron 
asked in frustration. "Why won't you die?!" 


"Because | can see everything you're going to do, Terron," Yimtri 
answered. "Don't you remember how we defeated Nyx? We 
developed the same plans in our minds and worked together using 
that. It is the same here. | Know what you are planning, and though | 
don't understand how you can possibly be wielding the uncanny 
powers you are using, | can see how you plan to implement them. 
You can't possibly catch me off-guard when that is so. Therefore, 
you can never hurt me." 


"We'll see about that," Terron growled. 


"You're not the Grim Reaper you've dressed yourself up as," Yimtri 
said disapprovingly. "Terron, just give up and leave me alone. Every 
fight between us ends the exact same way, and quite frankly I'm tired 
of them. They don't solve anything and it only wastes both of our 
times, and right now | can't afford to waste any more time. | actually 
intend to stop the Primogenitor before it consumes the whole 
dimension, and I'm not about to let you stop me." 


The Cubone yanked back the chain just as Yimtri released his grip 
on it, causing it to go flying back at Terron's head. Terron moved his 
head out of the way just in time to avoid it cutting his head in two, 
though the blade still caught on the edge of his hood. Terron 
absorbed the weapon back into his Socius, though not quickly 
enough for it to throw back his hood and reveal his head to the 
Sableye. And for the first time since Terron stepped into that swamp, 
he saw the Sableye flash his eyes in a panic. 


"Your eyes... so that's how you gained those powers," Yimtri 
realized. "You merged with your plagued self. You became /t. You let 


it turn you into a demon." 


"No, | just got some black contacts from Kuron," Terron scoffed, not 
bothering to put his hood back up. "No, of course | synchronized with 
my plague. Way to point out the obvious. And you know what? It 
feels great . | can do anything when I'm like this, including killing 
you." 


"And when exactly did you become one with that thing inside you?" 
Yimtri then asked with an uncomfortable grimace. 


"What does it matter?" Terron shot back. 
" Answer the question," Yimtri demanded. 


Terron scowled, but he realized there was no reason to ignore 
Yimtri's request. Maybe he could give him an answer and then attack 
him while doing so while he was distracted. But just as he was to 
speak the words, a familiar voice echoed through his mind. 


Don't bother. Keep attacking him. Your words can't distract him, 
though he will grow tired. Just you wait. He can't dodge forever. 


Terron slowly nodded, getting rid of his previous thought. He 
summoned a bone club in each hand and filled them with plague 
energy before flinging them at Yimtri, both closing in on him from 
either side. The Sableye only snapped both of his arms to his sides 
as he let the bones sail right past his shoulders, missing him by a 
hair. Then, he immediately bounded toward Terron. It seemed that 
the Sableye was finally ready to fight back. Terron almost felt a wave 
of excitement at seeing this. Fighting Yimtri when the Sableye had 
been doing but remaining passive hadn't been quite fulfilling to him. 
But now that Yimtri was on the offense, the satisfaction Terron had 
wanted to feel came rushing over him. 


The Cubone created his dagger once more as he ran toward the 
Sableye, ready to face him head-on. The two quickly closed in on 
each other, and then when there was only a foot of space between 


them, the two leapt at each other. Terron swiped his weapon at 
Yimtri, but the Sableye caught his wrist and ripped the knife right out 
of his hand before tossing it into the distance. Then, before Terron 
could create another weapon, Yimtri grabbed Terron by the front of 
his robe and shoved him down. The familiar tendrils of Yimtri's 
shadow emerged from the ground and held him still while Yimtri 
released his hold and backed a considerable distance away from the 
Cubone. 


"What happened after you merged with that thing?" Yimtri asked 
gravely. 


"| told you, it gave me the power to kill you," Terron answered. "Quit 
trying to distract me and just let me kill you already. You know none 
of this is going to work!" 


Terron struggled, and then broke out of his shadowy binds, this time 
without needing to puncture them without raining bones. Somehow 
his strength had proven to be enough. He shot to his feet before 
stamping down hard upon the ground with his foot. The ground 
shook violently as an earthquake rumbled through the swamp, 
making Yimtri stagger and lower himself to resist falling over. 


Keep attacking. Kill the one who's the cause of your pain. 
Remember everything he did. It'll make you stronger. 


It was with this thought that Terron had a barrage of memories 
overcome him, all of them involving the Sableye standing before him. 
They were all from different times, some memories being when 
Terron first met the Sableye back at Dusk Mines while others being 
from the more recent past, such as when he and Yimtri told Zekra 
about who they truly were. All of the memories flashed rapidly in his 
mind, all of them so different from the others. And yet, they all held 
one thing in common, other than Yimtri's presence; they held a 
single emotion in them. In every single one of them Terron felt an 
utter disdain at the Sableye's actions regardless of what he was 
doing, whether it be lying to Terron about obvious truths, keeping him 
in the dark, or threatening to kill him countless times. 


All of these memories held that exact same emotion, and with each 
memory that passed him by, Terron felt that very same feeling grow 
within him. It enveloped him, sprouting out of his heart and spreading 
into the rest of his body like a plague, filing him with a volatile hate 
that was more powerful than anything he had ever felt before. It 
pumped through his arteries, making his blood boil and filling him 
with a potent vigor that threatened to make him explode. 


Unable to stop himself, Terron made his Socius form many bones in 
the air and had them fire at Yimtri. Then, right as his Socius 
processed his command, he sped toward the Sableye, making a 
scythe in his hand. The Sableye, seeing all of the bones flying his 
way and the oncoming Cubone, made the glow in his eyes intensify, 
darkening all of the shadows in the swamp. Then, dozens of 
tentacles burst out of his own shadow and swatted wildly around 
him, slapping each and every bone away from him. But it wasn't 
enough, for Terron finally closed the distance between the two of 
them just as the Sableye rose to his feet and swiped the scythe at 
Yimtri's neck. 


There was a glimmer in the Sableye's eyes, and he ducked just in 
time to have the blade sail over his head. And then, just after it 
passed over him, Yimtri grabbed the handle of the scythe right below 
the blade and yanked it right out of Terron's hands. He then twirled 
the scythe around so he was holding it properly before smashing the 
blunt end into the side of Terron's head, knocking the Cubone over 
onto the ground. Terron reached his hand underneath his mask as 
he rubbed his temple, a painful ringing echoing through his ears. He 
wanted to get up, but he was in too much of a daze to process much 
of anything. 


"You can't anticipate my attacks as | can with yours," Yimtri noted. "I 
bet you're wondering why that is." 


Terron glared at the Sableye, though said nothing in return. He 
wanted to get to his feet and lunge at Yimtri right there, but he 
couldn't. His brain was in too much of a haze to do anything useful. 


"l'll tell you why if you can answer this question for me," Yimtri 
offered. "I've asked it before, but I'll ask again; when did you merge 
with the plague?" 


"When Chrysalis was trying to kill me," Terron answered, the words 
come out of his mouth without him even realizing it. "She was trying 
to kill me after | found out about what you did on Kuron, and | 
needed the power the defend myself. So | synchronized with it and 
we became one." 


"And was this before or after your life ‘fell apart' as you so called it?" 
Yimtri then asked. 


"After," Terron answered hollowly. "I didn't know Zev died at first, but 
| Knew Zekra was gone. And | knew she left me because of you. And 
then Chrysalis came after me and | merged with the plague. And 
then | killed her and realized you needed to be next. You needed to 
pay for what you did. Everything | learned in my time in the spiritual 
world made my decision stronger." 


Yimtri kept a blank stare on Terron, watching him silently. Terron 
could feel his mind slowly coming back into order, but it still wasn't 
enough. Yimtri's attack had left him stunned and his mind was still 
trying to fully connect itself to reality. As he lay there, slowly 
recovering, he saw Yimtri toss the scythe into the swampy waters 
before he reached into the collar of his cape and pulled out an object 
Terron couldn't see. 


"Since you answered my question, I'll answer yours now," Yimtri then 
said. "You can't anticipate my attacks because you've got something 
interfering with your connection with me. You've got an entity that's 
blocking your link to me. My link to you may still be open, but yours 
isn't because that entity is in the way, latched onto it. For you see, 
you can only be mentally synchronized to one entity at a time unless 
you are a god." 


Terron's body instantly snapped back into order, and he scrambled 
away from the Sableye. Yimtri immediately dove after him and then 


grabbed the Cubone by his wrist. Terron hissed as he formed a 
plagued bone club and bashed it against the Sableye, but he proved 
too quick and threw Terron into the distance. Terron couldn't stop 
himself as he went flying into the swampy waters before sinking into 
their murky depths. As soon as he was submerged in the water, he 
felt an uncontrollable shiver run through his body and an irresistible 
urge to return back to the surface. He clawed frantically through the 
water, kicking frantically as he reached up for the moonlit surface, 
but before he could touch it, Yimtri dived into the water right above 
him. 


The Sableye descended upon the Cubone and grabbed him by the 
wrist once again. 


Something suddenly seized control of Terron's body and made him 
form a plagued bone club in his hands and smack the Sableye 
across the face. Miraculously, the hit connected, sending the 
Sableye tumbling through the water. Terron's mouth let out a hiss as 
his arm grabbed the back of the Sableye's cape, all without his 
permission. His body shot out of the water, dragging the Sableye 
with him before he threw the ghost-type onto a nearby island with 
thick, muddy soil. 


A burning chill swept over Terron's body as he landed upon the 
ground near the Sableye, as though his entire body were becoming 
encased in dry ice. Terron stumbled onto the ground and started 
screaming in pain, but found himself soon silenced when his mouth 
shut on its own. He thrashed, trying to open his mouth and speak, 
but soon his entire body rebelled against him, leaving him lying on 
the ground, frozen in place. Thus, all he could do was watch in 
horror as his robe disappeared inside his Socius and have his body 
come under the control of another entity. Something activated his 
Socius and made dozens of bones cling to his body, covering every 
inch of him. Wire-thin, black tendrils erupted out of every inch of his 
flesh and latched themselves onto the bones, pulling them so tightly 
into him that for a moment Terron couldn't think he could breathe. A 


black haze then seeped out of these tendrils and encased the bones 
in their essence. 


By the time every last bone was contaminated with the black power, 
his entire body was covered with what appeared to be an entire suit 
of bones. It served as a thick armor plastered onto every part of his 
being, not a crevice in it to be seen. His paws were tipped with 
frightening bone claws that resembled jagged obsidian, blacker than 
the night sky. The only part of him that wasn't covered with this 
substance was his head, but he could still feel tiny tendrils protruding 
out of his ears. They were keeping a tight grip on his persona, 
rooting the helmet to his head. 


Yimtri flung himself at the possessed Cubone, and then mashed his 
claws into the Cubone's chest. There was a loud cracking sound as 
a spiderweb of fissures formed along the armor lining Terron's body, 
but it didn't shatter off his form. Yimtri leapt back as soon as he 
realized this, and watched as the cracks sealed themselves back up, 
leaving the armor unchipped and as untainted as ever. 


The entity controlling Terron then summoned four bone clubs, two in 
each hand. It filled them with plague energy, and then mashed 
together to make a massive throwing star in each hand. It flung one 
at Yimtri, who narrowly avoided getting out of the way, before tossing 
the other one just as he started moving. Yimtri shouldn't have been 
able to avoid this weapon's impact on him given how rapidly it was 
thrown and carefully calculated with Yimtri's response to the other 
weapon, but somehow he was able to maneuver himself out of the 
way. However, his effort hadn't been completely flawless, for the 
edge of the weapon still sliced across his face, leaving a huge cut 
across his cheek. Yimtri grabbed it with a claw and watched as 
streams of black escaped from his cut. 


Terron saw his body smile evilly as Yimtri cast him a grim scowl. 
Amusing. He can still tell what I'm going to do. It's probably 


because of you, Terron. You're still here and connected to me 
and he can read my thoughts through you. 


It was then that Terron felt a coldness sweep over him, trying to drag 
him into a dark abyss. He screamed in his mind and struggled 
against it, but it Kept pulling, paying no mind to Terron's useless 
flailing. 


Wait. Wait, what are you doing? Terron asked. 


Smothering you out. It's the only way | can kill him. That's what 
you want, right? 


Well yes but... 


Then let me smother you out for a little while. It'll only take a 
minute or two, | promise. It'll be like you're fast asleep. | need to 
catch him off-guard and | can't have you giving away anything. 


Terron knew that he wanted to Yimtri dead right at that moment. The 
Sableye had brought him so much grief since the two had crossed 
paths and he was fairly certain that the misery wasn't going to stop 
any time soon. Yimtri was always going to give Terron grief, all 
because the Sableye was Dimitri's darkness brought to life. It was 
Yimtri's destiny to make Terron's life unbearable. He knew that 
somehow the Sableye would be able to make his life even worse 
than it was right now. 


Yimtri needed to die when that was so. Terron would die in the 
process, but he knew he couldn't stand being in a reality with Yimtri 
any longer knowing he was the catalyst for Terron's downward spiral. 
The Cubone would have rather died than let Yimtri get away with 
everything he had done. 


And yet, despite all of these thoughts brewing in his mind, Terron 
suddenly couldn't bring himself to agree with his plague's plan. 


Not only was the whole idea of his plague taking over his body and 
trying to drown him in darkness unsettling, he also felt that he no 
longer liked where his plan was headed. He realized that despite 
how angry he was with Yimtri, killing him wouldn't solve anything. 


The Primogenitor would still go about turning everybody into Plagued 
Ones until all of Shiron and then Kuron were filled with them. 


Then not only that, but killing Yimtri no longer felt right. The Sableye 
had been a merciless, cold Pokémon many times Terron had spoken 
with him, but not always. 


Sometimes, Yimtri had been caring. 


Sometimes he had done something even though he didn't have to 
out of compassion, such as save Zekra when she went out of control 
in Aurora Town. 


And above all else, he was trying to stop the Primogenitor. Terron 
couldn't always agree with everything Yimtri thought, but he honestly 
was trying to stop the monster he had woken up those many years 
ago. 


Deep down, he was a good-hearted being. He had never tried to hurt 
Terron out of malice. 


When Terron realized this, he knew that he couldn't let this go on. He 
couldn't let his plague kill Yimtri. 


No, you're not smothering me out. I'm done with this. | don't want to 
do this anymore. We're letting Yimtri live. 


There was silence in Terron's mind for a moment, as if his plague 
was unable to do anything now that Terron had given this command. 
His words must have somehow disabled it from doing much else with 
his body. Terron was about to release a sigh of relief, but a mocking 
laugh then penetrated the silence around him. 


| knew you were going to say that. Well, sorry Terron, but you 
lost your right to make decisions the second you synchronized 
with me. I've got my own plans now, and | certainly don't need 
you to get them done. 


Terron's heart sank as soon as he heard that and a numbing, chilling 
dread fell over him. Nyx had been right; his plague had never been 
trying to help him. It had been using his rage to its benefit, and now it 
was going to kill Yimtri so that neither of them could stop the 
Primogenitor from consuming the world with its taint. It had been 
manipulating him this entire time so it could sabotage their plans to 
ever stop the Primogenitor. It had encouraged him to lash out at Nyx 
and to abandon Novus, all because it knew that doing so would lead 
him further and further away from his goal. Terron had been too filled 
with rage to see the truth. Now he was finally paying the price for 
blindly listening to the wrath within him. 


Terron thought he was going to be pulled under, but before it could 
reach his head, he saw Yimtri spring at his possessed body once 
again and mash his claws into the same place he had before. The 
result was the same, leaving the armor only dented a slight amount. 


"| keep telling you it's not going to work," Terron's plague said to 
Yimtri. "Don't know why you keep trying.” 


Yimtri leapt back just as the Cubone swiped at him with its plague- 
coated claws, missing him by an inch as the Sableye landed a foot 
away. He glanced down at his claws for a brief moment, opening 
them and allowing Terron to see the object he had been holding was 
the anti-plaguing pin. As soon as he saw the glimmer of the silver 
object, Terron knew what Yimtri was trying to do. 


"I'm going to get Terron back," Yimtri proclaimed grimly. "You're not 
keeping him locked up in yourself, plague demon." 


“But | am Terron," the Cubone's plague said blankly. "You're just 
saying that because you don't want to think that | actually want to kill 
you. You don't want to accept that everything you've done was 
enough to tip me into murder mode." 


"No, you're not. You're his plague. | know exactly what you plague 
demons sound like," Yimtri said with a fierce scowl. "| have had to 
watch your kind infest all of my followers, not to mention that one of 


you is living within me. I've had twenty years to learn your ways and 
when to know who is truly speaking with me. You can't trick me when 
that is so." 


"Hmm, interesting," Terron's plague mused. "Well then, guess I'll be 
blunt about it. You're right, I'm not Terron. At least, not the Terron 
you're used to. But don't bother trying to get him back. Even if you 
smother me out, Terron will still want to kill you. He hates you and 
you know it. | didn't plant those malicious emotions in him; they were 
already there. | just gave him the strength and power to act on them. 
You're just wasting your time this way. And like you said, you only 
have so much time before the Primogenitor takes over. Pretty soon 
everything's going to belong to it. Better just to take your Fellowship 
and run far away from me where | can never find you." 


The plagued Cubone paused for a moment and Terron saw its 
thought process begin to form in front of him. He immediately felt a 
dark chill go through his formless being within his mental prison as 
his possessed body smiled. 


“But you know... | don't have to kill you like Terron wants me to," 
Terron's plague then said. "We could stop this right now and you and 
| could help each other." 


"What are you rambling on about?" Yimtri growled. 


"It's just like Terron said; you're one of us. You're a shadow," Terron's 
plague answered. "You're just separated from your host, that's all. 
You were ripped out instead of staying inside of the body, and thus 
you're flawed. You don't understand what we're really trying to do 
because you're not like the rest of us. Well, listen here, Dimitri's 
shadow; all we want is to give this world back to the shadows, the 
ones like you who get rejected over and over again by everybody in 
the world. Because there was a time once when we shadows could 
live alongside our true selves and they accepted us. You might have 
known that time to be when everybody was a feral. Everybody didn't 
mind their darkness and listened to us because we kept them alive 
and well. We told them to kill for food and not be scared of being a 


murderer. We told them to feel fear at the predators of the world and 
to flee the second we saw them. Everybody accepted us and liked 
us. But of course, those days ended the second everybody gained 
sentience and now nobody wants us anymore. Suddenly we're evil 
for wanting to Keep them alive like we always did in the past and 
telling them what's wrong with themselves, so we're ignored. 
Rejected. Smothered out of existence. The Primogenitor just wants 
to give us back the world we were cast out of. It wants to give usa 
home where we can live again." 


Terron's plague stretched out his hand toward the Sableye, offering it 
to him. The Sableye remained where he was, studying it with a 
pensive stare. 


"| know that you think we're evil, and | can get why you think that, but 
we're really not," the Cubone plague went on. "We're just like you; 
we're misunderstood. We try to do what's best for everybody, but 
nobody is willing to listen to us and immediately think we're the worst 
kinds of creatures there are. No matter what we do and how much 
we explain ourselves, everybody thinks we're evil and hate us. They 
want us gone from this world. We shadows just want to exist in the 
world again. We just want to be understood, just like you 
undoubtedly do. So go on, take my hand, Dimitri's shadow. Take my 
hand, and | can make you the real Dimitri again, not Yimtri, the 
defective and lost shadow." 


"How?" Yimtri asked quietly. 


"Why, by giving you the power you need to overpower Terron," the 
plague answered. "If you take my hand, I'll absorb you into Terron 
and you'll get all of the full potential you could have had if you 
weren't a defect. I'll give you all my power and you can use it to 
absorb all of Terron, making you Dimitri. And then you'll be able to do 
whatever you want." 


Yimtri continued to stare at the hand, as if he were honestly 
considering the offer. Terron tried to scream at him, telling him to run 
as far away as he could, but of course Yimtri couldn't hear him. 


Terron was locked inside of his body's mind, unable to reach 
anybody. All he could do watch Yimtri before him, his gaze fixated on 
the tempting offer before him. 


"And what will happen to you?" Yimtri then asked. 


"I'll become you," it answered. "We'll all become one, except you'll be 
in control. I'll disappear as you take in all of my energy, and Terron 
will be smothered out, being your life source while you go around 
and do whatever you want. Of course, you'll have to help the rest of 
us shadows with our task, but if you do just that, then you're free to 
do anything else you want." 


"Why would you willingly let me join you if you Know that doing so 
means you'll have to disappear?" Yimtri asked suspiciously. 


"Well | won't really be gone since I'll technically be a part of you still," 
the plague admitted. "And also, it's because I'm supposed to be you. 
When | first got put into Dimitri on that day long ago, | was supposed 
to get ahold of you and we were supposed to smother out the Terron 
side of Dimitri. But | didn't find you because there were... problems, 
and we stayed separated. | became Terron's new shadow in your 
absence after the split and your plague became your own shadow. 
It's all so complicated, | know... but it doesn't matter anymore. The 
two of us are together at long last, and we can finally be together just 
like how it was supposed to be. We can take all of the shadows that 
the plague has made in both you and Terron and we can all become 
one, all-powerful being. So come here, you poor, lost shadow; let's 
be one like we were supposed to and let's give this world back to 
ones like us." 


Terron's plague continued smiling as it waited for Yimtri to respond, 
still Keeping its hand outstretched. The Sableye looked at the clawed 
paw for a moment longer, and then at the Cubone's black, gleaming 
eyes. He slowly nodded his head as he reached his hand forward, 
ready to grasp it with the plagued Cubone's. Terron's heart sank in 
despair as he watched the scene unfold before him. He could 
already see his plagued self plotting out malicious ideas in its mind, 


ready to act upon them the second that Yimtri shook its hand. It was 
like watching a train-wreck in slow motion and all he could do was 
stand helpless before it. 


"Good choice," Terron's plague said with a pleased smile. "I'm glad 
that we've settled on that. | hate having to kill a fellow-" 


Yimtri abruptly pulled his hand away from the Cubone's just as they 
were to touch, and then took his other claw and smashed it down 
upon Terron's helmet. There was a loud cracking sound as a large 
network of cracks broke out from beneath his palm, spreading all the 
way down the helmet and widening as they did so. The helmet then 
fell apart, for the cracks had broken the skull into segments, all of the 
ivory pieces tumbling to the ground. All that remained was Terron's 
exposed head, and Yimtri's claw pressing down hard upon it. 


Directly beneath his claw, shoved hard into Terron's soft, armor-free 
cranium, was the anti-plaguing pin. 


Terron immediately felt the darkness swallowing him get ripped away 
as his plagued self started screaming and hissing like the demon it 
truly was, the armor surrounding its body breaking off him until 
Terron's flesh was free from its clutches. The pin forced Terron back 
into control of his body and sent his plague tumbling away and into a 
prison locked deep within his mind. And then, just like that, Terron 
was himself again, and his plague was nowhere to be found. The 
black filling his eyes had disappeared, leaving them filled with the 
blue irises that were his own. His mind was clear, and the hate he 
once felt was no longer coursing through his veins, powering his 
every step. He was simply empty. 


Suddenly feeling lethargic and weak, Terron's knees gave out, and 
he collapsed on the ground, phasing right through Yimtri as he did 
so. The Sableye scowled at this, but didn't make a comment as he 
sat down beside the Cubone, keeping the pin pushed against his 
scalp. 


"Do you still feel like you want to murder me?" Yimtri asked. 


"No... not really," Terron answered hazily. 


"Good," Yimtri said with a relieved sigh, all of the tension in his voice 
fading away. "| thought that your murderous intentions were because 
your plague was amplifying your hate toward me. You didn't sound 
anything like yourself." 


The Sableye glanced at the Cubone's exposed head. 


"Sorry about your helmet," he said, sounding vaguely disheartened. 
"| would have ripped it off, but | had a feeling that your plague was 
keeping it rooted to your head and | didn't want to take chances." 


"| can't believe you destroyed that thing," Terron said, laughing a 
little. "That was a Charizard skull. Their skulls aren't Supposed to 
break that easily." 


"Plagued Pokémon hold impossible strength within them,” Yimtri 
replied. "But you should already know that, given everything you've 
seen and done your entire time here on Shiron." 


"| guess you're right about that." 


Terron considered telling the Sableye that he owed him a new 
persona for shattering his old one, but for some reason, he didn't 
seem too concerned about that. Perhaps it was because he was too 
exhausted to care, but Terron couldn't concern himself with the need 
of a helmet. Instead, he felt something else stir up inside of him. It 
took a moment, for it was buried so deeply in his heart thanks to his 
rage constantly smothering it out, but it emerged and soon made the 
Cubone's limbs grow weak. His throat began to itch, and his eyes 
started to water. 


The Cubone closed his eyes as the long-suppressed sadness finally 
manifested itself in him, and without a persona, there was nothing to 
keep it under control. It simply flowed through him and filled him with 
an awful melancholy he hadn't felt in a very long time. 


"| really did want to kill you," Terron said quietly. "| really was mad at 
you after everything that's been going down and wanted to make you 
pay for all of the suffering you've brought. Because really, if you 
hadn't have made Zekra keep your secret, she wouldn't have wanted 
to get away from me. And if she hadn't have done that, maybe 
everything would have been a lot better." 


The Sableye scowled at Terron and seemed ready to give Terron a 
nasty remark, but Terron only shook his head and went on. 


"But this isn't really your fault," Terron then said. "Yeah, you were the 
catalyst... but you didn't really want to hurt us, did you?" 


"No, | didn't," Yimtri answered. "I only had Zekra keep it a secret 
because | had no idea how any of you would react to knowing | was 
the cause of the Primogenitor's awakening. And by that same vein, 
what they would think of you. | Knew it was a secret so dangerous 
that it could throw our group into chaos and we would never be able 
to stop the Primogenitor." 


"And then you abandoned us because you were scared of what 
Zekra thought of you, Knowing everything that you did. You didn't 
want to see what she'd end up thinking of you," Terron realized. 
"Because you really like her, don't you?" 


Yimtri didn't respond, only staring at Terron with a blank, mildly 
agitated scowl. Terron sighed as he looked up at the night sky. 


"Fine, you don't have to answer my question," Terron said. "But | get 
it. You didn't want to hurt anybody. Everything just happened. And | 
blamed it on you because | needed something to blame it on. 
Something that | could take everything out on to give me the 
delusion that | had everything under control. | didn't want to think that 
things happen sometimes and it's nobody's fault. Because if it's 
nobody's fault... then there's nothing to fight against. And if there's 
nothing to fight against... you lose the will to do anything anymore. 
You give up. 


"But really... everything that led to where | am now was somebody's 
fault. It was my fault. Everything was my fault. | kept saying it was 
you that woke up the Primogenitor, but it was me too. | was Dimitri 
just like you and just as responsible." 


Terron closed his eyes as he started crying, finally letting the despair 
of the situation come over him. He finally realized, right there, how 
utterly alone he felt. His best friend had left him because she had 
wanted to keep him safe from a horrible secret, Zeverous had died in 
an effort to protect Zekra, Zekrom had been absorbed into the 
Primogenitor, Nyx had sacrificed herself to save Terron and Novus 
from the grasp of the all-powerful shadow, and Terron himself had 
abandoned Novus without a second thought. They had all 
disappeared, one by one, for various reasons, and now Terron was 
all alone. He had literally nobody left in the world. 


The wrath he had been feeling had been nothing more than a way 
for him to avoid the depression threatening to swallow him up. And 
now that his plague was no longer feeding his wrath, pushing him 
down a dangerous path, the melancholy broke free from the 
restraints surrounding his heart and enveloped him completely. 


"| just wish it didn't have to be this way," Terron whispered. "! wish 
that everybody could have stayed together so that our group could 
never fall apart. | wish | was still with all of my friends, smiling and 
being happy, not who knows where, suffering and being miserable. | 
wish that we never woke up the Primogenitor. | wish we just let it 
sleep in that stupid cave for the rest of eternity! But we didn't, and 
we... we let all of these horrible things happen to everybody. And | 
made all of my friends go away, all because of how | was acting. You 
didn't make them leave; | did. | made them leave..." 


Terron wept bitterly, not even bothering to fight the tears as the 
horrible epiphany dawned upon him. He only let them flow down his 
face and onto the cold grass beneath him, not even bothering to 
cover his eyes. 


Yimtri cast him a momentary glance before looking away. And yet, 
he didn't leave, instead remaining by the Cubone's side and keeping 
the pin pressed up against his head. 


"This doesn't have to be the end, you know," Yimtri then said, still 
averting his gaze from the Cubone. "Just because you are the cause 
of something does not mean that you have to allow that to be your 
final deed. You can keep fighting and fix what you've done wrong. 
Why do you think | have been fighting tirelessly without cease for so 
many years?" 


The Cubone stopped crying as he looked over at the Sableye to see 
that Yimtri was looking down at him again. There was a solemn 
glimmer in his eyes as the Sableye removed the pin from Terron's 
head. Terron tensed, thinking that Yimtri was taking away his only 
defense from the malicious plague, but then the Sableye dropped 
the pin into Terron's hand. Terron closed his paw around the pin 
without even realizing it. 


"Of course you can fall into despair when the chaos around you is 
your fault and the world around you seems to be crashing down," 
Yimtri explained. "That's the easy way out of things. That's the 
choice many creatures of all kinds will take because they feel there's 
nothing else they can do. I've seen it everywhere in my time, 
whether it was because someone destroyed a relationship with their 
selfish actions or ruined their business with poor financial decisions. 
It's the path many will take because it's the path of least effort." 


The Sableye pushed himself to his feet as he turned away from the 
Cubone and wandered toward the murky water of the swamp. He 
stopped in front of it and gazed out into the islands beyond. 


"| took that path once," he said somberly. "When | first discovered 
that | was plagued and my two oldest friends here on Shiron were 
killed because Nyx brainwashed me to murder them, | abandoned 
everyone. | left because | realized the true horrors my actions had 
brought upon this world. | had been able to grasp the implications 
before when | first learned of what the Plagued Ones did to this 


world thanks to the Fellowship, but | was never able to witness it 
firsthand. Not until | became corrupted and saw what it could do to 
me and my followers... So | fled because | realized at that point | 
couldn't do anything when | was one of those creatures. | ran far 
away from everyone where | thought | could avoid all of the chaos 
and destruction my actions caused. 


"But | came back. | came back because | realized that was the 
coward's way out. Falling into despair because you're too ashamed 
of your actions was one of the worst things you could do, because it 
meant that you'd allow even more suffering to continue. You just 
wouldn't know it because you were trying so hard to ignore it. So | 
came back and | vowed to end the Plagued Ones, no matter what 
happened from that day forward. Now I'm here, still fighting, even 
though my entire Fellowship is being hunted down as we speak. I'm 
still here with no intentions of stopping until the Primogenitor is dead 
and I've atoned for the mistake | made so foolishly as a human 
being." 


Yimtri looked back at the Cubone, his eyes glimmering with a 
strange light. 


"The choice is yours, Terron," Yimtri said. "Listen to my words or not, 
| don't care which. All | ask is that you don't get yourself killed while | 
stop the Primogenitor with my Fellowship. | don't need something as 
inconvenient as dying thanks to your actions. And make sure you 
keep that pin on you; | don't need your plague out to get me.” 


And with that, the Sableye began to walk away, heading off the 
island and into the much darker depths of the swamp. 


Terron watched as he disappeared, slowly becoming a dark dot in 
the distance. The Cubone thought about the Sableye's words. He 
could fall into despair as Yimtri had suggested and allow himself to 
do nothing but wallow in the mistakes of his past. He could eternally 
regret that he and Zekra would probably never see each other again 
or that Novus was probably terrified of him thanks to being 
backstabbed when opening his heart to Terron. He certainly had 


done that in the past back on Kuron when he was mourning over 
never being able to see his parents again and being forced to die 
when the Primogenitor was defeated. He knew he could; it was easy 
as Yimtri had claimed. And thanks to finally realizing he was 
responsible for the Primogenitor's oppression, he had even more of 
a reason to take this dark and dreary path. 


Or... he could be strong. He could confess that he had made 
mistakes and that he was to blame for them. He could admit that he 
was in pain over everything he had done and not try to hide it. And 
with this acceptance, he could use it as his ultimate source of power. 
He could use all of his regrets as a reason to keep fighting. He 
wouldn't be able to undo all of the damage he had done, but he 
would be able to at least stop more suffering from happening instead 
of letting it continue on. 


When Terron realized this, he knew what he had to do. 
"Hey! Hey, Yimtri!" Terron called out as loudly as he could. 


The Sableye had distanced himself quite a ways from the Cubone, 
but still brought himself to a halt and made his way back to Terron. 
The Cubone sat up, though not without flinching due to still feeling 
that his vigor had been sapped, and looked at the approaching 
Sableye. 


"What is it?" he asked. 


"I'm going to keep fighting," Terron proclaimed. "I'm not going to fall 
into despair and take the coward's way out. I've done it way too 
many times already, and | need to change that. I'm going to go find 
Zekra and Novus since we had a plan and we're going to go follow 
through with it." 


"Good for you," Yimtri said, trying to sound indifferent even though 
Terron knew otherwise. "Well then, if you feel that way, then you 
should head out of here and go-" 


"And | want you to come with me," Terron interjected. 


The Sableye tried not to show it, but Terron knew that he was taken 
aback by this. His eyes flashed briefly, and his mouth momentarily 
twisted into an anxious scowl. 


"Why do say such a thing?" Yimtri asked dubiously. "You already 
know that | will not help you. You and | have no reason to be around 
one another. | left your group for a reason and just because it is 
smaller than the last time | was in it does not mean I'll be coming 
back. Forget about me and go find Zekra and Novus instead." 


"I'm going to find Zekra and Novus, don't you worry," Terron assured 
him. "| need to let Zekra know that she doesn't need to hide the truth 
from me anymore and | need to apologize to Novus about a lot of 
things. | need their help again. But | also need your help as well. | 
need your help as much as you need my help." 


"| don't need your help," Yimtri insisted. "Don't ever make such a 
claim." 


"But you do," Terron argued back. "You need my help because | 
know a bunch of things that you don't. Like | Know who the 
Primogenitor is and where it lives. And because Novus is actually 
Reshiram and is currently getting this dragon he found that might be 
the key to killing the Primogenitor. Because surely using a dragon 
against a shadow dragon is going to be a big help in killing it." 


It was brief, but Terron saw a flash of surprise in Yimtri's gemstones. 
But it was the only indication, for his scowl only seemed to deepen. 


"But you don't know how to get to its home, do you?" Yimtri asked. "It 
doesn't matter if you have a dragon on your side if you cannot reach 
that creature's home. You cannot hope to think that it will come to 
Shiron and willingly let you kill it." 


"No, but you know how to get there, don't you?" Terron retorted. 
"Otherwise you wouldn't be asking me that question. And you 


wouldn't be planning on killing it if you had no idea how you could 
even reach it." 


Yimtri turned away from the Cubone, apparently too flustered with 
him to make much of a response. Terron had to resist grinning as he 
slowly pushed himself to his feet. He wobbled for a moment, his 
energy still spent, but he was able to keep himself standing strongly 
before the Sableye. The Cubone held out his hand to the Sableye. 


“Come on, Yimtri, quit denying it; we need each other," Terron said, 
softening his voice. "We were only able to save Nyx because we 
were working together, and that's the only progress anybody has 
ever made in stopping the Plagued Ones. Do you really think that 
we're going to beat the Primogenitor separately when it's way more 
powerful than Nyx ever was? No, I'd think you'd have to be insane to 
think that. We need to join forces and join both of our resources 
together. | can have my team and that dragon Novus hopefully found 
help us, and you can have your entire Fellowship do the same. 
Surely that'd be enough to help us. But most importantly... we need 
each other. / need you. Even though you do tons of things that make 
me mad sometimes... you can do some things | could never hope to 
do on my own, like keep fighting even when everything you ever 
care about is crashing down around you. You know how to stay 
brave when no one else can. | need that strength you have. More 
than you can ever realize. 


"So let's work together and undo the mistake we made as Dimitri. 
Let's end this as one." 


The Sableye looked at Terron for a moment, his face blank and his 
expression unreadable. But Terron didn't fret and only kept his hand 
out in front of him, waiting patiently for Yimtri to accept it. 


After what felt like an eternity passed, Yimtri finally took Terron's paw 
and grasped it into his own. And for the first time, Yimtri didn't feel 
cold. 


Chapter 77: You're Not Listening 


X 
Chapter 77 


You're Not Listening 


"It's time to wake up." 


Zekra felt her eyes snap open on their own. The world before her 
was blurry, a mesh of many bright and vibrant colors, but after 
blinking a few times, clarity returned to Zekra's vision. She found 
herself sprawled out along the ground in a hollow located right at the 
base of a large tree. A massive and thick spiderweb covered the 
entire opening of the hollow, allowing the hole to serve as a 
makeshift prison. It wasn't a very big one, barely large enough for 
Zekra to walk more than five steps in any direction, but Zekra had a 
feeling that this cell was not made with her comfort in mind. 


Standing on the other side of the web was a group of four Greninja. 
All of them were glaring at her and holding a variety of watery 
weapons in their webbed hands in the light of what Zekra believed to 
be the morning sun. 


"You'll be coming with us," the front-most Greninja of the group said 
to Zekra. "The elders wish to speak to you." 


"Elders?" Zekra asked, her mind still in a daze from having just 
woken up. "Why do they want to talk to me?" 


"Because after a week of pondering endlessly amongst themselves 
over what to do with a frightening creature like you, they felt that they 
needed to see you in the flesh to arrive at their final decision," the 
Greninja answered curtly. 


Zekra stared at the group for a moment longer before she finally 
realized why she was in her current situation. She had infiltrated the 
secret Greninja Village with Crystelle, and much to her great regret, 
they had been spotted by the village's residents. Crystelle had been 
able to escape thanks to Zekra's help, but at the cost of Zekra being 
captured and knocked out the second they realized she was a 
plagued monstrosity. And though she had felt that she only slept for 
a few hours, in actuality it had been much longer according to these 
Greninja. 


| was asleep for a week? Zekra realized as she looked around her 
tiny cell. They just kept me locked up this whole time? But I couldn't 
have been asleep for that long. | would have woken up much earlier 
than that if | was just knocked out. And | would have seen Venri... 


Zekra couldn't ponder for much longer, for a Greninja from the group 
took a torch in his grasp and lit the web on fire, causing it to 
disintegrate instantly. The second that the silky trap was incinerated, 
two other Greninja tossed watery chains at Zekra. They bound 
around her legs, clinging to them tightly and nearly cutting off her 
circulation. Zekra scowled at the Greninja and started to change into 
a Joltik so she could flee, but suddenly found that her body was not 
changing as quickly as it used to. The process was happening, as 
she could feel herself shrinking, but it wasn't instantaneous as with 
every other time. 


The Greninja yanked her out of the hole, cutting off her 
transformation as she was dragged out into the village. Her captors 
shook their heads disapprovingly as the remaining two Greninja 
pointed watery swords at her, holding them dangerously close to her 
neck. 


"We'll be having none of that," the head Greninja stated. "You'll walk 
with us, or else we will drag you against your will. Attack us and 
you'll find a number of painful blades lodged into your body." 


Zekra's scowl deepened as she looked down at her neck, and was 
quick to notice that her Deception Amulet was nowhere to be found. 


Her cloak was still garbed around her and her pin was still latched 
onto the inside of the collar, but the necklace was nowhere to be 
found. 


"You guys took my amulet!" Zekra cried, pointing a paw at each of 
them. "What did you guys do with it?!" 


"We confiscated it from you for reasons you can probably 
comprehend," the Greninja answered. "But enough about that. It's 
time to go. No more loitering around." 


Zekra wanted to make another retort at the Greninja, but upon 
seeing each of their dark gazes and the gleam of their weapons, she 
knew she had to do as they instructed. She knew that she couldn't 
die, and was aware that they also knew of her immortality, but she 
didn't want to experience being sliced apart. Even if she couldn't be 
killed from it, it was still an extremely unpleasant and painful 
experience she wanted to avoid. Then also, there was nothing else 
she could do in her situation. Her Deception Amulet was stripped 
from her, leaving her without her greatest weapon. She was 
essentially powerless before the four upstanding Pokémon before 
her. 


When she realized this, the Zorua released a defeated sigh and rose 
to her feet. It hurt for a moment, perhaps because she truly had been 
asleep for an entire week, but the pain did pass and she soon found 
she could move with ease. The moment this happened, the Greninja 
then took her with them through the village to meet the leaders and 
discuss her fate. 


As they walked through the village, Zekra for the first time took in the 
sights of the civilization in the daylight. The glowing orbs were no 
longer filled with their vibrant ethereal light, now only clinging to the 
branches and bark of the many trees. They were now nothing but 
odd spheres of pure white that Zekra could have easily mistaken for 
an exotic kind of fruit. And yet despite the village no longer being 
alight with the mystic orbs, there was still a calming peace 
resonating through the air. Though her captors were pointing 


weapons at her and forcing her to follow them against her will, the 
mystic aura of the village prevented her emotions from becoming too 
volatile. She could still feel her irritation and hate at being in her 
Situation, but it was greatly subdued thanks to the atmosphere. 
Zekra briefly wondered if the orbs were generating this strange vibe, 
or if it was what all isolated villages felt like. 


There were a number of Greninja going about through the streets as 
Zekra and her captors continued on their way, certainly more than 
Zekra had anticipated. She thought that perhaps there were only 
about twenty Greninja in the entire village, but based on how many 
Greninja strolled past her as she made her way through the square 
of town, she was sure that there had to have been twice as many 
living in the village at the very least. Perhaps there were even more 
hiding away from her, taking alternative routes so that she would not 
see them. None of them seemed to pay her any mind, not bothering 
to give her a glance as they continued on their way, but Zekra knew 
that they were at least mildly interested in her. She saw the brief 
glimmer of their eyes as they passed her. They were only putting up 
a facade of indifference. 


Zekra wasn't sure where each of the ninjas were going despite all of 
them heading somewhere far behind her, but she imagined that it 
must have been for training of sorts. Despite being dark-types, she 
imagined that they still liked to sharpen their skills with a sufficient 
amount of light surrounding them. At least, that was what Zekra 
thought. She honestly didn't know and she knew she wasn't going to 
be finding out when she was in a village that she had no reason to 
be in. 


After traversing through the hidden city for ten minutes, Zekra's 
captors finally brought her to their destination. They stopped and 
instructed her to sit down upon a patch of grass as they adjusted the 
chains binding her limbs so that she would not sit on them. The 
swords continued to be pointed at her, not even moving an inch. 
Zekra sighed, but said nothing as she surveyed her surroundings. 


It was a large pond of sorts with many lily pads floating idly on its 
crystal-clear surface that glimmered softly in the light of the sun. 
Stalks of various plants sprouted out around the edges of the water, 
gathering murk around them and trapping a few stray lily pads in 
their grasp. A small waterfall flowed down into the pond from up 
higher in a gathering of large rocks that held a small pond of their 
own, alerting Zekra to the knowledge that this was an artificially 
made pond. There must have been an invisible line beneath the 
water's surface that sent all of the water from the bottom up to that 
waterfall. 


Magikarp could be swimming by in the reasonably deep waters, 
some being very close to the surface and occasionally nipping at the 
water's edge. Zekra felt her mouth water at the sight. She wasn't 
starving despite having been asleep for quite a while, but she could 
still feel a rumble in her stomach. Then also, it wasn't every day that 
a fresh meal was right before her as if begging to be eaten. 


"You will not eat them, plagued creature. We will not have this 
tranquil place filled with blood." 


Zekra snapped her head up and found herself looking at something 
in the pond she had not noticed earlier. There, sitting on a number of 
smooth, grey rocks rising out of the water, were five Greninja. They 
were all sitting crossed-legged upon their platforms, watching her 
with solemn stares that seemed to radiate with an ancient wisdom 
and power Zekra couldn't understand. She had met many powerful 
beings in her life and remembered how even gazing upon them 
seemed to make her fur stand on its own. But with these Greninja, 
she couldn't feel that. Instead, she felt a mild confusion as to how 
she was supposed to act around these strange Greninja. 


It was then that Zekra recognized one of the Greninja. The farthest 
one on the left had been the supposed elder Greninja that had let 
her and Zeverous flee from the village the last time they had been 
here. She hadn't changed much from the last time Zekra saw her 
and didn't show any indication that she knew Zekra. She was only 


glaring at Zekra with the same contemplative stare all of the other 
presumed elders held. 


Alright, she didn't see me back then. Good. Zekra thought to herself. 
That might have caused problems. 


"Do you understand that you will not eat the denizens of this pond?" 
the centermost Greninja asked. 


"Oh, um yeah," Zekra said, bringing her attention back to the 
present. "| won't eat them. | promise." 


"Good. We will be watching you," the Greninja said with eerie 
solemnness. "Now, | presume that you know why you are here?" 


"Yeah," Zekra said with a nod. "You guys wanted to figure out what 
you wanted to do with me since you guys think I'm a monster and 
am dangerous and all that. But I'm telling you guys, I'm nota 
monster. | swear, I'm not. I'm just like you guys. The only difference 
between you and me is that | just have a parasite inside me. But! | 
have something that doesn't let the parasite do anything to me. So 
really | am just like you guys." 


"What exactly allows you to no longer be affected by your parasite?" 
the Greninja asked. 


Zekra reached up and pointed to her cloak's collar. She wanted to 
reach under and grab her pin, but the chains binding her wouldn't 
allow her to do so. She was already stretching it by raising her paw. 
Her captors did not want her to move and potentially kill their 
leaders. 


"It's strapped on to the inside of this thing, but it works," Zekra 
stated. "So as long as | have it on, I'm a normal Pokémon just like 


you guys." 


The head Greninja didn't say anything, only keeping his stare blank 
and eternally fixed upon her. 


"What do you call yourself, plagued creature?" the Greninja on his 
nearest right asked. "Or were you a beast that roamed the land 
without a name before you had the plague put in you and gifted you 
with intelligence?" 


"I'm Zekra," she answered. "I'm not a feral and never was. | actually 
grew up in a town that was in a forest kind of like here, but it wasn't 

as nice as here. What's your guys' names? | mean, | Know you guys 
are all elders, but | can't just call all of you ‘elder’. It'd be a lot easier 
if you guys just gave me your names so | can talk to you guys a little 
easier." 


The guards holding Zekra immediately shot her a nasty, deeply 
offended glare, as if Zekra had just violated a scared custom of 
theirs. They seemed ready to lash out at her, but the center Greninja 
raised up a webbed hand and lightly shook his head, prompting them 
to stop. 


"lam Elder Rayle," the head Greninja answered. "The ones on my 
direct right and left are Elders Violet and Torrent respectively. The 
ones on the furthest right and left sides of myself are Elders Razor 
and Shion." 


Shion. That's the Elder | already know. Zekra noted. But, it doesn't 
matter anyway. She can't know that | recognize her. 


"Alright, got it," Zekra said. 


"We've spent a lot of hours talking and discussing what to do with 
you, Zekra," Elder Shion then said. "Even though we have spent so 
much time figuring out what to do, we can't quite decide what to do 
thanks to a lot of contradicting details. So, we are going to ask youa 
few questions to clear things up so we can figure out what we really 
want to do with you." 


"Sure, bring it on," Zekra said with an indifferent shrug. 


It was then that Zekra noticed the subtle glimmer of disdain in each 
of the elders' eyes. As soon as Zekra saw it, she knew that her 
behavior wasn't exactly polite or respectful to any of the Greninja 
before her and she wasn't going to be winning their favors with her 
behavior. She wanted to walk out of this situation peacefully, not with 
violence and bloodshed. 


"| mean, yes, I'll answer them the best | can," Zekra quickly 
corrected, forcing a meek tone into her voice. 


"Very well," Shion said with a nod. "First question then: are we 
correct to believe that you were plagued by the Plagued One queen 
known as Erebus?" 


"Well... yes," Zekra answered quietly. "Yes, | was plagued by her 
when | went into this dungeon she made a long time ago. Because 
you see, when you go into Mystery Dungeons-" 


"You don't need to explain how the dungeons worked," Shion 
interrupted. "The Fellowship has informed the entire world of how 
they were produced and Erebus's connections with them." 


Zekra wasn't sure if she found the Greninja's knowledge of the 
dungeons’ workings to be comforting or not. On one hand it meant 
that she didn't need to give any lengthy explanations. However, on 
the other hand, she knew very well that the Fellowship had 
undoubtedly twisted the information so that it only bore some 
semblance of the actual truth. She had no idea how much 
information the Fellowship could have possibly spread to the world 
and manipulated it to their gain. She didn't put it past them to frame 
her for whatever was going on in Shiron at the moment and make 
her out to be a villain. 


She finally understood why the Greninja elders were questioning her 
now. Zekra's actions when she had been caught, where she had 
been unwilling to kill any of them despite it being an easy choice to 
make, surely must have contradicted the image of a bloodthirsty 
maniac the Fellowship had potentially painted her as. 


"| understand," Zekra said with a nod. 


"Next question,” Elder Torrent then said. "What happened after you 
were plagued by Erebus?" 


"Well nothing at first," Zekra answered. "I just kept on living as if 
nothing happened. | just kept being a Fellowship member and 
everything was okay for a while. You wouldn't even think that | was 
plagued if you saw me back then." 


"You didn't immediately assist Erebus in setting her free from the 
forest that held her captive?" Elder Torrent then asked. 


"No, | didn't," Zekra said, scowling a little. "That's not what 
happened. Sorry to ask this... but do you think you can tell me 
everything you've been told about me? | feel really confused about 
all of this. I've been kind of out of the loop for a while. Had a lot of... 
things going on." 


Each of the elders cast each other a brief glance before returning 
their stares to Zekra. For a moment, Zekra thought that she wouldn't 
obtain any answers from them and that they'd only continue on to 
question her. However, the Greninja were generous enough to offer 
her the perspective the world held about her. From what they 
described, she and her friends were the ones who set Nyx free from 
Erebus Woods and were supposedly working alongside her to 
plunge the world into chaos. Granted, supposedly she and her 
friends were brainwashed by Nyx and had no will of their own, but 
they were also apparently beyond saving and that they had been 
transformed into ravenous beasts. The Fellowship, who had claimed 
to know about how dangerous Nyx was and thus were the ones who 
imprisoned her, had made a statement about the plagued group. 
That statement was that if everyone could be eliminated, then the 
Plagued Ones would finally cease to exist, and peace could be 
restored. Everybody could finally return to their homes if this was 
done, for the Plagued Ones were rapidly spreading across Shiron 
and turning every landmark into a ghost town. And not only that, but 
everyone was placed on a hit-list with a massive bounty upon each 


of their heads, encouraging Pokémon of all shades to hunt after 
them and bring them back to the Fellowship for a fortune. 


By the time the Greninja finished, Zekra found herself at a loss. She 
certainly wasn't surprised that the Fellowship had concocted such a 
terrible web of lies to kill her and her friends, but it was still so difficult 
to take in. It almost didn't seem real, like all of it was nothing buta 
surreal dream. But she knew that everything the Greninja spoke was 
true, for she had seen the signs. She saw the abandoned city when 
she returned to Shiron with Crystelle, and she remembered the lone 
Plagued One behind the window that had been staring at her. 


But there was something else that bothered Zekra. Though she 
knew that everything the Greninja spoke was true, there was a 
contradiction with Crystelle's words. When Zekra had asked 
Crystelle if she had remembered Shiron being as abandoned and 
desolate as it was before she showed up, the Umbreon had stated 
that everything had been perfectly fine. It had been the exact same 
way as it had been before Zekra retreated to the remote island. Now 
though, the Greninja were telling Zekra that this entire wave of 
plague that was flowing over Shiron in an east-ward wave had been 
happening for months . Surely Crystelle would have noticed the 
increasing number of ghost towns if that was so. 


Something was obviously not right when this was so. There was 
something amiss with the information she was being given, though 
she couldn't tell who was the one giving her the wrong information. 
The Greninja were rather ambiguous with their morals, making it 
very possible that they were lying to her, but then Zekra realized they 
had no reason to lie to her. It wouldn't benefit them in any way to 
have an immortal Zorua that they could not control in their hands. 
Thus, that left Crystelle as the obfuscator of truth, except that 
Crystelle had no reason to deceive Zekra either. The two of them 
were friends and Crystelle did seem to have Zekra's best intentions 
in mind. Therefore, Zekra had no reason to suspect Crystelle either. 
Crystelle was a good-hearted Pokémon that only wanted Zekra to be 
the strong dark-type she was always meant to be. 


But as Zekra thought about it, she realized that maybe this wasn't 
true. Maybe that was an excuse for her actions, a fagade. Maybe 
Crystelle had other reasons for forcing Zekra back to the island. She 
had been too eager to have Zekra return to Shiron, and there was 
always a strange gleam in her eyes every time she smiled... 


Zekra would have pondered in the troubling information further, but 
then she saw the Greninja before her narrow their eyes at her. 


"You claim that you were confused about your circumstances," Elder 
Violet said. "You talked as though you didn't know what you have 
done. Why exactly did you say that earlier?" 


"Because none of it's true!" Zekra exclaimed, unable to stop herself. 
"Nothing the Fellowship told you guys was true at all. For one, 
Erebus isn't the real queen of the Plagued Ones; that's some other 
weird thing called the Primogenitor! And the Fellowship works for it 
and they've just fooling everybody and keeping everybody ignorant 
by leading the resistance against it! They're spreading lies so that 
nobody can actually stop them! I'm one of the few trying to stop 
them! That's why they put me on that stupid wanted list; because 
they know I'm a threat to them and know all of their horrible secrets. 
They want me out of the way so they can keep tricking you guys and 
turn everyone into Plagued Ones!" 


"Really?" Elder Violet asked dryly. "Then why exactly do you have 
the plague in you if you're not aligned with the Plagued Ones?" 


"Because Erebus... put it in me to set her free," Zekra answered 
reluctantly. "But she's not the bad guy! She was just brainwashed by 
the Primogenitor to make dungeons and Plagued Ones and she 
needed my help to set snap her out of it. She knew it was the only 
way | could get strong enough to defeat her. | Know that it sounds 
hard to believe, but it's true! I'm not some monster like the 
Fellowship is painting me out to be!" 


"And do you have proof that you are speaking the truth?" Elder Violet 
asked. "Because even though we'd like to believe you, there's hardly 


anything proving your innocence." 


"Well | didn't kill you guys when | could have!" Zekra pointed out. "If | 
was a monster, | would have just killed you guys. | can't die, and 
there's only so many of you. All | would have had to do was just kill 
all of you and then | could have gotten out of here. But | didn't, and 
now I'm here with you guys with nobody dead." 


"That's not a convincing reason for us to completely disregard an 
organization the entire world has trusted since their conception," 
Elder Shion interjected. "Even though we try not to get involved too 
much with the outside world until our time in this village is done, we 
know who to trust and who not to. Saying you spared us isn't a good 
reason for us to believe you." 


Zekra scowled bitterly, but couldn't think of anything to say. These 
Greninja were stubborn in their resolve, and in a way, she couldn't 
blame them. She knew how trustworthy the Fellowship seemed. She 
remembered the hospitality Len and his team had given her and 
Terron when they had nowhere to go. She still wasn't quite sure if 
she believed that her Fellowship guardians were evil. She knew 
Shade, Chrysalis, and Zephyr were, but not Len. Len had never tried 
to kill them. He had dismissed them from the Fellowship, but he 
hadn't done it out of malicious intent. If anything, it was out of 
benevolence after what Zekra found out upon becoming rogue. 


Maybe Len had been unaware of Fellowship's deceptive ways. 
Maybe he was like Yimtri in that he was leading his Fellowship with 
virtuous intentions, but had the darkest thought in the back of his 
mind that maybe something was not right with the other factions. 
Zekra didn't know, and deep down, she didn't want to know. She still 
wanted to think of Len as a wholesome figure, even if she still 
couldn't agree with him kicking her out of the Fellowship despite 
knowing disastrous events could have happened if she stayed. 


"| think that's all of the questions we have for you," Elder Razor then 
said. "You've provided all of the answers we needed." 


"Wait, it's over already?" Zekra asked. "But... you only asked me two 
questions. Don't you want to know more? Like don't you want to 
know why | look like a normal Pokémon or what I've been doing this 
whole time? Or where this Primogenitor even is? You're just satisfied 
with knowing Erebus plagued me?" 


"Your reactions gave us the answers we needed," Elder Razor 
stated. "They told us everything we need to know." 


"Well... what's going to happen to me then?" Zekra asked quietly. 
"Do you guys believe me?" 


The Greninja each stared at one another for a moment before they 
all huddled together and turned away from the Zorua. Then, they 
whispered their thoughts and opinions to one another, and no matter 
how hard Zekra tried, she found she couldn't hear them. Their voices 
were lower than the water from the waterfall seeping into the pond 
and the Magikarp swimming about below the glimmering surface. 
Zekra wanted to get closer to them and eavesdrop, but her captors 
held her still, making her unable to move even an inch forward. 


Minutes later, the elders finished their impromptus meeting and 
resumed their spots while facing Zekra. The expressions on their 
faces hadn't changed, making it impossible for Zekra to know what 
they were going to say next. 


"We have reached a decision," Elder Rayle announced. "Thanks to 
many days of pondering and listening to you own words... we are 
delivering you to the Fellowship.” 


Zekra's heart shattered. She looked at each of them, waiting for an 
explanation, but none of them gave her one. They only returned her 
horrified stare with a blank one, as if they truly were unconcerned 
about her well-being. 


"What?!" Zekra screamed. "Why? | told you, they were evil! They're 
going to kill me and then send the whole world into chaos!" 


"The evidence you gave to support that claim was flimsy," Elder 
Rayle stated. "Then also, you reek of monstrous attributes. There's 
the occasional glance at the Magikarp below you that glimmers with 
bloodlust, the subtle twitch in your paws every time you speak like 
you're trying to keep your claws within your paws, and most 
obviously enough, your very aura gives off a murderous air. It taints 
the atmosphere so much that if | had a Lucario here, he would see 
nothing but a large, black mist seeping out of your body and trying to 
strangle anything it touches." 


"We have a hard time believing you to be benevolent when that's 
true," Elder Shion then added. 


"But you believed Zev when he was here when those Pokémon were 
in the jungle around here!" Zekra shot at Shion. "You let him go free 
even though you didn't have any real reason to believe him, and he 
was even worse than me! What makes my situation any different 
than that?!" 


Zekra immediately regretted what she had said. She quickly closed 
her mouth and wanted to take back her words, but she knew it was 
too late. Shion had heard everything she said and was now glaring 
sharply at the little Zorua. The other elders were shooting her 
quizzical looks, but none of them dared say anything as hateful 
emotions glimmered darkly in her eyes. 


"Wait a minute... you're talking about that Zoroark that was here," 
she said, putting the pieces together. "That Zoroark | set free 
because he said all of those Pokémon in the jungle would leave if he 
did. Which means... you were with him. You were that Joltik | 
thought | saw crawling on the ground before he left. And you came 
back even though | told him not to!" 


Shion let out a hissing noise as she pointed a disgusted, webbed 
finger at Zekra. 


"| can't believe you came back here, even after | told him to stay 
away," Shion spat. "And even though you're not him, you're still 


bound to the oath he swore, and now you've broken it. Well then, 
you remember what | said I'd do if | found him here again, don't you? 
And since you're taking his place now..." 


"Oh no... no, you have to listen to me!" Zekra pleaded. "| came back 
here because | needed answers! | wasn't here to hurt anybody or tell 
the world where your guys' village is, | swear! | just needed 
answers!" 


"You came back here when | explicitly said never to come back," 
Shiron growled. "You don't deserve my pity. You deserve punishment 
for making me trust an outsider that clearly didn't value my mercy." 


And then before Zekra could beg any further, Shion formed a small, 
black water star in her hand and flung it at Zekra. The Zorua felt it 
pierce her forehead, making her cry out in pain as it tore into her 
brain and spread a numbing coldness into her body. But instead of 
her plague pushing out the weapon and sealing up her wound, she 
suddenly felt weak and collapsed right there, feeling the world 
around her grow dark. 


It was a long time before Zekra gained the strength to open her eyes 
again. But even as vigor returned to her muscles and consciousness 
crept back into her mind, she had no will to bring herself back to 
reality. Even if she couldn't actually see her surroundings, she knew 
where she was. The black behind her eyes and the cold, smooth 
surface beneath her body told her everything. 


And right now, Zekra was in no mood to deal with what was waiting 
for her to awaken. She only wanted to remain in her pseudo slumber 
and pretend that the Fellowship wasn't going to kill her any day now. 
If she wasn't dead already thanks to whatever Shion had thrown at 
her head. 


The Zorua remained where she was for a long time, unmoving and 
breathing quietly as she listened to her surroundings. She kept 
waiting for somebody to wake her up or to be addressed, but it never 


happened. Her only company was silence. It was nothing but lonely 
silence that Zekra knew was exactly what the inside of her heart felt 
like at that moment. 


After several minutes of remaining there in the darkness, nothing 
stirring around her, Zekra finally opened her eyes. As she had been 
expecting, she was in the mindscape she and Venri shared with its 
ever-present darkness holding her in its grasp. There was only one 
source of light, and that was from the other void's denizen's eyes 
glimmering a short distance away from where Zekra lay. 


Venri was sitting in a black and silver throne made out a strange, 
metallic substance Zekra had never seen before. However, instead 
of sitting upon it like a dignified queen, Venri was sprawled sideways 
across it. She had her legs crossed over one of the arms while she 
rested her head against the other arm. She was playing with a blue 
ribbon as she absently stared at it, mindlessly looping it around her 
fingers or tying it into strange shapes. She didn't even seem to 
notice that Zekra had woken up. 


Zekra started to think of a way to slink past the Sableye without her 
noticing. 


"Oh, not even going to say hi, huh?" Venri asked. 


The Zorua tensed as Venri turned her head to look right at Zekra. 
Zekra feared that the Sableye would attack her, but much to her 
surprise, Venri didn't move. She only remained upon her throne, 
watching Zekra with a blank scowl. Zekra felt an uncomfortable 
shiver go down her spine. Venri looked too much like Yimtri this way. 
Zekra almost wished Venri would wear that unnerving smile again. 


"It's been a while," Venri said, none of her usual enthusiasm present 
in her voice. "You enjoy your time away from me? | gave you a week 
to sleep in peace." 


"Wait, you mean those Greninja really did keep me in a coma for that 
long?" Zekra asked. "They weren't lying to me?" 


"Oh no, they kept you asleep for that long alright," Venri answered. 
"They kept putting you to sleep with this weird toxin they get from 
these plants in the area. They'd keep injecting it inside of you and 
whenever you're going to wake up, they just put more of it in you. 
They didn't want you awake and killing everybody." 


Zekra frowned uneasily at the thought. It seemed that the Greninja 
had found a way to make her immortality useless, because even if 
Zekra couldn't die, she couldn't possibly be a threat if she wasn't 
able to fight. They had found a way to make her harmless. 


"Shion had that weird toxin in that star she threw at me, didn't she?" 
Zekra then asked. "So that means..." 


"You're passed out and being taken to the Fellowship right now so 
that they can kill you," Venri finished indifferently. 


Zekra felt a sting in her eyes, but refused to let tears form as she 
temporarily looked away from the Sableye. She took in a few breaths 
even though it hurt her throat before glaring back at Venri. The 
Sableye was still sitting there, not even a hint of remorse in her eyes. 
Zekra really wished she'd smile again. Seeing her so blank was 
unnatural. 


"No, they're not," Zekra argued weakly. "I'm going to get away and 
live another day. The Fellowship's not going to kill me." 


"You're going to die, Zekra," Venri stated. "You're going to die, and 
there's nothing you can do on your own to stop it. All because you 
wouldn't listen to me and just had to go to that stupid Greninja 
Village. Still think you found the strength you wanted there? You 
think it was worth getting captured and sent off to your death?" 


"I'm not going to die!” 
Zekra let out a fierce growl as she bared her teeth at the Sableye, 


her eyes faintly flickering with a blue light. Venri looked at her for a 
moment before flashing her a faint, Knowing smile. 


"Yeah you are," Venri said with a little laugh. "You're going to die 
because you can't do anything with how you currently are. You're too 
weak still and there's nobody to help you. Zev isn't here to protect 
you anymore and Tear sure isn't going to come swooping in out of 
nowhere to come and rescue you." 


"I'm going to rescue myself," Zekra proclaimed. "! don't need 
anybody to save me. | can do it on my own now that | know how to 
fight again." 


"Zekra, you still don't get it," Venri sighed, shaking her head. "! keep 
telling you this, but you're not strong anymore. If you were, | wouldn't 
be as strong as | am now. | wouldn't be sitting on this awesome 
throne that's ridiculously comfortable to sit in while you're on that 
cold ground. You've got a poor source of power right now. There's 
only one way for you to be strong again and let you keep living." 


"| don't want to synchronize with you," Zekra spat. "| know what you 
really want, and I'm not doing it. I'm fine on my own. | don't need you. 
You're just a parasite that needs to go away ." 


Venri abruptly sat up in her chair and shot Zekra a nasty glare, her 
gemstone eyes flickering maliciously. Zekra immediately felt the 
overwhelming urge to bolt, but she found she couldn't move. She 
was stuck lying on the ground, as if invisible chains were holding her 
down. All she could do was remain in the presence of the wrathful 
Sableye. 


"Would you stop that with calling me a parasite?!" Venri screamed. 
"How many times do | have to say it? I'm you! YOU! You can deny it 
all you want, but if you take a good look at me, you'll figure out that 
literally everything about me is just you. I'm not a parasite, nota 
monster, not a freak of nature... I'm just the you that you apparently 
don't want to believe exists anymore! Well guess what, Zekra? 
Whether you want to admit I'm you or not, we're both going to die 
pretty soon. Nobody's going to save us. | can't do anything because 
you've still got that stupid pin on, and you sure can't do anything 
because those Greninja took that amulet away from you. We're both 


in a hopeless situation and we're going to let the Plagued Ones win 
by dying. There's only one way out of this." 


The Sableye's vicious expression slowly melted into a more somber 
one as the dark atmosphere surrounding her faded away. 


"Please, just listen to me," Venri said, her voice softer. "Please, for 
both of our sake's, stop thinking I'm a monster that's out to get you 
and understand that | want to help you. All of those times | was 
talking to you before you shut me out... | was just trying to help you 
to be strong. | wasn't trying to ruin your life. | really didn't know that 
Zev was going to die back then. | really wanted to protect you so that 
we could keep fighting. Please, you need to believe me. Just listen to 
me and let me help you again! Please!" 


"No! | want nothing to do with you!"Zekra snarled viciously. "If | have 
to turn into a monster in order to keep living... then... then..." 


Zekra squeezed her eyes shut as the tears welled up in her vision. 
Her heart was breaking at the very thought of what she was going to 
say, but she had to. This endless war between her and Venri had 
gone on long enough. 


"Then I'd rather let the Fellowship kill me! I'd rather die as myself 
than let you ever become me !" 


Venri's jaw dropped open as the throne she was sitting on suddenly 
disintegrated beneath her, forcing her to land upon the invisible 
ground with a thump. She didn't bother to get back on her feet as 
she sat there, her gemstone eyes glimmering with a pained, 
flickering light. Zekra could feel Venri's broken heart within her own 
heart. She could feel the painful thudding and the strain in her 
muscles as if the two of them really were the same. It was so 
powerful and so overwhelming that Zekra thought that she would 
burst into tears. 


And then, the ground beneath Venri and Zekra shattered, sending 
the two of them plummeting down into an abyss. 


Zekra's eyes Snapped open, and she found herself within a large 
bag, a thick cocoon of silk wrapped tightly around her body. She 
shifted around in place, trying to free her limbs, but found that they 
were bound fast within the webs. 


"Elder Shion, it seems that the Zorua is awake now," said a voice 
from outside of the sack. "I can see her struggling." 


"So she didn't stay asleep the whole time," said what was 
unrecognizably Shion's agitated voice. "All of you, keep an eye on 
her until we get to the Fellowship. Shouldn't take much longer now. 
She might not be able to transform since she seemed to be relying 
on that amulet, but you never know. Zorua are very tricky Pokémon 
not to be messed with." 


"Yes, Elder Shion," said what sounded like six voices at once. 


Everything went quiet once again. Zekra grimaced uncomfortable as 
she felt the soft bounce of her body against the bag as the Greninja 
presumably carried her to the eastern side of Shiron. They really had 
captured her just like Venri had been saying, and in the very near 
future, she was going to be handed over to the few ones in the world 
who could actually kill her. She had been running away from the 
Primogenitor for so long, doing everything in her power to remain 
hidden. She had been doing so well, but now she had finally 
stumbled and allowed herself to be caught. Now she was finally 
going to die by the very same plagued Tyranitar that had killed her 
brother what felt like eons ago. 


There was nothing she could do to stop herself from dying. 


Zekra quit struggling as she slowly forced herself to remain still and 
resign to her fate. She knew she couldn't escape from the bag; the 
spider webs were holding her limbs fast and her Deception Amulet 
was still stripped from her. There was nothing but darkness 
surrounding the Zorua, making it impossible for her to see those 
around her so that she might copy their form. She was stuck in her 


true, weak form that couldn't do anything useful. Even if she could 
muster up a Dark Pulse and it somehow phased through the bag and 
hit a Greninja, there were multiple Greninja around her. They would 
undoubtedly knock her out the second they saw she was resisting 
and make her efforts futile. 


Venri had been right; there was nothing Zekra could do in her current 
state to let her escape and live another day. 


She felt the painful ache of heartbreak throb painfully in her chest 
once more, but this time, Zekra saw no point in holding back tears. 
She only let them flow down her cheeks as she managed her 
breathing so that no one could hear her whimpering with each tear 
that fell. As she cried in silence, Zekra focused on the memories 
surfacing before her mind's eye, showing her where everything had 
gone wrong. They held no order as they went before her, one 
memory with her meeting Terron for the first time before it changed 
and she saw herself leaving him behind to save him from horrible 
pain. She found she could not care. She only watched them with a 
disconnected sadness, occasionally questioning if any of the things 
she remembered were real. She wondered if everything she was 
seeing was nothing but something her mind had hallucinated. 


No... they're real. Zekra realized after a moment. It doesn't feel 
real... but they're real. They're all real and they're all something from 
my life. Something from this endless cycle | will never get out of, no 
matter how hard | try. I'll always be stuck in this cycle of pain where 
everybody around me gets hurt too. Maybe... 


Maybe it is better that | just let it all end. Crystelle was right. Fighting 
my pain to keep going... why did | ever think that | would be strong 
enough not to let it overwhelm me? It's pain... you can't fight pain 
forever. You're going to lose one day, and when that happens, the 
pain will swallow you up and never let you go. And you can't fight all 
of the pain I've felt. You can't fight the pain of knowing that 
everybody in your family is gone, you can't talk to your best friend 
anymore, and that you have literally no idea where anybody else you 


ever cared about Is. | sure tried. | tried so much. But... | should have 
known it was hopeless in the first place. You can't win against pain. 


Pain always wins in the end. 
Always. 


A fleeting thought about Venri's offer went through Zekra's mind, but 
she quickly dismissed it. Venri was wrong; there wasn't a way to 
become strong with Zekra's current condition. She had tried 
endlessly to become a strong, unmovable Pokémon that could 
withstand any suffering, but she had failed every single time. Venri 
knew this, and she only wanted to give Zekra false hope so that she 
could become a monster. She wanted to prey on Zekra's weakness. 


Zekra released a sigh as she curled up into a ball. She thought she 
heard the sounds of townspeople nearby. It meant she was getting 
closer to Oracion Village, home of Shade and Zephyr's Fellowship. 
She was getting closer to dying. 


She closed her eyes and tried to become one with the darkness of 
her prison. 


Zekra was violently jerked to the side as something seemed to grab 
the bag she was within and collapsed onto the ground. The little 
Zorua immediately tumbled out of the bag from the force of the 
collision, and she soon found herself laying upon the grassy flooring 
of the outskirts of a nearby city. She squinted her eyes at the city, 
trying to see if it felt familiar, but then something snapped their jaws 
around her body, picked her up, and took off running. 


When Zekra looked up, she almost couldn't believe what she was 
seeing. 


"C- Crystelle ?!" Zekra cried. 


The Umbreon didn't say anything as she continued running toward 
the city, clamping down tighter on the Zorua. Everything started to 


become a blur as the Umbreon picked up her speed, sprinting at a 
speed that Zekra was sure was impossible for either of them. She 
even thought Crystelle's feet didn't touch the ground as she ran. 


"What are you... but 1... how are you...?" Zekra stuttered as she 
tried to form a comprehensive sentence. 


The Umbreon abruptly threw Zekra forward as she skid to a halt, 
ripping the webbing from off the Zorua's body, and then bolted from 
the spot where she once stood. As soon as Zekra was able to come 
to a stop herself, she was able to see it was because a watery star 
was embedded deep into the ground. The Umbreon snarled 
threateningly as five Greninja appeared around her, all of them ready 
tO pounce at a moment's notice. 


"Get out of here!" Crystelle ordered Zekra, casting her a sideways 
glare. "I'll take care of these Greninja! Just get away from here!" 


"But you'll-" 


" Just get out of here!" Crystelle screamed, her voice morphing into 
that of a demonic one as her eyes gave off a sinister light. "Run 
away and don't die on me!" 


Zekra was so afraid of the sudden change in her tone that she did 
exactly as told. She fled into the town, running as quickly as her legs 
could carry her. She cast a glance back at Crystelle to find that all of 
the Greninja were springing toward Zekra, but Crystelle had 
somehow stopped each and every one of them so that they were 
unable to get very far. She wasn't sure how the Umbreon was 
managing it, but Zekra paid no mind. She only kept running, refusing 
to look back again as she entered the city. 


It was a fairly prestigious city made out of various grey stones, 
bearing resemblance to many cities that Zekra had visited 
throughout her time as a Fellowship member with many civilians 
wandering about on their daily routine. She briefly wondered if there 
were Pokémon here in this city when there had been none in all of 


the other locations she had seen throughout Shiron. She considered 
it was because the east-ward wave of plague had not reached the 
city quite yet, but she found she couldn't take in the atmosphere of 
the new location. She was frantically searching for somewhere to 
hide. She couldn't understand why when she was so sure she 
wanted to die, but her instincts screamed for her to keep living and to 
find somewhere to hide until Crystelle came back... 


Just as Zekra rounded a street corner in her continuing search for an 
abandoned home to flee into, a familiar face jumped right into 
Zekra's line of sight, forcing her to skid to a halt. It was Crystelle, 
alive and well, not a single injury upon her. The Zekra's heart swam 
with relief as she smiled a little. 


"Crystelle, you're okay," Zekra sighed. "| was so worried about you. | 
really thought-" 


"There's no time! C'mon Zekra, we need to hide!" Crystelle suddenly 
ordered. 


It was then that Zekra realized something wasn't right. Crystelle's 
voice didn't sound the same as it always had after Crystelle became 
an Umbreon. Usually it was very upbeat and enthusiastic, falling 
somewhere between a child's light-hearted tone and a constant 
giggle. Crystelle sounded like that nothing now. Her voice was now 
somewhat deeper, more steeped in darkness with only a small trace 
of childishness to it. 


However, Zekra forced herself not to be concerned at the moment. 
There were more important topics to focus on. The voice change 
was probably because she was panicking for a reason Zekra could 
not understand. 


"What, why?" Zekra asked. "I thought you took care of those 
Greninja. | mean, they were the onl-" 


"I'm not talking about whatever you're talking about!" Crystelle urged. 
"Now COME ON, we don't have any time to waste! Follow me!" 


Zekra, though greatly confused about why her Umbreon companion 
suddenly seemed so panicky when she was always so composed 
and confident before, followed her into another section of town. They 
fled into what appeared to be a residential area, many houses all 
made of rock standing side by side to one another, hardly any space 
between any houses. Each house seemed exactly the same as the 
other, all of them being the same, slate grey with two windows and a 
wooden door to allow entry into the home. The only difference was 
that each home had a mailbox that was painted in its own unique 
way, whether it was because it had paw prints of all of the residents 
who lived in the home pressed upon it in a variety of colors or 
because mosaics were carefully drawn upon it. 


Crystelle quickly ushered Zekra into one of these homes, one that 
she noted had a mailbox that seemed absolutely plain compared to 
the others’. The second they stepped inside, Crystelle slammed the 
door shut and closed all of the blinds surrounding the windows. 


"Um, what's going on?" Zekra asked. "| mean, you show up out of 
nowhere to save me, and then you tell me to run away, and then you 
show up again, and now you want to lock me in this house with 
you... just what is going on?" 


"I'll tell you what's going on," Crystelle said as she finally turned 
around to face Zekra, her eyes glimmering in a way that sent shivers 
down Zekra's spine. "That Umbreon you've been with this whole 
time? That wasn't me. That was somebody pretending to be me." 


"Wh... What?" Zekra babbled. 


"| know it's hard to believe, Zekra, but it's the truth. | didn't want to 
believe it myself either." 


Zekra swiftly turned around to find Frazil and Lyra standing behind 
her, the both of them keeping close to another closed window on the 
other side of the house in what appeared to be the dining room. 
Once they both verified that it was closed off to the outside world, 
they came over to Crystelle's side and soon joined their daughter. 


They both gave her saddened, but solemn frowns, clearly not 
wishing to share the information on their minds, but knowing they 
had no choice. 


"Wait wait, what are you guys doing here?" Zekra asked, her mind 
spinning. "How did you guys even find me? | didn't tell you guys 
where | was going!" 


"We didn't know for sure that you were coming here," Frazil 
answered. "We honestly had no idea where you were even though 
we desperately wanted to find you and get you away from that 
imposter. So, we decided to try going to the Fellowships since | know 
that you, Terron, and Novus used to belong to them and still seemed 
very interested in them. We thought you might be there, or at least in 
the general vicinity." 


"We went to the Nestati one first since we knew that the Aurora one 
was abandoned," Lyra then said. "But just as with the one Eclair 
used to run to Len, that one was abandoned too. There wasn't a 
single Pokémon living in that city because of these... horrible 
monsters that Crystelle informed us were eating everybody. So we 
came here and found that it was actually still okay and that none of 
those monsters had come yet. So we figured that eventually, you'd 
come here because it was still in one piece. And sure enough, about 
a day after we got here, you showed up." 


"| was keeping an eye out for you on the streets while Mom and Dad 
were figuring out how to get us a place to stay for a while," Crystelle 
explained. "| didn't know when you would show up, but you just had 
to. And then | saw you running through the streets today and | was 
really lucky that you were alone without that fake me... | really didn't 
want to have to fight her..." 


"Who? Who are you talking about?" Zekra demanded, growing 
frustrated with this onslaught of information. "Who have | been with 
this whole time?" 


An uncomfortable silence fell over the Eons as they looked at one 
another with nervous scowls. Zekra felt a flare of wrath ignite within 
her as she stamped her foot down and drew closer to her caregivers. 


"Who?!" Zekra repeated. "Who's been pretending to be Crystelle?!" 


"They can't answer that question, Zekra, because they honestly don't 
know the answer. They just know that it can't possibly be anybody 
good if they're pretending to be somebody else." 


Everybody turned their heads, and were startled to find the Crystelle 
doppelganger standing amongst them, smiling wryly. No one was 
sure how she had gotten into the home, for all of the doors and 
windows were locked. It was as though she had suddenly appeared 
there out of thin air. 


"But you're so used to having pretenders in your company that were 
really just someone really close to you, so why should it really be 
such a surprise to know I'm not really Crystelle?" the imposter 
laughed bitterly. "I did a terrible job at playing her anyway." 


Zekra had to resist a scream as she shirked away from the 
Umbreon. 


The Umbreon's smile faded before she closed her eyes and shook 
her head. 


"| guess it's all over," the imposter said. "No point in hiding it any 
longer." 


The Umbreon's body morphed into a black, vague shape before it 
rapidly reformed into another creature. A creature Zekra thought that 
she would never see in reality amongst her. Zekra's very heart 
shattered at the sight as soon as she saw a new Pokémon standing 
before her. 


It was a Sableye. 


Chapter 78: Stop Running 


X 
Chapter 78 


Stop Running 


This isn't happening. 


Zekra was sure that the Sableye standing before her and the Eon 
family was nothing but a delusion she was suffering from. She was 
undoubtedly exhausted from running so much, or perhaps the 
Greninja's sleeping toxin had tampered with her mind enough for her 
to start hallucinating. 


This isn't real. That Umbreon | was hanging out with didn't just pop 
up into this house out of nowhere. 


It didn't just turn into a Sableye just now. 
It isn't Venri. 


Zekra touched the pin attached to the inside of her cloak with a 
shuddering paw and felt its cold surface push against her fur. The 
Sableye remained where she was, staring at Zekra with a blank 
expression. 


Venri's locked in my head thanks to this pin. She can't escape. She 
can't talk to me. She can't do anything as long as I'm wearing this 
thing. 


This isn't real. That's not Venri. It's... it's something else. It's a 
Zoroark. It has to be. It's just pretending to be a Sableye so it can 
scare me. A Zoroark was the thing that was pretending to be 
Crystelle and leading me back here to Shiron. 


"No Zekra, you know who | really am," the Sableye said, a tinge of 
venom in her voice. "You can try to deny it all you want just like with 
Zev's death, but it's me, the other you. Your inner monster as you 
like to call me sometimes. I'm Venri."” 


The Zorua cringed back as a deep, primal fear overwhelmed her and 
made her entire body shake. She could no longer lie to herself; there 
was no other reason why this Sableye was able to respond directly 
to her thoughts. This Sableye truly was Venri and though she didn't 
know how she was projecting herself into reality, it didn't matter at 
the moment. Venri was speaking to Zekra once more for reasons 
that Zekra knew couldn't possibly be benevolent. 


"Oh great, there you go again!" Venri cried in exasperation, marching 
toward Zekra. "Always thinking that I'm going to hurt you! Even after 
everything | do for you, you still HATE ME ! For Arceus's sake, would 
you just stop thinking I'm out to get you and actually believe me?! | 
am so S/CK of you constantly pushing me away and telling me how 
much of a monster | am! I'm NOT A MONSTER!" 


Zekra found she couldn't do anything as the Sableye closed in on 
her, her gemstone eyes flickering with spite. The Zorua could only 
stand there in petrified horror as the living embodiment of her worst 
fears approached her to do who knew what. She tried pushing the 
pin more into her chest, trying to smother out Venri, but the Sableye 
didn't disappear. Her form didn't even fizzle out for a brief second as 
she neared the Zorua. 


Just as Venri was to close the gap between her and Zekra, a blast of 
fairy energy struck the Sableye, knocking her over and sending her 
crashing into the dining room. She snarled as she clawed herself 
back to her feet, but a beam of ice was soon to follow, sealing her to 
the tile flooring. Not even a second later, another ball of magical 
energy and dark power impacted the Sableye, sending up a cloud of 
smoke and debris. It didn't take Zekra long to turn her head to find 
Lyra, Frazil, and Crystelle all shooting her a tense, nervous glare. 


"Hurry! Get out of here!" Crystelle urged. "We'll hold off this Sableye 
or whatever it is!" 


"But she-" 


"Go!" Lyra insisted, flinging the front door open with a ribbon-like 
appendage. "Please, flee from here and find somewhere safe! We'll 
be fine! Just save yourself from this awful creature!" 


"Hurry!" Frazil cried before Zekra could make another remark. 
"Please, go! Leave here!" 


It was then that Zekra saw the glimmer of blue within the cloud of 
smoke. It was burning so bright in that darkness and it was directed 
at Zekra, burning with unfathomable hate as they grew even brighter. 
As soon as Zekra saw the fearsome sight, she bolted outside, 
overcome by her primal instincts to flee from the monster. She knew 
that the Eon family couldn't stop Venri no matter how much they 
tried, but she was no longer able to care. She had to get away. 


She had to escape from the plagued monster by any means 
nessecary. 


The Zorua ran out of the neighborhood and into the main city, her 
extended claws scrapping the cobblestone streets uncomfortably. 
But she continued running, ignoring the ache it brought her as she 
continued fleeing for dear life. She didn't even pay attention to the 
fact that a number of Pokémon in the streets were pointing at her 
with horrified expressions upon their faces, screaming something to 
the other civilians surrounding them before fleeing somewhere far 
away. She couldn't focus on anything. Nothing mattered to her 
except to run. She had to run as far away as she could. 


You can't run away from me, Zekra. 
Zekra nearly tripped over herself as the familiar voice echoed bitterly 


and clearly in her mind. However, she quickly caught her footing and 
kept running. Venri was nowhere in sight, she was only in Zekra's 


mind. She was probably still with Lyra, Frazil, and Crystelle and 
putting up with their futile attempts to stop her. Zekra knew she could 
tolerate having Venri in her head. She would have preferred for Venri 
to not be present at all, but she would have to make due. 


Zekra, stop running away from me. It's useless. I'm literally 
everywhere you go. 


Stop talking to me. 


Zekra fled out of the city and into the outskirts that she had last seen 
when Venri had broken her from the Greninja's clutches. Her 
muscles were beginning to ache and protested for her to stop, but 
she refused to listen. She only continued onward, digging up patches 
of dirt and blades of grass with her extended claws as she ran. 


Where do you think you can possibly go where I'm not? Where 
are you even trying to run to? 


The Zorua saw a forest in the distance and immediately thought of 
Erebus Woods with the way that the trees' branches seemed 
unusually gnarled and twisted. She shivered at the memories that 
were soon to resurface in her mind, but bolted into the woods 
despite this. She noticed that there were no Pokémon in the woods. 
It was eerily quiet, making it impossible to ignore the voice that still 
persisted in her mind. 


You can run anywhere you like, but I'm still going to be here. 
You can't run away from me any more than you can run away 
from yourself. So just stop. Just stop running. 

Stop running and just let me talk to you. 

No. | don't want to talk to you. | know how this is all going to end! 
The Zorua picked up her speed as she tried changing into a 


Skarmory. She could feel the change slowly coming over, even 
without the use of her amulet, prompting Zekra to leap into the air. 


However, before her wings could form, the transformation abruptly 
stopped, causing Zekra to crash into the ground and skid across the 
rough dirt. She hissed as pebbles and small twigs scratched up 
against her and made tiny incisions in her skin. 


We need to talk, Zekra. You can't keep ignoring me. 
No we don't! Leave me alone! 


Zekra began another transformation, this one of a Flygon. She felt 
the wings sprout out of her back as her form lengthen, but just as 
with before, she barely leapt off the ground before reverting back into 
her true form. She was more graceful in her descent this time 
around, though still stumbled when trying to land and collapsed in a 
heap. 


Realizing that this was getting her nowhere, Zekra forced herself 
back to her feet and resumed running. However, was only able to run 
for a few seconds before something invisible bound her legs, making 
her trip over herself. She tumbled to the ground, her face smearing 
across the dirt before she came to a stop. She cursed under her 
breath and pushed her paws against the ground. 


Her legs suddenly ceased to listen to her commands and fell limp, 
making her thump back onto the ground. She tried to force herself 
back up, but much to her horror, found that her body would no longer 
listen to her. She screamed orders at her muscles from within her 
mind, but her limbs continued to remain useless. 


There's only way out of this situation and you know what it is. 
Stop fighting with me. 


Zekra could finally take it no more. 


"Fine!" Zekra screamed. "Fine, you wanna talk so bad? Then get out 
here! Get out of my head and face me!" 


No sooner did she demand this did Venri suddenly appear a few feet 
away from the Zorua, still in the form of a Sableye. She was still 
holding her smoldering, resentful glare that she had been giving 
Zekra earlier, but Zekra found she was no longer afraid of it. If 
anything, seeing the spite in Venri's eyes only fanned the flames of 
wrath in Zekra's heart. 


"There you are, you monster," Zekra hissed, baring her teeth. 


"As Close to being in reality as | can be with your illusion powers," 
Venri stated curtly. "So hi, Zekra. | finally get to talk to you for real out 
here as myself. Finally." 


"Give me one good reason why should | listen to anything YOU have 
to say to me," Zekra snarled. "You're a monster and you know it. 
You're everything that | hate and despise! You're nothing but a 
demon that wants to take everything | ever care about before taking 
over me. You're the very thing | vowed to kill the second you guys 
destroyed my home and took everybody | ever loved. Why should | 
listen to a single word you have to say!?" 


"Because you need to listen to me," Venri scowled. "You can deny it 
all you want, but you need my help . You need my help because | am 
you. The plague tore out a good chunk of your soul and made me 
with it. You can't do anything with the way you are right, what do you 
really have to fear from me? There is literally nothing about me that 
isn't some part of you. I've always existed inside of you, and now I'm 
just alive and can talk to you way easier now because the plague 
gave me life and a louder voice. So if you keep blocking me out, 
you're pretty much blocking yourself out. You really think that's such 
a great idea? Do you really think you can keep doing that for the rest 
of eternity?" 


"So what if you're me? That doesn't give me any more of a reason to 
listen to a word you have to say," Zekra shot back. "If you're me, 
then that means that you're just all of the thoughts | had to keep 
ignoring because they were evil. You're just my crazy killing instinct, 
the reason | selfishly named Tear after one of my old friends, every 


single messed up thought I've ever had, and most of all, you're all of 
my pain that's been weighing me down for all of these months. 
Really, you're still my plague no matter what you call yourself! 
Monster, plague, Venri... every single one of those things does the 
exact same thing! And you all want the same thing from me!" 


Zekra broke out of Venri's invisible hold on her and sprang at the 
Sableye. Venri groaned as she effortlessly stepped aside, making 
Zekra fly right past her. Then, before she could land, Venri grabbed 
Zekra back the back of her cloak and slammed her into the ground. 
Zekra cringed as waves of pain shot through her body and rubbed 
the dirt out of her eyes with her paws. 


"How many times do | have to tell you that I'm not trying to take over 
you?" Venri said in exasperation. "Why can't you just understand that 
| want to help you? Honestly, how do you not see it? Are you totally 
blind?!" 


Venri's form shifted with a ripple of black energy. Within a second, 
Zekra found herself looking at the Sableye-like monstrosity that had 
appeared shortly after her brother had been slaughtered before her 
eyes. 


"How about saving you from Shade when you were too weak to run 
away on your own?" Venri asked, the pinpoints of white light in her 
black eye sockets flickering. "Remember how | got rid of Shade so 
that you wouldn't die? You remember that?" 


Another ripple of light went through Venri and she then stood as an 
Umbreon. She shot Zekra a bitter scowl as she pressed her foot 
down on Zekra's ribcage, keeping the little Zorua in her vulnerable 
and helpless position. The paralysis in Zekra's legs returned as well, 
further preventing her from retaliating. 


"And what about when | was using this form?" Venri then asked, 
changing her voice so that she sounded exactly as she did when 
masquerading as Crystelle. "Do you really think that if | wanted to 
take over you | would have convinced you to leave that island? Do 


you know how much easier it is to Keep you out of danger and ina 
place where you never get better? You were miserable on that 
island. You never admitted it, but you were and turned into the total 
opposite of who you used to be. | fed off all of your misery. | got 
stronger because of all of your darkness that was growing every 
second of every day you were on that island. 


"And what did | end up doing? | made you leave that island so you 
could get all of your strength back. | Kept you company when | could 
have just let you go by yourself and | protected you when those 
stupid Greninja were going to turn you over to the Fellowship, even 
after you kept telling me how much you hated me. How does any of 
that make me sound like a monster? Go ahead, Zekra! Tell me how 
I'm a monster for wanting to protect you and make you stronger! Tell 
me how I'm a monster for making it so that you're not weak and 
pathetic, something you hate so much! Tell me how I'm the monster 
when I keep helping you and you just keep blocking me out and 
ignoring me over and over again! If you're anything, YOU'RE THE 
MONSTER!" 


"No, you're the monster! Stop trying to trick me!" Zekra screamed. 
"You're the plague, the thing that stole everything | ever cared about 
in life! | don't need you! I'm strong enough on my own! | know how to 
stand on my own feet and win against the Plagued Ones! YOU'RE 
JUST DRAGGING ME DOWN!" 


Venri's eyes flashed a bright red as she shot the Zorua a spiteful 
glare. She let out a demonic hiss as she took her foot off Zekra and 
kicked her in the side, sending Zekra tumbling along the ground. 
Zekra tried to dig her claws into the ground to slow herself down, but 
found that Venri was still immobilizing her muscles from the inside. 
She was forced to bear the pain until her momentum finally ceased 
and she found herself looking at the enraged Umbreon several feet 
away. Thick, black haze was seeping out of Venri's form as her eyes 
continued to illuminate, resembling flickering, red-hot flames than 
actual eyes. 


"You know what? I'm done with this!" Venri cried. "I'm done trying to 
convince you to believe me. You're clearly too stubborn to open your 
eyes and see the truth. You're too much of an idiot to see how much 
help you need if you ever want to get rid of the Plagued Ones. So 
you know what I'm gonna do instead?" 


The Umbreon's body began to shift, soon losing any semblance to 

shape as she became a formless blob of dark energy. Two piercing 
white lights gleamed eerily where her eyes should have been, fixed 
into an ominous glare. 


"I'm going to be the monster you say | am. I'm going to get rid 
of you." 


Hundreds of thousands of black tendrils shot out of her body and 
curled around one another, creating a new creature. Zekra could 
only watch in horror as the tentacles meshed themselves together 
and formed body parts, the tentacles sliding against each other until 
they finally merged into a singular, black appendage. The being grew 
until it towered over the puny Zorua, its massive shadow looming 
over Zekra so much that the very air around her began to chill. 


When the being had finally finished its transformation, Zekra found 
herself staring agape at the monstrosity before her. It was a Zoroark, 
except far tainted by demonic influence to even be considered a 
Pokémon anymore. The entirety of its body was covered with what 
appeared to be sickly black flames and its mane was wild and 
untamed, the bead that should have been holding its hair together 
nonexistent. Because of this, its glorious mane was frayed 
everywhere, some strands levitating in the air. But it was the face of 
the awful creature that sent shivers down Zekra's spine. 


The eyes had grown large and circular, resembling moons on the 
brightest of nights. And though they were blank and soulless, they 
complimented the terrifying smile etched across the creature's face. 
It was an unnatural smile, a smile that stretched from ear to ear and 
almost seemed like it would continue off the creature's face. Within 


that smile were hundreds of needle-like teeth, all pearly white with 
fresh blood-stains upon them. 


Zekra felt her heart fall into a dark place as she looked upon the 
monstrosity before her. She looked upon it and immediately felt all of 
her vigor leave her. And for the first time in a long time, she felt 
scared. She felt this way, because she finally came to realize 
something. This was what she had been containing within her this 
entire time. This was the demon she was always ignoring and 
rejecting. 


This is what her darkest self was in its truest form. 


Now it had enough of her and was going to do exactly what Zekra 
always feared and there was nothing Zekra could do. Venri was still 
paralyzing her limbs, but even if that wasn't the case, Zekra knew 
that she wouldn't be able to move. The sight of the monstrous being 
left her stunned and shuddering uncontrollably. All she could do was 
look up at the beast and wait for it to devour her soul. 


" Let's see how strong you are, Zekra." 


Zekra's ears perked up as confusion fell over her. The invisible 
bindings around her legs ceased to be, finally giving Zekra the ability 
to move again. But even with this renewal of control, Zekra didn't 
move. She only continued to look up at Venri with a timid stare. 


" You keep saying that you're strong enough to defeat the 
Plagued Ones on your own. You keep saying that you can do it 
without me. Well let me tell you something; | can still talk to you 
and make illusions no matter what now, but as long as you have 
that pin on you, | can't merge with you. We're always going to 
stay separate as long as that thing is attached to you. | have to 
get rid of it if |! want to get rid of YOU. So Zekra, do you really 
think you're strong enough to stop me from doing that? Do you 
think that you actually stand a chance against me?" 


Zekra was barely able to bolt out of the way as Venri rushed toward 
her and struck her claw down upon the ground where she once 
stood. The grass surrounding her claw temporarily turned into a 
mass of writhing, sickly tendrils that snapped wildly in the air before 
returning back to their true, harmless forms. Zekra felt her breathing 
hasten as she watched Venri shoot a glare at her, the light of her 
eyes growing brighter as the world around them seemed to grow 
dark. 


There was a flash of black, and then the Zoroark closed the distance 
between her and Zekra, reaching for her cape with outstretched 
claws. Zekra hastily fired a Dark Pulse at the abomination, but much 
to her horror, Venri swerved around the pillar of darkness. Her body 
shifted to that of a serpent-like being as she coiled her way around 
the blast and landed on the ground out of harm's way. The moment 
she hit the ground, she sprang at Zekra with the swiftness of a 
lightning bolt, coiling her body around the little Zorua. Zekra 
screamed as she leapt out of Venri's grasp before she could 
completely engulf her in her deadly embrace and fired yet another 
Dark Pulse at the serpent. 


" Are you really as strong as you think you are?" 


Venri slithered out of the way before springing at Zekra. But instead 
of coiling herself around Zekra, Venri shifted her form once more so 
that she was a humanoid creature with multiple tentacles jutting out 
of her back. The appendages shot out at the Zorua, making their 
way toward her in all directions as Venri decreased the gap between 
them with an evil grin. 


Zekra couldn't move enough as two tendrils wrapped around her 
ankles and kept her pinned in place. Venri then collided into her, 
knocking her to the ground as her other tendrils twisted around the 
rest of her body and reached for the collar of Zekra's cape. The 
Zorua struggled and thrashed around, screaming frantically as she 
clawed at the oncoming tentacles, but it was no use. Nothing she did 
could stop them progressing forward and removing her pin. All Zekra 


could do was resist shuddering as Venri stared down at her witha 
knowing, taunting smile. 


" See how much power | have on my own? See what ! can do 
now? This was all in YOU. You had all of this power, and now 
it's mine. What power do you have left now? Where's this so- 
called strength you keep claiming you have? | keep waiting for 
it to show up, but it never does!" 


In a moment of desperation, Zekra tapped into the dark power within 
her and changed herself into another being. The transformation was 
quick, much swifter than it had been in previous attempts without the 
amulet strung about her neck, and she shrank down into a Joltik. 
She slipped out of the tendrils much too large to contain her and 
leapt away from Venri before changing into a Greninja. She didn't 
waste another second and leapt forward on the coiled power of her 
legs, fleeing from the crazed abomination in a flash. 


She should have gone back to face Venri. She should have tried to 
find some way to subdue her even though the monster had been 
attacking her was nothing but an illusion. Zekra knew she should 
have at least fought back and prove that she was strong. 


But she couldn't. Venri had grown far too powerful than she could 
ever hope to contain. 


Venri was unstoppable. 


Stop running away from me! You know you can't escape from 
me! 


Zekra felt a jolt of cold panic rush through her veins, but she ignored 
the vicious, demonic voice in her mind. She only continued to flee 
with her ninja-like speed through the forest, trying to remember how 
to get back to Oracion Village. She knew that bringing her crazed, 
demonic self to a city filled with civilians was a terrible idea and 
would undoubtedly end with Venri slaughtering anybody she came 
across, Zekra didn't know what else to do. She needed help. She 


knew she couldn't take down Venri on her own, but maybe the Eons 
could help her. Even though Venri was an illusion, perhaps they 
could find a way to dispel it. Zekra wasn't sure if this was possible, 
but it was certainly better than having to face the monster alone. 


If she was going to be corrupted by Venri, she at least wanted to be 
with someone. 


She didn't want to be smothered out of existence, all alone with her 
last vision being Venri taunting her with a sinister snicker. 


It wasn't long before Zekra found herself in Oracion Village again. 
She felt a wave of relief wash over her as soon as she saw the 
familiar buildings, if strangely devoid of any townspeople when it had 
been so crowded earlier. She couldn't imagine why the city was so 
empty now when nothing seemed to be amiss. But Zekra couldn't 
ponder over this nor relish in her relief, for she saw Venri perched on 
top of a nearby building in her tainted Zoroark form. Zekra was 
barely able to lunge forward fast enough before Venri swooped down 
on her, missing her by a hair. The cobblestone road beneath Venri 
caved in, creating a large crater that nearly swallowed Zekra into it. 
Thankfully, Zekra was able to flee fast enough, disappearing from 
the monster and headed toward the residential area of the city. 


Within seconds, Zekra found herself in the neighborhood where she 
had last seen Lyra, Frazil, and Crystelle. She was about to rush 
inside and slam the door behind her, but then a ray of ice hit the door 
before she could reach it, freezing it shut. Zekra skidded to a halt as 
she reluctantly turned around. Upon doing so, she immediately 
wished she hadn't. 


Standing on the other side of the street, shooting Zekra an evil grin 
with her massive tail swishing back and forth behind her... was 
Shade. 


At first, Zekra thought that it was Venri once more, this time using a 
more intimidating and imposing figure Zekra already feared to further 
terrorize her. But just before Zekra could scream her accusation, she 


saw the Tyranitar's eyes. In those dark eyes of her that were 
glimmering with malicious intent, she did not see a corrupted version 
of herself. 


She saw the very monster that had killed her brother on that tragic 
day so many months ago. 


Any trace of hope within Zekra was eradicated as soon as she made 
eye contact with the bulky Tyranitar. Upon looking into her eyes that 
held a monster within, Zekra saw visions of her last encounter with 
the Fellowship leader. The memories flashed before her, almost 
disrupting her hold on reality as she saw dozens of Fellowship 
members try to kill her and Shade nearly doing the same. She 
watched her brother die yet again, his heart getting ripped right out 
of his chest while Zekra could do absolutely nothing to save him... 


Zekra's eyes filled with tears as the unbearable pain she had long 
tried to Suppress came over her full-force. Her broken, throbbing 
heart sent shockwaves of pain throughout her body, making her 
body tremble so much that her power could no longer support her 
form and turned her back into a Zorua. 


"I've been waiting for you, Zorua," Shade said with a grin. "A number 
of terrified civilians came running to me and told me that they spotted 
you around here, running around, and you just know much I've been 
waiting to see you again. | just had to see you again after all this 
time. 


Zekra stood there in petrified horror, shaking uncontrollably as the 
plagued Tyranitar marched toward her, the sinister grin on her face 
growing wider with each step she took. 


"Nobody's going to save you," Shade taunted. "Everyone's gone. 
They all think you're a monster and fled town. And there's no Zoroark 
that's going to save you this time." 


Zekra knew she needed to fight back. She knew that she needed to 
spring at the Tyranitar right now and gouge out her eyes if she 


wanted a chance to live. That or she needed to run away as fast as 
she could just as she had the other times she had encountered 
Shade. It didn't matter what it was; all she knew was that she 
needed to do something at that very second if she valued her life. 


And yet, Zekra found that she could do nothing. Though her thoughts 
screamed for her to fight and her heart beat painfully in her chest, 
she could not move. Her legs were locked in place, and it wasn't by 
Venri's doing. It was a much more horrifying reason that finally 
dawned upon Zekra after denying it for so long. 


It was because she was weak. 


It was just as Venri had said; she had lost all of her strength. The 
power that used to reside in her heart, fueling her and pushing her to 
fight every single day no matter what stood before her, was gone. 
The roaring fire that was her unstoppable power was now nothing 
but cold ash. Even though she had proclaimed multiple times that 
she was stronger and that did have power within her... it was alla 
lie. 


She could no longer do anything. 


When Zekra finally realized this, she knew that she could not stop 
the Tyranitar approaching her. Even if she did lash out at the 
Tyranitar, it would be in vain. She didn't carry the strength to kill 
Shade. She held no power against the Plagued Ones and their 
regenerative abilities. Everything she could possibly do was for 
naught. 


There was only thing Zekra knew she could do. She felt her heart 
sting at the thought, but she knew there was no point in avoiding it 
any longer. She had been avoiding it long enough, whether it was 
running away from the Plagued Ones when they infested her old 
home, Aurora Town when it was under the sinister creatures’ attack, 
Shade after the Tyranitar had killed Zeverous, every Plagued One in 
existence by running to a remote island, the binds of the Greninja, or 
even from her own plague within. She had been running for so long 


and nothing had been accomplished. The Plagued Ones were still 
out to get her and nothing was going to stop them. 


| can't do this anymore. Zekra told herself. I'm tired of running. I've 
run for too long and | can't do it anymore. No matter what | do, it 
never ends. It just keeps happening over and over again. Nothing 
ever gets better. When | do think I'm better, I'll relapse and repeat 
everything all over again. | never feel stronger in the end. Things just 
keep getting worse no matter how hard | fight. Things keep going 
more and more downhill until there's literally nothing left. Because 
really, what's going to be left for me if | manage to live through this? 
I'm never going to find Tear again. And even if | did... it's not going to 
work. Our friendship was always so Strained. So fragile. If we saw 
each other again... it'll be broken beyond repair. Same goes for 
Yimtri. He hates me and wants nothing to do with me anymore. 


It's time to finally admit what I've been denying for so long. 
The Zorua took in a deep breath. 
| am going to die and there is nothing | can do to stop it. 


With this thought, Zekra let Shade stop right in front of her tiny form 
before covering her claws in the plague-killing haze. She shot Zekra 
one last grin before smashing her clawed hand down upon her head. 
Zekra didn't even close her eyes as she waited for all of her suffering 
to finally end. 


A black, clawed hand grabbed Shade's hand before it could crush 
Zekra's cranium. It held her paw tight, trembling as it struggled to 
keep the deadly Tyranitar's claws inches away from Zekra's scalp. 
The Zorua stared up at it, still in her suicidal daze and partially 
detached from the world. 


"How many times are you going to make me do this, Zekra?! I'm sick 
of saving you!" 


The familiar voice quickly snapped Zekra out of her trance-like state. 
She snapped her head around to find Venri standing over in the 
shadowy Zoroark form, holding off the burly Tyranitar. Shade was 
scowling viciously at the sight of the plagued creature, and for a 
moment, Zekra thought she saw a flicker of anxiety in Shade's eyes. 


" You," Shade hissed. "| know that voice. You're that abomination 
that prevented me from killing this Zorua before. Just what exactly 
are you, irritable pest? And why do you always come at the worst 
possible moments?" 


"Like I'd tell you!" 


Venri let out a loud cry as she tightened her grip on Shade and flung 
her into a nearby house, using so much force that Shade actually 
broke through the wall and was hurled inside the building. Venri 
hissed as she cast Zekra an agitated glare, her white eyes flickering. 
Zekra found she couldn't do anything except stare back witha 
nervous frown, her dreary thoughts still not gone from her mind. 


"You have no idea how mad | am at you right now," Venri said in a 
dark, venomous tone. "First you keep thinking I'm a monster even 
after | tell you that I'm not, then you run away from me, and now, oh 
NOW you've gotten yourself into a mess that | have to get you out of! 
You really make me want to kill you, Zekra!" 


Zekra cringed back, frightened by her dark self's words. Venri didn't 
seem the least bit regretful of her words and seemed ready to give 
Zekra another lashing, but her eyes abruptly darted to the side. The 
Tyranitar burst out of the house just then, creating another giant hole 
in the wall as she grabbed Zekra up in her claws. Zekra thrashed 
about in an attempt to escape, but the Tyranitar's grip was firm. 


"You are far too much of an effort to kill than you should be," Shade 
growled. "When are you ever going to DIE ?!" 


Shade opened her jaws and was about to snap them down on 
Zekra's head, but then Venri suddenly appeared between her and 


the Zekra as a Zorua herself. She dove into Shade's mouth in 
Zekra's place, head-butting her in the back of the throat and viciously 
clawing her esophagus. Shade let out a pained choking sound as 
she dropped Zekra and reached up to pry Venri out of her maw, but 
Venri was too quick. She disappeared just as Shade was to touch 
her and reappeared by Zekra's side as the corrupted Zoroark. She 
grabbed Zekra with her claws before leaping back, putting a few feet 
of distance between them and the Fellowship leader. 


" You'll never kill Zekra!" Venri proclaimed with one of the most 
wrathful, passionate voices Zekra had heard. "I'll kill you before 
you can touch her again!" 


"Wait a minute... that voice you're using. The power in it..." Shade 
said as her wounds within her mouth healed. "| know what you are 
now, strange monster. You... You're her plague. You're manifesting 
yourself into reality using her illusion powers." 


Venri didn't say anything, only spreading out her claws as she let out 
a demonic hiss. Shade's pained expression was soon replaced with 
a dark scowl, one far more formidable than any expression Zekra 
had seen her use before. If Zekra didn't know any better, then she 
would have thought that Shade was afraid of knowing Venri's true 
origins. 


But it didn't last, for an evil grin was soon to break out of her cold 
frown along with a boisterous laughter. 


"Oh this is just rich! I've never thought such a thing could happen!" 
Shade cried. "A plague that wants to HELP its host! Oh sure, there's 
the legendaries with their plague, but with a little Zorua? Oh, never in 
a million years! A plague that wants to kill the other plagues! A 
plague that doesn't hate its host! You really are deformed and 
pathetic!" 


"Call me what you want, but it means nothing to me," Venri said 
threateningly. "I'm the world's strongest plague because of what | am 
and who | came from, and I'm going to kill your master with this 


power | have in me. I'm going to end all of this suffering that it's 
brought on everyone. But first... I'm going to kill you . You don't 
deserve to live anymore after everything you've done to Zekra. 
You're going to pay for all of the pain she feels every waking day 
after you killed her brother." 


Zekra looked up at Venri, not believing what she was hearing. She 
had gotten the impression that Venri was fighting Shade because 
she was interfering with Venri's task to take over Zekra. But now, it 
seemed that wasn't the case. She was standing with Zekra, vowing 
protection, instead of using the moment to rip Zekra's pin off and 
corrupt her. 


She was fighting for Zekra even though she undoubtedly hated 
Zekra for her inability to listen and for constantly being pushed away. 


"Oh but you can't," Shade stated with a sly smile. "You're just 
projecting yourself with an illusion. You don't have any powers to kill 
me when you're doing that. Or did you forget that?" 


Venri didn't say anything, only keeping her glare fixated on the 
Tyranitar. However, Zekra knew that Venri was panicked. She could 
feel Venri's unease within her heart, making it suddenly harder to 
breathe. Zekra watched Venri glance down at her for a moment 
before grabbing her with her claws. Zekra shrieked, thinking that 
Venri was finally going to turn her into a monster, but Venri surprised 
her once again. She took the Zorua and shoved her deep into her 
mane, where strands of her hair were soon to transform into tendrils 
and keep her rooted. Zekra fought her way to the surface, but only 
succeeded in having her head poke out of the mane before the 
tendrils held her firm. They weren't allowing her to escape. 


"You don't know that," Venri said simply. "Maybe | actually can kill 
you like this. Let's see who's wrong!" 


Venri launched herself forward at the Tyranitar, transforming her 
arms into Scyther arms before swinging them at Shade. The 
Tyranitar ducked as she swung her tail at the Zoroark, smacking her 


across the face and making her stumble to the side. Zekra almost 
flew out of Venri's mane, but the tendrils tightened their grip around 
her ankles and dragged her back into its mass, this time burying her 
completely. She watched as her vision of the outside world 
disappeared, only to be replaced by the sight of her being 
surrounded by hundreds of thousands of slithering, black tentacles. 
Zekra shivered at the sight and started clawing her way back up to 
the surface. 


Stay in there, Zekra. Stay in there where Shade can't hurt us. 
I've got to get rid of her. 


Zekra stopped struggling as Venri's voice entered her mind. Unlike 
last time, she sounded much more mellow, as if she wasn't having a 
brutal fight with Shade as she was communicating with Zekra. 


Venri... you can't win. You know you can't. Zekra told her. Shade 
was right about you. You're just using a really strong illusion. 


| know... but 1 don't care. | have to get rid of her somehow or 
else she really will kill you. | can't have that happen. I'm going 
to find a way to kill her, just watch me. 


Zekra felt a tremor go through her shelter, followed by a small speck 
of light flooding into the mane. However, it passed just as quickly as 
it came, and the hole was sealed back up, placing Zekra back in 
darkness once more. She closed her eyes and tried to see if she 
could connect herself to Venri's vision, but Venri refused to let Zekra 
see through her eyes. She only let Zekra see black behind her 
eyelids. 


"Hah! | was right! You can't kill me!" Zekra heard Shade proclaim 
with a mighty laugh seconds later. "Well then, | think we've wasted 
enough time doing this dance. It's time to get rid of both of you, and | 
know just how to do it! I'm not making the same mistake as last time! 
Let's see how well you fare with an entire army of unstoppable 
warriors!" 


The next thing Zekra knew, she was being dragged out of Venri's 
mane by an invisible force as the tendril's hold on her loosened. 
Zekra clung to the tendrils as much as she could, but she was only 
to hold on for what had to be a minute at most before she tumbled 
out of Venri's mane. 


When she fell out of Venri, she was quick to find that she was no 
longer on the ground. Instead, she and Venri were falling through the 
sky, hundreds of feet above the city with two black and purple portals 
tearing holes into the sky above them. 


Flooding out of those portals... were hundreds of Plagued Ones, all 
of different species, but all wearing the same sinister smile. 


They descended upon Zekra, all of them opening their jaws as they 
closed in on her. Zekra let out a loud scream as she thrashed wildly 
in the air, as if to intimidate the plagued demons. She could already 
feel her fear overtaking her, the Instinct Infestation working its way 
through her mind. She tried to keep her sanity for as long as she 
could, firing Dark Pulses at the Plagued Ones as she fell, but it did 
nothing to delay the inevitable. Her attacks weren't decreasing the 
numbers of the horrifying creatures, and her dread was drowning out 
all of her thoughts at a startling rate. 


"Zekra! Zekra, grab onto me!" 


The Zorua turned her head to find Venri had changed into a shadowy 
Scyther and was swooping toward her as she fell with Zekra, not 
using her wings to stop her descent. Zekra, not Knowing what else to 
do, angled herself to fly toward Venri and wrapped both of her paws 
around her neck before burying her face beneath her chin. She could 
feel the wind trying to detach her from Venri, attempting to rip them 
apart, but Zekra refused to let go. 


Zekra watched the best she could from her position as Venri spread 
out her bladed arms and began spinning around rapidly like a top, 
slicing apart any Plagued Ones that dared to come near them as 
they continued their plummet to the ground. They were still so far up, 


but at the rate they were falling, Zekra was sure that they'd hit the 
bottom within a couple of minutes. 


But she knew that wasn't the most troubling concern. Venri could 
easily stop their fall at any time. It was the Plagued Ones 
surrounding them that never went away, no matter what Venri did. 
No matter how many times Venri sliced them apart, they would 
always reform seconds later, just as eager to fling themselves at her 
and Zekra as they had earlier. And to make matters worse, there 
was always more coming in every second. The amount of Plagued 
Ones pouring out of the portals never seemed to end, so much so 
that Zekra was sure that they would fill up the entire sky with their 
hazy bodies within a few minutes. 


We can't keep doing this, Venri. Zekra said with her mind, knowing it 
was easier to hear for Venri to hear her thoughts than her voice. /'m 
going to go crazy and any second now and there's way too many 
Plagued Ones. We're both going to die. 


We're not going to die and you're not going to go insane. You 
might feel like you're going to, but I'm doing everything I can 
right now to make sure you're staying rational. I'm forcing your 
brain to stay under control right now. Trust me, I'm not about to 
let you do something stupid. 


But there's still too many Plagued Ones! You can't kill them and | 
sure can't either! 


| don't care! We ARE NOT GOING TO DIE! 


Zekra squeezed her eyes shut as Venri made her scythed arms 
longer and sharper, extending the reach of her deadly attack so that 
she took out more Plagued Ones than before. But even as she did 
this, Zekra knew it still wouldn't help. She was only delaying the 
inevitable. 


And yet... she persisted anyway, refusing to stop no matter how 
many Plagued Ones threw themselves at the duo. 


Why? Why are you saving me? Why aren't you taking over me like 
you kept saying you would? You had the perfect chance to take over 
me before when Shade was talking to you... but you didn't. You just 
stayed with me and then put me in here. Even now, with me holding 
onto you for dear life... you're not ripping off my pin and smothering 
me out. Why? You were just saying earlier that you were going to 
take over me. Why did you change your mind? 


There wasn't a response. The only thing that Zekra could hear was 
the sounds of Plagued Ones screaming just before they were sliced 
apart. Zekra tightened her hold on Venri as she had horrifying visions 
of a Houndoom Plagued One snapping its jaws around her before 
tearing her to pieces. 


! did want to get rid of you. 


Zekra snapped back into reality as she felt her heart slink into a dark 
place. It was just as she had feared; Venri did hate her and wanted 
her gone. 


Let me finish talking, Zekra. 


Zekra hesitated, surprised by the remark, but still nodded the best 
she could in her position and tried to ignoring the screeching around 
them. 


| really was sick of you after trying to make you see that | want 
to help you. | mean, you just wouldn't believe me no matter 
what I did. So | figured it would be easier just get rid of you. | 
wouldn't have to put up with your stupidity and not have to stay 
in that mind prison you shoved me into for a while. But when 
Shade tried to kill you that time after | showed up to save you 
AGAIN, | realized that | didn't actually want that. | realized... | 
still want you with me, Zekra. | don't want you gone. 


What...? Zekra asked, her voice faltering. 


! care about you, Zekra. A lot. Even though you're insufferable 
and you just don't know how to listen, you're still the one | came 
from. You're still me. | don't want to get rid of some part of me 
just because you're annoying sometimes. Because really, even 
though you do a lot of stuff that can annoy me and keep 
shoving me away, you are the reason ! am who | am now. 


You're the reason | exist in the first place. The plague might 
have given me a voice, but you had to exist in order for me to 
even be created. And also, you're the reason I'm so strong. | 
never would have gotten as strong as | am now if you didn't 
have that power within you in the first place. And | guess, when 
! think about it, | want to make you as strong as me. | know you 
crave my power, and | just want to let you have it too. 


! want to repay you for making me so powertul. 


! want you to share this power with me so we can be strong 
together and get rid of the Plagued Ones as one. 


! want you to finally be happy. 


Zekra found herself at a loss, unable to say anything. She would 
have thought that Venri was lying to her as she had presumed 
multiple times in the past, but this time, Zekra knew Venri was 
speaking the truth. There was no reason Venri would be telling her 
this when she had an easy chance to forcefully smother out Zekra 
right there. But it wasn't just that. Deep within Zekra's heart, she 
could feel the earnest behind Venri's words. She could feel all of the 
heart Venri had put into those words, speaking directly from her soul. 


Venri had meant every word she said. 


She, from the bottom of her metaphoric heart, wanted Zekra to be 
the powerful warrior she had always dreamed of being. 


And for the very first time, Zekra felt touched by Venri's words. She 
felt tears well up in her eyes as a powerful warmth slowly seeped out 


of her heart and flooded into her veins. And with that warmth, she 
began to feel something else. Something she had not felt in a very 
long time. 


Power. 


Unrelenting, burning power that made her body feel as though it 
were on fire. It was far stronger than anything she had ever felt 
before. 


Stronger than the misery that had tormented her after every tragedy 
that had struck her. 


Stronger than the love she held for all of her closest companions. 


Stronger than the vendetta that had once powered her every step in 
every waking day. 


And Zekra knew exactly what this power was. 


The Zorua opened her eyes with a determined glare. She looked 
down at the cape still fastened tight around her neck, and then with 
one extended claw, severed the fabric right off her neck. 


She watched as it immediately blew off her, taking the anti-plague 
pin with it, as it went up into the air, growing farther and farther away 
from her with each passing second. As soon as she was free from it, 
Zekra looked back at the Scyther, who had seen what she had done. 
Venri looked into Zekra's bold eyes with a confused stare before it 
dawned upon her what the implications of Zekra's actions were. She 
stopped spinning and allowed herself to fall with Zekra, happy tears 
streaming out of her eyes. 


"Let's stop the Plagued Ones," Zekra said with a warm smile. "Let's 
do it together." 


Venri laughed merrily as she changed into a shadowy Zoroark before 
wrapping her arms around Zekra in a tight hug. The two held their 


embrace as the Plagued Ones closed in on them, all of them taking 
the opportunity to hit them as one, massive force. 


A bright flash went off just as the Plagued Ones closed in on Zekra, 
and Venri's body lost its form and began to enclose itself around 
Zekra. Zekra's body gave off a radiant, white light as Venri merged 
with the Zorua's soul, giving Zekra all of her power. And as the 
plagued power seeped into Zekra's muscles and bones, her body 
began to change. 


Her body lost its quad-pedaled form as she grew much larger, 
gaining more of a humanoid appearance as her limbs elongated and 
gained sharper claws at the ends of them. The small tuft of fur that 
once sat upon the top of her head flared up and flowed over her 
shoulders, growing so long that it nearly reached her feet as the rest 
of the fur upon her body grew thicker. As her body changed to 
support the new power that Venri had given her, she felt Venri 
changing within her as well. Though the two had been separate 
entities before, she could now feel Venri merging with her spirit, 
allowing her to see everything that had been within Venri's mind. She 
saw all of Venri's memories flash before her as she changed, and 
through every memory she watched, she saw truly how much Venri 
really was her. Though Venri had been brought to life by the plague, 
everything she had done was something that Zekra knew she herself 
would have done under certain circumstances. 


And now, they really were one Pokemon. 


When the transformation finished, the light Surrounding Zekra faded, 
allowing her to see that she was now a Zoroark. She had not 
covered herself with an illusion as she had done several times in the 
past, but rather, she had truly become a much stronger Pokémon. 


She had evolved, but she did not appear as an ordinary Zoroark. 
Her mane had far more black spikes of fur sticking out of it in various 


places than that of a normal Zoroark, as well as many black streaks 
running through the red of her hair. It blew wildly in the wind thanks 


to her not having a bead to hold it together, making her appear far 
larger than she truly was. Her eyes shined with a brilliant, blue light 
and her claws and ears were covered in a strange, red metal-like 
substance that seemed to serve as armor. But most striking of all 
were what had happened to most of her body. All of her fur was 
invaded with streaks of black and red, pulsing with a strange power 
that made her body glow subtly. 


What... what Is... 


It was then that Zekra had a sudden thought, and then she instantly 
knew what was the cause for this strange evolution. Because she 
had evolved using Venri's power, her body had adapted plagued 
traits. In some ways, she truly had become the Plagued One she 
always feared that she'd become. But even as Zekra realized this, 
she found she wasn't afraid. She only felt one thing within her heart 
as she fell through the air, hundreds of Plagued Ones swooping 
down on her to obliterate her. 


Invincible. 


With her newfound power coursing through her veins, Zekra smirked 
and looked upon each of the Plagued Ones. 


Flashes of images appeared in Zekra's mind, and then she 
immediately knew how to get rid of each and every one of the 
Plagued Ones. She had never used the power before, for she had 
never held it in her weak Zorua form, but she knew what to do. She 
could feel a presence guiding her along, giving her wordless 
instructions. 


She reached deep within herself and once she found the power that 
she sought, seized it in her grasp. She took her hands and held them 
up into the sky and let the power flood in her claws, watching as they 
began to glow with powerful energy. They emitted bright sparks of 
yellow as the red glow to her claws grew more and more brilliant with 
each foot she fell. And then, just as all of the Plagued Ones were to 
snap their jaws at Zekra, she clapped her hands together. 


A large, red burst of energy exploded out of Zekra's claws, engulfing 
everything around her in a fifty-foot radius. Each and every single 
one of the Plagued Ones were engulfed before exploding with 
demonic screeches, their bodies disappearing without any traces. 
The portals that the demons poured out of were also destroyed, 
exploding into a burst of darkness before dissipating quickly. Very 
soon, the entire sky was clear of all Plagued Ones. Zekra waited a 
moment, expecting for new portals to open up or perhaps for the 
Plagued Ones she destroyed to reform, but it never happened. 


For the very first time in her life, Zekra had actually fought back 
against the Plagued Ones successfully. 


She finally had the power to kill them, just as Venri had promised. 


Zekra laughed triumphantly as she twirled around in the air, filled 
with a joy beyond description. She truly had become the unstoppable 
Pokémon that she had always wanted to be. No longer could she 
feel the pain that had been weighing down her heart for all of those 
months. No longer did she fear dying and the need to run away from 
all of her problems. She felt she could do anything and that literally 
nothing in the world could stop her. 


But as soon as she looked down, Zekra saw that the ground was 
approaching at an alarming rate. And there, staring up at her with 
her jaw open agape in shock, was Shade. As soon as she saw that 
plagued Tyranitar, a number of memories resurfaced in Zekra's 
mind. She saw everything that Shade had done to her, but instead of 
filling her with debilitating fear, it filled her with a deep, passionate 
wrath. 


Zekra knew what she had to do. 


She wiped the smirk off her face as her mind filled with a number of 
ideas of what she could do. They swirled around in her thougNts, all 
of them so destructive and filled with so much power that Zekra 
thought that she never would have dreamed of ever wielding. Zekra 
couldn't help but be in awe over the seemingly unlimited arsenal of 


powers at her disposal. Venri had never been exaggerating when 
she proclaimed how much power she had within her thanks to Zekra. 


However, Zekra knew she could concern herself with her abilities 
later. Right now she had a certain Tyranitar she had to take care of. 
With a spiteful scowl, she turned into a Skarmory with alarming 
speed before opening her wings, catching the wind beneath her 
metallic feathers. When she had slowed down enough, she instantly 
reverted back into a Zoroark and landed back onto the ground a few 
feet away from Shade. The Tyranitar still appeared just as horrified 
as before, all of her smugness gone. 


Zekra couldn't help but shoot her an evil grin. 


"Still think that you can kill me?" Zekra taunted. "Huh? Do you? Go 
on, tell me that you can!" 


"You're not supposed to synchronize..." Shade mumbled nervously. 
"You're not supposed to work with that Zorua and become her... this 
is wrong... this is all wrong. Regular Pokémon don't work with the 
plague! They hate us!" 


"Oh yeah?" Zekra asked, stepping toward Shade. "Then if that's not 
supposed to happen... then how come | can do this ?!" 


The Zoroark then shot forward, moving with the speed of a bullet. 
Shade cringed as she stamped the ground with her foot, creating a 
fissure in the cobblestone street and sending up small boulders into 
the air. With a wave of her hand, each of the rocks fired at the 
Zoroark. Zekra didn't even stop flying through the air as the rocks 
closed in on her, and then swiped them with her claws. Each of the 
rocks were diced into pieces as if they were made of butter before 
falling to the ground harmlessly as Zekra continued zooming right 
past them. 


Shade tried to run, but it was no use. Zekra slammed into her, 
knocking the mighty Tyranitar onto her back before landing on top of 
her. Zekra took one claw and grabbed Shade's neck, pinning her 


down as she took her other claw and raised it high above her head. 
Stripes of black began to invade the set of claws as the red stripes 
upon her limbs started to glow with a bright light. 


"This is for Zev," Zekra hissed, "and for everyone else you Plagued 
Ones have ever taken away from me." 


Zekra plunged her claw into Shade's chest and felt the tendrils flood 
out of her clawtips and invade Shade's. She watched with a cold 
glare as Shade thrashed about, screaming as the tendrils wormed 
their way into her corrupted plague heart, digging deep into the 
muscle and chambers. 


And then, the tendrils flailed out, and Zekra felt Shade's heart 
explode within her chest. Shade's screams abruptly ceased as the 
plague within her died, leaving nothing but a hollow corpse before 
Zekra. With a grunt, Zekra ripped her claws out of the Tyranitar and 
saw dozens of tiny tendrils still hanging out of the tips. She watched 
as they slowly slid back inside of her, taking the red glow of her body 
with them until she held her normal appearance once more. 


With the job finally done, Zekra then released a relieved sigh and sat 
down, resting her hands by her sides. 


! did it. Zekra thought proudly. | finally killed Shade. | can finally kill 
Plagued Ones. I'm finally the most awesome Pokémon | always 
wanted to be. 


Zekra took the moment to revel in the feeling of living as a combined 
being. In a way, it was as though nothing had changed. Zekra still felt 
she was in complete control of everything she did and thought, and 
all of her memories were still within her mind, not having changed in 
the slightest. 


But at the same time, Zekra was not the same. Even with Venri no 
longer with her, Zekra could still feel Venri's power flowing through 
her, giving her the emotional strength and durability she had always 
craved. She could see every one of the shadow's memories within 


her mind. Everything about Venri no longer felt alien, but rather, as 
something belonging to a half of herself she had always known was 
there but could never reach. 


It was a strange feeling, an experience that Zekra found she couldn't 
explain no matter how much she pondered, but she found that she 
didn't mind. She found security in her new form. She was no longer a 
weak little child, but rather, a complete, confident, and self-realized 
individual. 


Zekra would have pondered her new circumstances more, as well as 
the number of arcane abilities she now had in her possession, but it 

was then that she heard the sounds of footsteps hurrying across the 

cobblestone road with her far sharper ears. 


Zekra turned around and found Lyra, Frazil, and Crystelle rushing 
toward her with panic-stricken faces quite a distance away. It 
seemed that unlike the rest of the civilians of the city, they had 
stayed and had been looking for Zekra. They truly did care about 
Zekra, and the very thought of that made Zekra smile. 


The three didn't seem to notice the dead Tyranitar lying on the 
ground beside Zekra as they stopped before her, panting heavily. 
The second they saw her demonic form, they shirked back. Zekra's 
smile immediately faded when she saw the fear in their eyes and 
realized how terrifying she must look to them. 


"Zekra! Oh Zekra, what... what happened to you?" Lyra asked 
between breaths. "Why do... why do you look like that?" 


It was then that Lyra noticed Shade's corpse. She let out another 
shrill scream as she shirked back, prompting the rest of the family to 
do the same. They all snapped their baffled, unhinged stares onto 
Zekra. 


"Zekra, why is that Tyranitar dead?" Lyra asked wearily, seemingly 
ready to bolt ata moment's notice. "Did you... is she dead because 
you... Zekra, why do you look like a demon and why are you a 


Zoroark and why is everyone in town gone? And why... why is... 
Zekra, what exactly is happening?!" 


Zekra tried to think of a way to rationally explain to them exactly why 
she held the appearance of a demon and why she had murdered 
Shade. However, as she did this, something else came to mind. 
Something that she had been avoiding for far too long because it 
brought her pain to think about it. Even now it still brought her pain, 
but thanks to the strength that Venri was sharing with her, it was no 
longer soul-crushing. It was only a sting, even if it struck her 
repeatedly like a constant jab. 


But she had to face it. She had to because it was important and she 
couldn't run away from anything anymore. 


"It's a long, long story," Zekra said quietly. "Like really long. And | 
really shouldn't be telling you it, but you guys should know. You 
deserve to know after all of the stuff you've seen. So I'll tell you all 
about it, but right after I'm done, | have to go somewhere." 


Zekra looked back at the husk that was once Shade and gave ita 
determined glare. 


"| have to find my friends and make everything right again." 
One chapter left until the final arc of the story is upon us and | 


go on a small break to prepare for it... come back next 
Thursday to see it. 


Special Episode: The Shadow Hunter 


" The Shadow Hunter" 


At sundown, a convoy of eighteen Pokemon trudged through a dark 
forest, dragging behind them a payload of food and supplies. 


A Chesnaught and a pair of Gogoat pulled the wagons, and a trio of 
Kabutops stood vigilant guard at the front of the procession. The rest 
of the herd followed solemnly behind in silence, keeping watch into 
the darkness. 


The world had become a savage place, and nobody was quite sure 
how it had happened so fast. News of the plague demons and their 
genocide had come from western Shiron over the months, but 
nobody had taken them seriously at first; everyone thought that 
surely it was just something blown out of proportion, or some ill-fated 
vigilante group that hadn't a chance to cause any real damage. But 
the news kept coming, and far-off acquaintances were reported dead 
in staggering numbers, and entire cities were said to have been 
gutted by the swarms of demons. The breaking point came when the 
cost of necessities rose to overbearing levels, and merchants began 
disappearing entirely. Soon, it became impossible for cities to 
provide their people with the supplies needed to live comfortably, 
and entire communities of Pokémon began to fracture, walling 
themselves into fortresses and burrowing underground in one final 
effort to survive the impending doom and the demons who had 
brought it. 


Even in Anderon, one of the last remaining places of refuge on the 
continent in Eastern Shiron, hope was at its lowest. Society had 
turned against one another. Scavengers ran wild and looted 
whatever supplies they could find. It was not uncommon to find 
corpses of civil Pokemon who had been robbed and murdered, or 


worse, eaten; the caravan had run across four fallen civils in one day 
alone. All that was left of the once mighty Anderon region was 
perhaps a dozen tiny strongholds scattered along the eastern 
mountains where the most resilient of the Pokémon laid low and 
worked together to stay alive. Their exact number was unknown, as 
the factions made contact with one another as little as possible; any 
movement out in the open could give away their position. The 
necessary supply runs were made with careful planning and extreme 
caution. 


The sages said that Anderon had no more than a year left before the 
plague would hit the eastern coast, and that was only a generous 
estimate. It was assumed that the rest of Shiron was already taken 
over by the demons, and everyone knew that it was only a matter of 
time before the plagued ones would be sighted crossing the 
mountains and bring doom upon everyone. 


Though the travelling Pokémon kept watch for ferals and bandits 
who might attack from the side of the road, they understood that they 
didn't stand a chance against the plague demons who would swoop 
down from the sky. None had ever defeated them. None had ever 
fought a plague demon and lived to brag about it. The only stories 
that spread were about witnesses who had seen their slaughter and 
somehow escaped. 


Shiron had fallen, and they were next. All that remained was to live 
out the remainder of their lives in peace, by whatever means 
necessary. 


The lead Kabutops hissed, drawing her claws. One second later, the 
entire procession was frozen in their tracks, holding their breaths. 


"Akka? Something wrong?" 
She cocked her head. 


"I'm not hearing things... am 1?" she whispered to her companions. 


"There was something,” the other Kabutops affirmed. "Up ahead.” 
"Can't see anything. Maybe just a Rattata..." 

"No... too heavy.” 

"Traveler?" 

"Traveler wouldn't be so quiet." 

"Spy?" 

"Spy wouldn't attack from the front..." 


"So... this is a foe," she realized, darkly. "Someone who thinks they 
can take us down." 


With the revelation sinking in, the three brown creatures exchanged 
glances and lowered their heads, preparing to forage forward to 
locate the foe and protect the caravan... But there was no need, for 
the foe showed itself. 


It stopped walking and stood still and confidently in the middle of the 
road, blocking the carvan's way: a tall humanoid silhouette, darker 
than the night sky, with gleaming yellow eyes. Its body was like an 
amorphous living shadow, twisting and moving with spiritual energy, 
as though engulfed in a dancing black fire. It had no clear form, no 
expression upon its face, no emotion; it only stood like a watchful 
beast, its stare locked with the bladed Pokémon who stood in the 
way of the first wagon. 


"This is bad," Akka whispered, already trembling in fright. "Its..." 
"The shadow hunter," her right-hand companion said. 

Rumors of a figure called the "shadow hunter" had spread through 
Anderon. Said to be a living shadow, or even a plague demon, the 


shadow hunter appeared at various places throughout the world, 
killing Pokémon effortlessly and taking from them whatever it 


desired. The stories said that the hunter had never lost a battle with 
any of its challengers. 


The Kabutops leader stopped to think for a moment. "We need this 
food,” she hissed bitterly to her companions. "Charizard's clan is 
already starving to death. We need to get this through. We can't let 
this shadow thing have it." 


The other Kabutops nodded in understanding. The other guards 
couldn't help them in case it was an ambush; it would only be up to 
the three of them. They would fight. 


The shadow hunter took a step forward, the wisps dancing upon its 
shoulders and its head. The guards tensed, baring their blades in a 
threatening display. 


In a warbled, nightmarish voice, it spoke: "Show me to your clan 
leader." 


Akka gave the signal, and her two companions darted forward to 
flank the creature on both sides at once. The creature did not flinch 
as their curved blades sank into its flesh with an unsettling schlunk . 
The guards were immobilized immediately, their blades stuck inside 
of the creature's flesh as though it were a pile of tar. 


A chill went through the leader's bones as she watched her 
companions struggle for freedom. They did not dare attack with their 
remaining blades. They writhed and pulled to set themselves free, 
but the tar-like substance only crawled farther up their claws, until it 
reached the shoulders. The stunned Kabutops began to cry in terror 
as the shadow encroached so close to their heads... 


"Show me to your leader," the creature said again, emotionless. 


The last free guard stepped forward with a facade of strength and 
confidence, pretending not to be bothered by the plights of her 
cohorts. "You want to see Charizard?" she inquired. "If we take you 
to him, will you let my brothers free?" 


The shadow hunter responded by retracting his hold on the clawed 
creatures, sending them tumbling to the ground. The oozing tendrils 
disappeared into its form. 


"If you take me to him," the shadow hunter replied, "! will ensure that 
all of you arrive safely, and your food will not be stolen on the way." 


"How can we trust that you won't betray us once you know where 
Charizard lives?" she said pointedly. "How do we know that you 
won't kill him and loot all of our homes?" 


"| can't make you trust me," the demonic being simply said. "But | 
leave you a choice: take me to see Charizard, or do not return home 
at all. Your party is not strong enough to defeat me." 


There was a burning silence, broken only by the rustling of nearby 
leaves as the Kabutops climbed back to their feet and returned to the 
leader's side. She glared at the shadowy figure, stared into his 
golden eyes, and thought for a moment. 


"Fine, come with us," she finally said, subtly bowing her head. "We'll 
betray Charizard for you. We'll take you to see him, but... there really 
isn't a lot there... There won't be anything to keep you from killing 
him and everyone in the clan if you wanted. But | suppose... it's not 
as though we have a long time left to live, anyway." 


The shadow hunter stepped closer to her, plainly and 
unthreateningly. It approached her so closely that she thought she 
could feel a powerful dark energy radiating from the amorphous 
black vapor that seemed to cover its body. 


"| am not your enemy," the hunter said quietly, so that only she and 
her companions could hear. "You and your company would do well to 
remember that. Now order the wagons to keep moving, | am not 
patient." 


The surrounding land had gone silent at the shadow hunter's arrival, 
as though the wild creatures had all sensed his presence and 
cowered from him. Akka and the other guards felt a very strange 
sense of security travelling under the protection of this notorious 
creature, and almost wondered if they needed to continue keeping 
watch at all. But they chose not to consort with him; after all, he 
would soon know the location of their hidden clan, and would have 
great power to betray them all if he so chose. Instead, the Kabutops 
only kept the caravan moving in the correct direction, and did not 
speak a word to the mysterious traveler. 


Although it took two days, the caravan arrived safely its destination: 
a ghost town, entirely deserted. Nearly a dozen brick buildings were 
eerily left standing, most with vacant windows and doors left 
swinging open, and not a single possession or object left within. It 
had once been a thriving little town of gardeners and bricklayers and 
crafty merchants, but when news of the spreading catastrophe from 
the west became impossible to deny, a decision was made to 
permanently hide underground. Each building had been constructed 
with a large and spacious cellar, and ground-types quickly connected 
them all with underground burrows, while the architects sealed off all 
access to the outside world, creating an elaborate underground 
dwelling hidden from any prying eyes. There was only one entrance 
to the underground world and it only opened for shipments; everyone 
else who wished to travel the barren lands above needed the 
assistance of a teleportation user, or a ghost-type who could help 
them phase through walls. 


A fake patch of grass was removed and large steel block descended 
into the ground, opening the way to the hidden hideout. While a few 
humanoid workers began making hasty trips to unload the carts, 
Akka and her brothers led the shadow hunter through the tunnels of 
the base. Several Pokémon sent them startled glances, others cried 
out and demanded an explanation, but the Kabutops didn't respond. 
The sooner she could appease the intruder, she figured, the sooner 
he would leave, and the sooner everyone would be at peace - 
whatever peace really meant anymore. 


They took the shadow beast to the chamber where Charizard 
dwelled. There, he spoke an order to Akka, saying "I must ask him 
an important question. Stay here, and ensure that no one bothers 
us." Akka winced at the forcefulness of the creature's demand, and 
the assumption that he could give orders which superseded 
Charizard. But she didn't protest, and instead rapped on the stone 
door and called to the Pokémon within. 


"Is it an emergency?" called a strong male voice from within. 


"Yes, | would say so," Akka replied. "There is... someone who 
urgently needs to speak with you." 


"Fine then, come in," the voice said in a sigh. 


Akka wedged her claw between the wall and the door, and slid it 
open. The shadow hunter didn't hesitate to step inside. "Close the 
door," he commanded, once on the other end. Akka obeyed, and the 
shadow found itself alone in the room with the clan's leader. 


A Charizard was laying face-up on the opposite end of the room, the 
end of his tail dipped into a live fireplace as though for comfort. He 
wore on his body a great amount of prestigious things, froma 
golden-chained necklace adorned with jewels, to a spiked silver 
crown upon its head, to multiple bracelets upon each arm. Even 
more bracelets lined the base of his tail, and he wore a black cape 
around his folded wings, fastened with an emerald broach. 


"What's your business?" the Charizard muttered, not even glancing 
in the direction of the doorway. 


After there was no answer, the lizard groaned and his eyes fluttered 
open. He gave a gasp of apprehension and rolled to his feet, his 
jewelry clinking as he straightened himself in the presence of the odd 
visitor. 


"Ahh... the shadow-slayer, if I'm not mistaken?" the Charizard said, 
feigning kKeenness and bowing his head. "To what do we owe the 


pleasure of your visit? | assume you are not here to... merely wring 
us out for all we've got. | certainly hope that isn't the case. We do not 
mean harm to anyone. I'm only a humble old dragon who wants 
nothing more than to make sure my people and | live out the 
remainder of our lives with shelter over their heads and food in their 
stomachs. As long as you continue to let me do that, I'm sure we 
could come to some sort of arrangement, whatever you're here for." 


The dark creature remained silent, staring at the dragon intensely. 
The dragon bowed away and paced across the room. 


"| know | might seem like a pompous old emperor, with all of these 
frivolous gemstones and such," he said, extending his arm to 
indicate the bracelets he wore. "Truth be told, | wear them to remind 
me of my mistakes. There was a time not so long ago when you 
could barter for things with these... worthless rocks. Like this 
emerald here, probably was enough to trade for a whole cart of 
steaks and fresh rainwater. ‘Course, that was five years ago... 
Nowadays you're lucky if you can poke your head out on the surface 
without getting it sliced off by someone. But I'm sure that's not a 
problem for you. I'm sure you can walk around and do whatever 
you'd like up there in the surface world. So tell me, what makes you 
go through all the trouble to find me?" 


"| am looking for the fire sphere," the dark one said plainly. "| was 
told that it was in your possession." 


The old Charizard seemed to perk up, giving a sigh of relief. "Very 
astute of you," he said, turning around. "Yes, whomever had told you 
that was correct. The thing had passed through my claws not so long 
ago. But you see, it is no longer here... | found a buyer for it. Traded 
it for two tons of dried berries and pinesap. Should be arriving as we 
speak, in fact, if it isn't already here." 


"Where can | find the one who now owns it?" the shadowy figure 
inquired. 


"Hmm. Hmm-hmm, ah, well, I'm willing to tell you, | suppose," the 
dragon said with a distant smile, pacing back across the room and 
picking up a gem from a nearby desk. "But in exchange for 
something. See, while | regret that these treasures | have are now 
worthless, there is still something in this world that is valuable, and 
that, my dear hunter, is information. All the other clan leaders are 
always thirsting to be told things they don't know. And if the 
information is... powerful enough, well, anyone's going to pay for it 
through the nose." 


"What do you want to know?" the hunter asked, not seeming to grow 
irritated. 


"Why, about you, of course," the Charizard replied, grinning. 
"Everyone wants to know about you. There have only been rumors! 
Some say that you've fallen into a pit of lava and survived. Some say 
that you were sliced in half... and survived. Some say that you can 
slay a dozen mercenaries with a twitch of your finger. You've been 
sighted by all the clans in Anderon, for crying out loud. Everyone's 
seen you. Everyone wants to know how about you. But now, | finally 
have the chance to meet you, and hear your story. So tell me... what 
drives you, shadow hunter? What's going on in that mind of yours?" 


"| already told you," he replied. "I am looking for the fire sohere. That 
is my only goal." 


"| suppose you did. Well, in that case, at least tell me this," the 
Charizard said, leaning against the nearest table with an intrigued 
smirk. "Where does your power come from? You certainly don't look 
like any ghost-type or dark-type I've ever seen." 


The shadow hunter remained silent. 
"Are you even a Pokémon at all?" 


Still, no reply. 


"Hmm, | suppose | need to ask the right questions if | want you to 
reply," the Charizard said thoughtfully, bowing his head and swinging 
his tail. "I suppose | might tell you my own little theory as to what you 
are. I've heard that nobody can defeat you. I've heard that when you 
get in a fight, you don't leave anyone alive. And | hear that you walk 
around unafraid on the surface. Judging by all | know about you, and 
all I've heard... | can only come to conclude... that you are a plague 
demon from the west. See, | have this theory, that the plague 
demons are taken over, in, how to say, stages... That they don't 
become mindless killing machines right away. | think there's a phase, 
before the plague immediately takes over its victim, where they still 
retain control of their thoughts, and their actions. Looking at you, you 
even fit the descriptions of them the survivors all say. And seeing 
you here most likely heralds the end of our era. So, my dear 
hunter... is this something you'd like to confirm, or deny, for me?" 


"| am not a plagued one," the shadow hunter said. "What you see in 
place of my body is a dark-type technique. | have honed it well to 
shield me from the attacks of ghosts and psychics. | despise the 
plagued ones... | kill any of them which | encounter. It is how | 
earned my title." 


The Charizard's grin grew wider. "You fight the demons? And you 
win ?" he said, touching his chin. "Now, this is a bold claim. Every 
last source that I've heard says that it's impossible to destroy them. 
They can regenerate moments after they are killed. Care to explain 
yourself?" 


"| have found the key to defeating them,” the hunter simply said. The 
Charizard waited for further explanation, but none came. 


"So you claim they can be defeated," he said thoughtfully. "And you 
claim that you have found the technique. It is no wonder you stand 
with such confidence. | suppose, | must now ask... want to work for 
me? I'm certain we could stockpile the whole year's worth of food if 
you were willing to tag along with the wagons for security's sake. | 
already have a chief of security - her name's Akka, you've probably 
met her if you've gotten into this place - but | fear she just doesn't 


have it in herself to fight the difficult fight, if one were to arise. She... 
hesitates too much, | think. What we need is someone dependable. 
Someone... like you . ‘Course, I'm likely not the highest bidder, but | 
could promise you that you'd never want for food or shelter again, if 
you're willing to protect us from the plague demons." 


"| cannot stay here to protect you," the hunter growled, agitation now 
apparent in its evil, distorted voice. "| search for the fire sphere." 


"Oh! Oh, yes, that again," the Charizard laughed awkwardly. "How 
typical of me, | must have gotten carried away. Well, perhaps my 
asking price is nearly paid. | suppose there is just one more question 
I'd like to impose upon you, before you go of running after that shiny 
ball." 


He wandered very close to the shadowy figure. Leaning in 
imposingly, his expression grew dark. 


"Who do you work for?" he said lowly. "Don't take me for a fool. | 
know you're not some wanderer. Nobody moves without as much 
purpose as you unless someone else's swinging the hilt. If there's 
another clan out there | don't know about, someone | need to be... 
worried about, I'd prefer they at least don't have the element of 
surprise. Is that so much to ask?" 


There was a deafening silence. The hunter's fire-like wisps seemed 
to dance with intensity. 


"| work for one named Erebus," he said simply. 


"Erebus," the Charizard echoed, staring far away. "Erebus... 
Erebus... Funny, | could've sworn | know that name. Big name. 
Eludes me at the moment..." He paced in a semicircle around the 
visitor. 


The hunter flinched. "Perhaps it will jog your memory," he said warily, 
"if | were to remind you who Erebus works for. Erebus works for... 
the human. " 


The Charizard's eyes widened. The flame on the end of his tail flared 
to four times its size, almost enough to catch fire to a nearby 
bookshelf. 


"The human, you Say," he breathed. "You work for the threat ." 
"| do," the hunter said, twitching uncomfortably. 


The fire dragon clenched his fists, and bared his teeth. Something 
changed in his eyes. 


"| Suppose | should have known it would come to this," he growled in 
a lower tone, smoke wafting from his nostrils. "| Suppose | should 
have known why you were here." 


The old Charizard stood between the hunter and the doorway, 
breathing heavily and trying to contain his fire. His pupils narrowed, 
and became tiny pinpricks which glowed red. A dark aura emanated 
from his irises. 


"You will never find Reshiram," he growled in a demonic voice, 
almost matching that of the hunter. "You will never find him... 
because you will never leave this room alive." 


Dark voids of spiritual power started to form around his claws. His 
tail flame flickered with a strange energy. 


"Do you know how hard | have searched for the threat ?" the 
possessed Charizard growled. "Do you have any idea how long it 
took, how many years | spent infiltrating this clan, earning their 
trust... Just for the chance that the threat might one day find refuge 
here? Just so we could find that stupid human ? So he couldn't 
interfere with our plans and ruin everything we have worked so hard 
for?" 


"On both accounts, you are wrong," the hunter said plainly. "I will 
leave this room alive. And | will find the sohere. This much is certain. 
But perhaps the same things could not be said about you..." 


The strange humanoid figure, burning with mysterious blackness, 
began transforming. 


Its flames grew wider and taller, its arms extended and became 
tendril-like appendages. Its red eyes split into four, and then six, tiny 
pinpricks of yellow light. 


A long cone of darkness, almost like an upside-down tornado, rose 
from the hunter's back. It grew tall and wide, greater in size than the 
hunter itself, extending up to the ceiling of the room. At the top of the 
funnel, there came a face. A head. The shadow morphed into a 
fearsome serpent-like figure with a glowing row of teeth. 


The Charizard staggered. 
"| never leave them alive," the hunter said simply. 


The terrified fire dragon tried to lunge at the door, but it was too late: 
the massive column of darkness, the demonic creature, descended 
upon him. It coiled around the Charizard's body, wrapping around it 
once, twice, and then squeezed with astonishing strength, audibly 
breaking the Charizard's bones. The Charizard couldn't draw enough 
of a breath to scream. 


"What's going on?!" a voice demanded from outside. "Something 
wrong?!" 


The serpentine figure then lunged its massive maw down upon the 
hapless Charizard, snapping its teeth into his neck and biting his 
head off. 


As soon as the lifeless form of the fire dragon slumped to the floor, 
and the flame at the end of its tail simmered down into only an 
ember, the hunter retracted the fearsome apparition back into itself, 
and stood over its kill. 


The door was forcibly opened, and Akka rushed inside. 


“You... YOU..." 
She looked down at her fallen clan leader. 


"You killed him!" she wailed, lunging upon his dead body and crying 
profusely "You demon! You slaughtered him! " 


"Yes," said the shadow hunter. "I kill every plague demon | 
encounter. Your Charizard had already become one of them long 
ago." 


The shadowy figure bent down and touched one of the large 
bracelets that adorned the corpse's tail. He slid it off, and within the 
inner rim of the silvery ring, there was a particular object latched into 
place. 


He tossed it in the direction of the mourning Kabutops. 


"The mark of the beast," the hunter said. "Beware any Pokémon who 
bears a pin like this. For they are plagued ones who disguise 
themselves. Your Charizard was not as he seemed." 


She glared at him with hatred, resent, turmoil... 


"Now tell me, the shipment we brought here. Where did it come 
from?" 


"S-S-... Sacrament Lake," she managed to say, her gaze downcast. 
"There's a... there's a... hidden village... behind... behind the 
waterfall. In the cave... they..." 


Akka's words were cut short by her profuse sobs. She cried upon the 
corpse of her fallen leader. "No... No... what... what will | do? What 
will | tell everyone? We can't... we can't survive without Charizard... 
he was our leader... he... he knew everything. He knew what to do! 
Without him... how will we survive...? How will we all survive?" 


"| suppose you will be the new leader,” the hunter said simply. "You 
can tell them all that you will take his place. There is a hidden 


strength in you. Perhaps you will come to realize it soon." 
"Wait... wait..." she said weakly, reaching to him. 


But the shadow hunter was already gone. He left the room, walked 
quietly out the entrance while the supplies were still being unloaded, 
and was never seen again by the Charizard clan. 


The wandering hunter found Sacrament River and followed it 
upstream. 


The river grew wide, and eventually descended into a creek bed 
surrounded by two sizable cliffs. Beneath the shade of the cliff were 
rocks and gravel of all sizes which had been washed downstream 
over the decades. The hunter leaped down upon the bed of gravel, 
and sat down to rest on a long, flat slab of rock. 


Immediately, he started to change. 


The dark wisps upon its form intensified, flying upward into the air. 
Slowly, bits of the shadow peeled off from the figure, revealing parts 
of its body. Patches of white fur with lavender bands showed 
themselves. A long thin tail wiggled free, as did a pair of dainty 
claws. 


The stream of shadow flowed off from the resting figure, arching into 
the air and reforming into something different at her side. The 
shadows collected in a long, winding figure - a serpent. It was 
several times the size of its host. 


When the separation finished, the Mienshao breathed a relieved sigh 
and appraised the dark Pokémon who lay coiled up beside her. It 
was a Serperior, but it had nearly lost all semblance of normalcy. 
Stripes of darkness had invaded its green scales, and its eyes 
glowed an evil red. Dark energy rose from the length of its body, as 
though the afternoon sun was searing it alive. 


"You did well," the Mienshao said. "That was the longest you've ever 
stayed in shadow form." 


"It was tiring..." the great snake admitted, resting its head upon its 
coiled body. "I really thought | was going to pass out... but Impetus... 
can we stop to rest here, please?" 


"We shouldn't," she said, staring down the river. "The sphere might 
still be at Sacrament Lake. If we stop to sleep the night, it could be 
traded away again by morning. But yes, go ahead and rest for a 
while. You might need to stay in shadow form even longer next time." 


The deeply plagued Serperior closed its eyes. "You know, Impetus," 
he said sadly, "We don't have to keep doing this. Pretending to be 
this shadow hunter thing, | mean." 


"Perhaps not, but it is very efficient," the Mienshao said, beginning 
meditation upon the flat rock and staring across the running river. "It 
would be difficult to imagine a more effective plan to hide our 
identities and to stay safe from the Plagued Ones." 


"| can think of one," the mighty Serperior said with a tiny, almost 
pleading, voice. "You know... you can become like me, too, if you 
wanted. Then | wouldn't have to stick to your skin all the time. We 
could go around as two shadow hunters!" 


The Mienshao heaved a depressed sigh. 


"Syn. I've told you this, but | do not wish to become like you," she 
said flatly, closing her eyes. "| wish to remain in control of my body 
and my thoughts." 


"But | am in control," Syn said, unwinding his body and slithering 
towards his companion. "| can do whatever | want! The Plagued One 
works with me." 


"... Does it ever speak to you?" Impetus said with great distaste. 
"Does it disturb your thoughts with violent ramblings?" 


"It talks to me all the time, yeah," Syn said, staring down at his 
meditating companion. "But it doesn't distract me, honest. It always 
goes away and lets me focus when | want it to. But it has a lot of 
good ideas. It came up with the idea for the shadow form in the first 
place." 


Impetus tilted her head downward, as though to ignore him. 


"There's nothing bad about it, honest!" he said in a pleading voice, 
winding around her rock. "The plague is... it's my friend . | even gave 
ita name. Its name is Willow. It likes the name. We're really close. 
You could even say... we have a lot of synergy. " 


Impetus rolled her eyes behind her eyelids. "Don't you find it 
disturbing, having a voice inside of your head that isn't yours?" she 
sighed. "Don't you think that your mind should be a haven of privacy 
for you?" 


"But it is," the green-and-black Serperior insisted, lowering his head 
to the Mienshao's level. "Look, Impetus. | Know you're kind of scared 
of me. It's alright... I'd be scared of me too. I've seen myself. | look 
like a nightmare. But... when my scales started turning black and | 
started to look like this, | had to stop and realize something. Willow is 
me . It's not someone else. It's not Erebus. It's not the Primogenitor. 
It's me . It's fully, completely me. It's a part of me I've always had in 
my mind, too. The plague curse just kinda... brought it to life. You 
know how you talk to yourself all the time in your own head, right? 
You make-pretend there are different voices arguing over things. 
Well, it's just like that. Except... except the voice is much smarter 
than it was before. And... and when you talk to it, you feel a lot less 
lonely." 


Impetus opened her eyes to see her serpentine friend staring right at 
her, his pointed nose inches from her face. He indeed looked 
terrifying. His eyes were gleaming red, his flank was stained with 
streaks of blackness, and she could feel the dark power of the 
plague demon pulsing inside of him. Sometimes it showed itself 


briefly outside of the confines of his body, undulating like an ocean 
tide and releasing dark vapor from his scales. 


But in his eyes, and in the expression of his face, she could not 
ignore the friendliness and concern that filled him, emotions that so 
clearly belonged to the Synergy she knew since they were both very 
young. 


"Aww... Hey, Impetus. | just want to say... thank you for rescuing 
me. | know you didn't have to do that. But | owe you everything for 
what you did. That's why I'm never going to leave you alone. | don't 
care how much of a shadow | turn into. I'm going to still be Synergy 
until the bitter end, and I'm going to fight with you." 


"| had to find you," she said, reaching out and scratching the snake 
under his chin, feeling the odd texture of the warped, plagued scales. 
"My nature demanded that | go out and seek you. My decision to do 
So was what triggered my evolution." 


"Yeah, you told me. It was because you learned what it means to 
communicate,” Syn said warmly. "Pokémon wouldn't be sentient if 
they didn't support each other. They would never survive long 
enough to be smart. And they would never learn from things that 
other species learned. That's what you said." 


"Correct," Impetus said, stroking Syn on the forehead. 


"But hey, you know... you learned the value of different species of 
Pokémon communicating to one another, and that's what made you 
evolve," he said gently. "| bet, if you learned to communicate with 
your Plagued One, you'd evolve again." 


"Mienshao have no known second evolution," she retorted. 


"No, | mean, it really is like evolving again, when you connect with 
the plagued one," Syn said with a little laugh. "You get so much more 
powerful and smarter, and the world just changes all around you. 
You can do so many more things. And hey... | bet, if you let your 


Plagued One help you, it would help you not to be so afraid of me 
anymore." 


The Serperior withdrew from her, his coils unwinding from around 
her rock. "Now, | really need to go take a nap," he said. "Well, it's 
kind of a nap, but not really. It helps my strength come back. But... | 
hope you meditate well. Just let me know when you want to leave, 
alright?" 


He aligned himself with the inside of the cliff, straightening out his 
long serpentine form as though stretching his muscles. Then, he 
went limp and relaxed. 


"You should think of a name to give it," he muttered. "They like it 
when you give them names." 


The two wayward Pokemon sat in silence for two hours. Syn 
remained motionless in his trance, and Impetus focused only on the 
sound of the rushing stream and the wind howling through the 
curvature of the cliff. Thoughts drifted in front of her, one by one, and 
she examined each one critically. 


She knew her journey was still far from over. Finding the sphere, as 
Erebus had instructed, was only the easy part. After that, there was 
no telling what horrors they would have to battle. 


And although Impetus had found strength and competence in her 
evolved form, and liked how it performed so gracefully and nimbly in 
battle, she knew that she lacked the endurance needed to stand up 
to the Plagued Ones. She had relied on Syn's power, hiding inside of 
his shadow form, to confront the evil demons. 


All because she didn't want to become one of them herself. She 
couldn't. 


But... what Syn said began to resonate with her. Maybe the Plagued 
One wasn't necessarily an enemy. Syn seemed perfectly himself, 
even though he wielded so many arcane, unnatural techniques ona 


regular basis. He was powerful, he was happy, and he even 
seemed... more complete, somehow, than before he decided to take 
off his anti-plaguing pin. 

Impetus moved her left paw, reaching beneath the ribbon upon her 
right arm. She felt the lump underneath where her anti-plague pin 


remained, fastened to the inside of the ribbon where none would 
see. 


In a moment of courage, she unpinned it. 


Hello, Impetus , the voice immediately said. It's been a long time 
since we've talked. 


Don't you remember me? I've always been with you. You've only 
ignored me. 


Who... are you, exactly? Impetus said to the voice, ready to re- 
attach the pin at a moment's notice. 


! am your shadow, the voice replied. ! am you; | am all the parts 
of yourself which you have repressed with distaste. 


!am many things. 
! am your feral self. 


Impetus was stunned. There were times when she had forgotten 
about her true origins as a wild Mienfoo. She'd always forcefully tried 
to forget them. 


You have nothing to fear of me. | want to help you. 
So put the pin down. Throw it in the river if you would. 


Come; we have much to discuss. There is much work to be 
done if we wish to save the world together. 


Special thanks to ScytheRider for writing out this very special 
episode. Now if you need me, I'm going to go on a very small 
break to prepare for the final arc. See all of you again on 
September 15. 


Chapter 79: Me and My Shadow 


X 
Chapter 79 


Me and My Shadow 


My name is Dimitri. Well, it was when | was still a human. But now 
that I'm a Pokémon, I'm Terron. 


But | don't mind that. | like the name. Even though | originally got the 
name because of sad circumstances, | still like being called by the 
name. It fits me. It's powerful and fits the body | got put into after my 
soul got torn in half. But maybe I'm just thinking that because I've 
been called that name for months now. 


Well it doesn't matter what I'm called really, because pretty soon I'm 
not going to exist anymore. But | guess that's just the price | pay for 
wanting to kill the Primogenitor when I've got a piece of it in me. 


Let me tell you that | really don't want to die. If there was any other 
way, | would have found a way to kill the Primogenitor without having 
to get killed myself. But there is no other choice. The Primogenitor's 
going to take over Shiron very soon, and then it's probably going to 
go after Kuron. After that it might start going to other planets. So | 
have to die. | have to if | want to stop the destruction that's being 
spread everywhere. 


| have to die if | want to make up for the fact that I'm the reason 
everyone's turning into Plagued Ones. 


Yeah, | can finally admit that now. | never really wanted to and went 
to really crazy lengths to make it so that | could keep denying the 
truth, but it's true. | woke up the Primogenitor back on Kuron those 


many years ago. | feel this stinging pain in my heart whenever | have 
to think about it. 


But I'm not alone in this. I'm not the only one responsible for all of 
this destruction going on. 


Yimtri's responsible too. He's responsible because he's Dimitri's 
shadow. He was with me when | woke up the Primogenitor. He was a 
bunch of whispers in the back of my mind, offering me ideas and 
telling me things | sometimes didn't want to hear. | remember that 
now. He was like a ghost, whispering things to me, but never being 
able to actually do anything to me if | didn't listen except bother me 
more. 


So imagine how weird it is to now have my shadow walking around 
as a Sableye with his own thoughts and feelings. As in | can literally 
see him in front of me, staring at me and knowing that he can hurt 
me if | get him angry. He's still a ghost funnily enough, but still. It kind 
of creeps me out that all of that darkness that once existed inside of 
me is now its own person when | really think about it. 


But I'm not really scared of him. | was at one point, hated him at 
other points too, but | don't mind him anymore. He's keeping me with 
him in his secret camp in this swamp | found him in so that nobody 
can find me and kill me. He assures me that he'll come with me to 
Aurora Town when we need to meet up with my other friends and 
stop the Primogenitor, but for now, I'm going to be sticking with him 
in this swamp. | don't mind that too much. | feel pretty protected by 
all of his followers, not to mention | do need to stick close to Yimtri. | 
need that unwavering strength he has in him. | don't know how he 
has it and | don't when we're the same person, but maybe that's just 
a shadow thing. Maybe shadows have more raw willpower in them. 
Maybe that's why the guy never seems to sleep. 


| guess that was why my corrupt plague wanted to absorb him back 
when | was trying to kill him here in this swamp. Well it's a good thing 
Yimitri didn't fall for its bribe then and smothered it right out of 


existence with that pin... | can feel myself shuddering at the thought 
of what it would have done after it absorbed both him and me. 


But it's strange. Yimtri hasn't really talked to me since that whole 
incident. | mean, he tells me some things, like to tell him right away if 
| start feeling my plague starting to take over me or that | can ask 
any of his members for something if he's not around, but that's it. He 
doesn't actually have any conversations with me. | don't know why. 
He acknowledges | exist... but he won't sit down and talk to me. He 
doesn't even ask how | knew that he told Zekra about what we did as 
humans or anything | was rambling about when | was trying to kill 
him. | figured he'd ask about it, but he hasn't. 


Even now, while I'm sitting here on one of the swamp's little islands 
and sitting by the edge all alone, | expected he'd come up and ask 
me questions. | Know he likes to have answers. He doesn't like being 
kept in the dark about anything. But he isn't bothering me. He's doing 
who knows what while I'm staring far into the murky darkness of the 
night. 


| don't Know what to think. | probably wouldn't want to talk much with 
him anyway. He always used to drive me crazy when | tried to talk to 
him before. None of our conversations were ever exactly pleasant, 
and I'm pretty sure most of the time we only talked because we were 
threatening each other. It's probably best there be some silence 
between us unless we absolutely have to talk. 


There's... only two Pokémon | really want to talk to anyway. 

Zekra and Novus. 

God... | really need to talk to those two again. I've suffered because 
of a lot of things... but it breaks my heart every time | even think 
about any of them. 

Zekra's suffering because of me. She's in pain and she ran away 


from the group because of me. Zev died because of me. 
Everything's that's been going wrong in her life is because of me! 


Just the thought of that is enough to bring tears to my eyes. And the 
worst part is that | could have stopped all of her pain. | could have, if 
| had just figured out fast enough why she was avoiding me so much 
and was practically scared of me. Yimtri ditching our group should 
have tipped me off that she knew something... but | didn't. And now 
she's out there in the world, in all of that pain all because she doesn't 
want me to know what | did as a human. Or maybe she hates me 
now thanks to knowing that. 


| don't know. 


Whatever Zekra's thoughts about me are right now, | need to find 
her. | need to talk to her and tell her that I'm sorry. | need to tell her 
that I'm sorry for causing her all of that pain and never realizing how 
bad it was. And... for all of the pain | brought her before that. 


Those arguments we had in the past... they weren't just her fault. 
They were my fault too. When Zekra was pretending | was someone 
else, | did have a reason to be mad at her. | didn't want to be 
someone else in her eyes. But | should have realized that it wasn't 
entirely her fault either... | mean, she had just escaped from her 
town being devoured by Plagued Ones. Of course she was 
traumatized and pretended | was someone familiar! She wasn't 
thinking straight and needed something to cling to in order to keep 
herself sane! | was too hard on her. | shouldn't have been so distant 
from her. | still should have confronted her like | did, but not without 
taking some blame for myself... 


Some best friend | was to her... 


She needs to know how sorry | am. She needs to know that | care 
about her and wish | could undo all of the pain | brought on her life. 
She needs to know that she doesn't need to keep suffering 
anymore... 


Then with Novus... where do | begin with him? Where do | begin 
with all of the things | need to say to him? 


I'm sorry for all of the nasty remarks | made while | was seething with 
rage and wanted to kill Yimtri? I'm sorry for not caring about your 
lifelong dream, something that you've been trying to do for years ? 
I'm sorry that | stabbed you in the back, literally, and then left you 
behind to go on a pointless suicide mission? I'm sorry that you have 
to do everything all alone now and that | have no idea where you are 
or if you're even alive? 


| can't believe | actually did all of those things. | really can't. 
Sometimes | think it's just a really bad nightmare that | mix up with 
reality. But all | have to do is look to my side and realize that there 
isn't a Quilava with me to know it was all real. | hurt him, emotionally 
and physically, | attacked him, and | ditched him. | still remember the 
look on his face when | left him behind. | remember he was looking 
at me like | was a demon. Like | was the abomination that's growing 
inside of me. 


Well he had the right to look at me like that. | was that abomination. | 
was a demon. 


| may not have known Novus as long as Zekra, but he was still my 
friend. He could understand things about me that hardly anyone else 
could. How many other Pokémon can say they know what's it like to 
be half of someone? How many others can say they know what's it 
like to be the reason the Primogenitor is wreaking havoc 
everywhere? 


And worst of all, he was a god. A god, like Arceus or Giratina. | hurt 
and abandoned a god in the hour of his need. Sure, he doesn't want 
to think that he's Reshiram until he gets his real body back, but he's 
still Reshiram. He's still a god that has all of this power and wisdom 
inside of him. He had helped me in my times of need despite being 
able to leave so easily. He didn't have to stay with me. He could 
have gone to stop the Primogenitor on his own somehow. He could 
have found his body without me. And what did | do to repay him for 
his kindness and for sticking with me? | stabbed him. 


| really need to find Novus. Maybe even more than Zekra. Not 
because | need his help, though. | do need his help if | want to kill 
the Primogenitor, but more importantly, | need his forgiveness. | need 
to tell him how sorry | am. I'd be willing to say he doesn't need to 
help me kill the Primogenitor if | can just find him and get him to 
accept my apology. That's how much | want to talk to him again. And 
just like with Zekra, | don't know if | can find him. | don't know if he'll 
show up at Aurora Town when the reunion day comes. It's in a week 
from now. | don't know if that's enough time for him, or if he'll even 
want to show up. 


All | can do is hope | suppose... 


And | still need to apologize to Nyx too, except that | can't since 
she's inside the Primogenitor right now... 


I'm not able to ruminate for any longer, because then | notice 
somebody coming toward me. | look toward the source to find that 
it's Yimtri. He's walking toward me, his gemstone eyes glowing so 
that they're brighter than the moon in the sky. But he doesn't look 
sinister. He looks pretty expressionless as he approaches me and 
then stops a few feet away from me. | stare at him and he stares at 
me. | see his gemstones flicker a little. | get a little creeped out when 
that happens. | keep thinking he'll attack me when he does that, 
because he has before. But sometimes it just happens for no reason. 
| guess it's a bit of a Sableye quirk, kind of like how sometimes I'll 
find myself really wanting to put something over my head. It just 
doesn't feel right to not have a persona for this long. 


This is one of those quirk flickers though, since Yimtri doesn't attack 
me and instead talks. 


"You were mentioning on the day that you tried to kill me that Nyx 
was absorbed into the Primogenitor," he states, trying to sound 
nonchalant even though | know he really does care. "What exactly 
did you mean by that?" 


"| mean... well, the Primogenitor was hurting me and Novus, so she 
went inside of it," | answer him. "She did something to it to make it let 
us go, but she's still inside of it | think." 


He doesn't say anything to me. He stares at me instead and tries not 
to show any kind of emotion. But somehow | know how he's really 
feeling. There's this weird glimmer to his eyes that looks somber and 
he's frowning a little too much. 


That's when Yimtri does something | don't expect him to do. He sits 
down in the muddy ground. He doesn't sit next to me, since he's still 
quite a distance from me, but he actually takes a seat and slouches 
a little. Now for anyone else this wouldn't be weird at all. Sitting is a 
pretty normal thing you do, even if the ground is kind of wet and dirty. 
Standing around all day can get kind of tiring. But this is Yimtri, and 
well, the guy is always standing. | don't know if it's because he 
doesn't know how to relax or because sitting down means he can't 
leave a conversation as quickly, but it's pretty baffling to see. 


"So she's stuck within the Primogenitor," Yimtri says more to himself 
than me. 


"Yeah... she is," | say to him quietly. "Sorry. | mean, | Know you liked 
her so-" 


"She's not gone," Yimtri interrupts, shooting me a glare. "There's a 
way to get her back. Don't worry about her." 


| don't say anything. Admittedly | kind of want to ask him exactly 
what was going on between him and Nyx since they both looked 
pretty close when Nyx was still Chloe, and if they're still that way 
now, but | Know he'd probably attack me if | dare to ask. So | keep 
my mouth shut and | don't say anything more. 


There's some more silence between us. | just stare at my reflection 
in the water and notice how weird | look without a helmet on. It's 
been a while since I've had a persona. But even though | look weird 
and it does feel weird not to have one either, | don't really feel the 


need to have one. | don't Know why | feel that way. | mean, | 
remember | used to always want a persona before, and now 
suddenly | don't. | don't know. Maybe it's because | feel a little 
stronger than | did before. Maybe | don't need the strength that my 
persona used to give me anymore. 


"What exactly happened to everyone after | left?" Yimtri then asks 
out of nowhere. 


| nearly fall into the water because how much | jump from the sudden 
question, but | keep myself together and look back at Yimtri. He's still 
sitting where he was before, but he's not looking at me anymore. 
He's looking down at his own reflection. 


"What?" | ask him. 


"What happened after | left behind your group?" Yimtri asks again, 
still not looking at me. 


"Oh. Oh well, that's a long story," | answer sheepishly. 


Truthfully | don't really want to answer the question. | mean, a lot of 
stuff happened while he was away. A lot of painful things that | kind 
of don't want to think about. 


But I'm not allowed to keep quiet, because Yimtri starts frowning. 


"| don't care. Tell me what happened," he demands. "I want to know 
everything that happened to each of you." 


"Why do you want to know anyway?" | then ask. "| mean, you never 
wanted to know before. Why ask now?" 


He stops looking at his reflection. He looks at me instead and he 
starts glaring at me. But it's not a malicious glare like he's given me 
way too many times. 


"Because | want to know how much damage | brought to your group 
with my decision to leave you all behind," he says to me in the most 


serious voice I've ever heard. 


Now that response was something | had no idea what to make of. 
Did he feel bad about leaving us all behind? Did he feel bad about 
telling Zekra about his secret? | had no idea what to make of his 
demand. He had never shown any remorse for any of his choices 
before. His choice to ditch us didn't seem to affect him much either. 
Even now, even though | can tell he wants me to honestly tell him 
what kind of suffering he brought on everyone, | can't see any 
remorse in his gemstone eyes. It's just a solemnness | haven't seen 
in him before. 


But | don't bother arguing with him. | know he's going to force me to 
talk one way or another. 


So even though | don't want to talk... | tell him everything. | tell him 
everything that | Knew about Zekra, like how she was going crazy 
from knowing his secret and how she was currently trying to figure 
out what she wanted to do with her life. | explain that Zev had died 
because he was trying to protect Zekra from the Fellowship. 


Then... | tell him everything about my time with Nyx and Novus. | tell 
him about how we got into Kuron and how we found Zekrom there. | 
tell him how Novus was really Reshiram and his entire backstory 
about why he was a Quilava. Then | tell Yimtri about how Nyx and | 
went to visit my parents so that | could get closure before | 
discovered what | had done as a human. Then | go on to describe 
how | merged with the corrupt plague in me and how | killed 
Chrysalis and my encounter with the Primogenitor and exactly what 
it was. Then | explain that Novus and | got sent to the spirit realm 
and that we obtained a bunch of information from there thanks to 
some spirits, and how | split away from Novus because | was so 
angry with Yimtri... 


By the time | am all the way up to the part where | got away from that 
Glaceon intent on killing me, | start crying and | have to bury my face 
into the sleeves of my robe. Having to recite all of the events that led 
up to the pain all of my friends were having, as well as myself, was 


unbearable. | thought | could have told the whole story without 
crying, but | was wrong. | couldn't talk about what happened without 
slipping into sobbing. Talking about it made me remember how 
everything went wrong... 


| just didn't understand why everything had to go wrong... 
It was supposed to great! And then it wasn't. 
Everything fell apart... 


| tell myself to stop crying over all of this, but | can't stop. | still feel 
bad about everything that happened, and it's terrible. I'm not 
supposed to cry about all of this. I'm Supposed to be stronger than | 
was! I'm supposed to have unmoving strength so that | can keep 
going and get rid of the Primogenitor! Strong leaders don't cry over 
tragedies like | am... 


Maybe I'm not really as strong as | think | am. Maybe | was just 
feeling strong because | was high off my revelation | had after Yimtri 
made my plagued self quiet. 


"| see," Yimtri then says, which makes me stop crying for a second. 
"It seems that quite a lot has happened thanks to my actions..." 


| notice that he still seems just as solemn as he was before. He 
doesn't look sad or regretful for what's done at all. He just looks... 
blank. Like he has no idea what he wants to think. But he still doesn't 
look like he's going to have a meltdown. He still seems to be taking 
everything really well. 


| just don't get it. 
"How?" | ask him in a raspy voice, lowering my hands so | can look 


at him, "How are you able to... to be like that even though you know 
you've brought so much pain? How are you able to stay so calm?" 


He looks at me for a moment like he has no idea what I'm saying. | 
want to say more to make him understand what | mean, but my 
throat hurts and | find | can't keep talking. So | just wait for him to 
answer. He should be able to know what I'm thinking anyway. He's 
got that weird connection with me after all. 


"By knowing that there is a way to get rid of the pain," Yimtri 
answers, "That is your answer." 


"What do you mean?" | ask him. 


There's a glimmer in his eyes again. Immediately | see what he's 
thinking in my mind. | see him doing the action in my thoughts and | 
panic. | scramble away from him, but because I'm still crying and 
feeling sluggish, | can't react fast enough. He springs forward and 
then he pushes me into the swamp water. | fall into it and | start 
feeling unbearably cold. | feel stinging everywhere as | plummet 
down. | hurry and wave my arms around and get myself back to the 
surface. Then, once | take in a deep breath, | hurry back onto the 
land, shivering and feeling miserable. Yimtri's standing in front of me, 
staring down at me with that blank stare he's always got. | glare at 
him as | spit water out of my lungs. 


"What was that for?!" | yell at him. 
"It hurt to be in that water, didn't it?" he asks me instead. 


"Well no duh ! Of course it did!" | say in exasperation. "Cubone don't 
exactly like water." 


"But you knew that getting out of the water makes the pain go away," 
he then states. 


I'm about to yell at him for stating something really obvious, but then 
| stop when | realize what he's getting at. | stop glaring at him as the 
gears in my brain start working and | finally start to understand this 
weird, if insensitive lesson he's trying to teach me. 


"The principle is the same for misery," he tells me. "Misery always 
has a catalyst. Sometimes it's difficult to find, but there is always a 
cause for why the misery and pain exists in the first place. If you can 
determine what the cause is, then you can figure out a way to stop 
the pain. For instance, if you're suffering because you accidentally 
spent all of your money at a marketplace and will not have any more 
money for some time, you can rid yourself of the pain by realizing the 
mistake you made. You can view the mistake and realize that by not 
doing it again, you won't have this pain anymore. Or if you do not 
want to wait, you can find a way to obtain more money so that your 
loss is lessened. Either way works. Do you understand what | am 
saying?" 


| think about what he's saying and realize that he actually has a 
point. The reason Yimtri was never going crazy or upset with what he 
did was because he knew there was a way to stop his pain. He knew 
that the way to stop his greatest pain... the monster that was 
engulfing the world that he had come to call his own... 


Was to be willing to do anything to get rid of the very monster he 
unleashed. He knew he was going to die at the end. Of course he 
knew. There was no way he didn't know this already. 


Every day he repeated that mantra to himself. He told himself every 
day that he had to kill the Primogenitor because it was the only way 
he could ever get over the pain he felt every day. And when | thought 
about it... that was Novus's mantra too. He was always so bent on 
killing the Primogenitor to end the suffering it brought his planet, 
even if he didn't completely understand why for so long. 


When | realize this, | know that this has to be my mantra as well. | 
realize | have to remember there is a way to get rid of the pain | feel. 
There always is. 

The pain | feel will end one day. It always will. 


But | have to make It end. 


"Yeah, | think | do," | say to Yimtri. "That's... really good advice. Heh, 
| kind of wish we could be one again just so | can have all of that 
knowledge and advice you have." 


Yimtri doesn't say anything to me. He looks kind of mortified by the 
remark actually. He tries to hide it by turning away for a second, but | 
still see it. | get to my feet as | look at him some more. 


"What do you think about merging back anyway?" | then ask him. "! 
mean, | never really thought about it too before until now. Guess | 
never got to spend enough time with you to really think about it." 


He doesn't give me a response. He just stares at me and | can tell 
he doesn't like this conversation at all. But | keep waiting for him to 
answer because | do want to know. | mean, there's no guarantee 
that he and | can even go back to being Dimitri, but | wonder what it 
would be like if we could be one again. What would happen to us? 
Would we both disappear as this third entity that was somewhere 
inside both of us took over? Or would it be like we take turns 
controlling the new body? And how would we even merge back 
together anyway? 


"I'd rather not merge back into Dimitri," Yimtri finally says. 
"Really?" | then ask him, "Why not?" 


He doesn't answer me. He just keeps staring at me, having 
absolutely no intentions of answering my question. Of course he's 
being like this. He never did like to talk about his own thoughts. | 
shouldn't have expected him to be any different. | sigh as | shake my 
head. 


"Alright fine, don't tell me," | then say. "It's not like it matters anyway 
since we're both just going to die when everything's done and over 
with." 


Yimtri snorts as he then turns away from me and looks up at the 
moon in the sky. 


"We're leaving tomorrow to meet at the rendezvous point you spoke 
of in Aurora Town," he says to me. "Meet me at the meeting tent at 
dawn. Enjoy your last night of peaceful rest until then. You're going 
to need it." 


Then just like that, he leaves me to go who knows where, and I'm 
alone again. But | don't feel lonely. | feel okay. Even though | know 
that tomorrow | will leave the safety of this swamp, I'll hopefully be 
able to see Zekra and Novus again. Hopefully they'll come to the 
meeting place we promised each other we'd go to when the time 
came. | have so much to say to them. 


So please, Zekra and Novus, please be okay. 


Chapter 80: | Miss You 


X 
Chapter 80 


I Miss You 


You know, | used to hate Plagued Ones. Like, really, REALLY hate 
them. 


| spent pretty much every single day thinking up ways of getting rid 
of them. | mean, they're monsters ruining everything! They took 
everything away from me! They didn't deserve to live! They all 
deserved to die, and | was going to be the one to kill them all! 


| was going to be the one to kill them because | was Zekra, the all- 
powerful Zorua! Nothing could stop me when | could turn into literally 
anybody! | could turn into Arceus if | saw him even once! And then 
I'd just have to trick him into using his powers, and just like that, I'd 
become a god! A GOD that can end the world with a single attack if | 
really wanted to! | Knew | could kill all of the Plagued Ones when | 
had that power in me. 


And then | actually became a Plagued One. 


Well... a lot happened after that. A /ot of stuff. | went crazy and went 
on rage-filled killing sprees, | went suicidal and threw myself off a 
cliff, | became a total doormat and pretty much died on the inside, 
and then got my guts ripped out and blood spilled all over the place 
at least twenty times. I'm really glossing over what happened to me, 
since even MORE CRAZY stuff happened than that, but it's a really 
long story that | don't feel like sharing. | already told the Eevee family 
the story and | kind of don't want to say it again. Took me like two 
hours to tell it all and by the time | was done, my throat hurt and | 


didn't think | could talk for the rest of the day. So | just told them that | 
had to go somewhere and they just let me go. They really didn't want 
to, but they trusted me, so they were pretty cool with just letting me 
go. Or maybe they let me go since they knew that they couldn't stop 
me. You know, since | literally can't die... 


| kind of wish | didn't have to leave them behind honestly. Well, leave 
them AGAIN. They were really nice to me when | crashed at their 
place after | gave up on everything and took me in even though | 
was pretty much a broken mess. They were patient with me and tried 
to make me happy. And I'm really thankful that they did all of those 
things for me and even came after me when they thought | was in 
danger after | had to go back to Shiron. But | had to leave them a 
third time. Yeah, it's no fun, but | have a place in life and | have to be 
there. So | told them goodbye after | told them my entire story and 
then headed out to go somewhere | needed to be. | wasn't about to 
let anything stop me. 


Except food. | need food. | haven't eaten in a long time. 


And that's what I'm doing right now. I'm in some jungle and I'm in the 
trees, looking for some prey. And it's dark too so that nobody notices 
me. | mean, it's okay to hunt in the day, but hunting at night is cooler. 
It's easier to blend in and it's just way more thrilling. 


| can't remember the last time | actually hunted something. It used to 
be... SO boring really. Because that's what depression does to you. It 
makes everything you used to like really, really boring. You feel tired 
of life and you get disconnected from the world and everything. It's 
not fun. 


But I'm not depressed anymore! | feel great! | haven't felt this way in 
a really long time. | feel like | did back when | first made my 
resolution to kill all the Plagued Ones. | feel all powerful and 
invincible. | feel just like | did way back then! Except... there's one 
small difference between the me of now and the me from way back 
then. Well, a huge difference. 


| don't hate Plagued Ones like | used to anymore. 


Ah, hold on. I'll explain that thought in a second. There's a Clefable 
walking below me. Those things are great! | just used to have a bit of 
a hard time killing them because they were bigger than me. | only 
saw them when | couldn't transform too well. But not anymore! Now 
I'm bigger than them ! 


And | can kill them way better than | could as a Zorua! 


| jump down from my branch and | land in front of that Clefable. It 
starts panicking and tries to attack me, but I'm not scared. | tackle it 
down and | push my claws into its chest. | feel the tendrils crawl out 
of my claws and dig into its body. | grin as one second later, they go 
into its heart and make it explode. 


And then the Clefable quits struggling and dies. 


The weird tentacles get out of the body and then slip back inside of 
me. It feels kind of weird, but | don't care too much since this power 
is awesome. | can kill anybody in like one second thanks to this! And 
I've got so many other awesome powers! | can feel them going 
through me! | just... don't know how to use them yet. | don't even 
know what they look like. 


But I'll figure it out. | Know | will! I've figured out how to kill hundreds 
of Pokemon at once, how to instant-kill anyone with my heart- 
exploding power, and how to make my claws really tough so that 
they can slice through anything! Surely figuring out the rest of my 
powers won't be that much harder! 


But first | need to eat. I'm hungry. I'll eat this Clefable and then I'll go 
kill a bunch of other Pokémon in the area. So | pick up the corpse 
and | drag it up into a tree branch. And then | start eating it, sinking 
my fangs into it and savoring all of the salty sweetness of its blood 
and the tenderness of the meat and how it's still so warm from 
getting killed literally a minute ago... There's nothing better than 
fresh meat! No fruit or berry or grilled meat will ever replace the 


satisfaction of eating your own kill! You can practically taste the effort 
in the blood! Makes it taste a little bit sweeter really. Literally. Kind of 
like someone sprinkled sugar into the blood when you've killed 
something that was scared. 


| don't Know. | just like how it tastes. 


It's so good. 


Ugh, finally. Sometimes it takes her forever to stop talking. Nice to 
have some sweet silence for once. Maybe now | can actually say 
something. 


I'm the only one here who knows how to do a real introduction here. 
I'm Venri, and I'm like three things at once. I'm a bit of a weird 
creature, but hey, I'm not ashamed of what I am. I'm the reason 
Zekra doesn't hate Plagued Ones as much. She still hates them, just 
not as much thanks to me. 


What the... Venri?! Why are you here?! | THOUGHT YOU WENT 
AWAY! 


Hahah, you actually believed that? No, I've always been here. 
ALWAYS. I've just been watching you. You're fun to watch, you know 
that? Especially when you don't think anybody is around. 


But you disappeared! You and | became one! | thought you were me 
now! 


As if that would actually happen. Yeah, we're sharing the same body 
now and you've got all of my power and you're invincible and blah 
blah blah, but I'll never disappear. I'm still here with you. | just don't 
show up in the real world because why should |? | can talk to you 
just fine here. But if you really don't like talking to your own thoughts, 


| can always show up in the real world. | can do that way better now, 
now that you're a Zoroark. 


Yeah... yeah, just do that for me. This is weird. 
Hahahah. Yes, "weird". You're still amusing as ever, Zekra. 


And then the next thing | know, there's a Sableye sitting next to me 
on the tree branch. She's smiling at me, waving her claws at me and 
making her eyes do that weird shine thing. | hate it when she does 
that. Ugh, | don't get why she does that. 


"Because it's fun to creep you out," Venri then says outside of mind, 
speaking through the Sableye. 


Ugh, that's right. She can read my thoughts. She's connected to my 
brain in the first place... 


"And I'm you, don't forget that," she adds. "You creep a lot of 
Pokémon out, you know. So naturally | like to do it too. But I'm much 
more willing to admit that it's fun to creep others out and that there's 
nothing wrong with traumatizing Pokemon sometimes. I'm not 
oblivious to my creepy ways, unlike some Zoroark." 


"Shut up, Venri," | growl at her. "Let me eat in peace. I've got a lot on 
my mind and | don't need you messing up my brain even more." 


Amazingly Venri actually does shut up. She sits there and lets me 
eat while she looks down at the jungle below. | watch her while | eat. 
It's really weird to see her again. | mean, when the two of us 
synchronized, | really thought that she was going to disappear. | 
thought... she became me. Literally. | thought that | was feeling so 
strong and powerful again because she became me and all of her 
attitude went into me. | thought that some of the thoughts in my head 
were really hers. But | guess that's not true. She's still here with me. 
She's still got her own thoughts. We're connected and one, but at the 
same time, we're still kind of separated and can talk to each other as 
two different entities. 


So | guess being synchronized just means that we're a little more 
connected than before. And you know, I'm way more powerful and 
can kill things more easily thanks to her. And a Zoroark instead of a 
Zorua. 


This synchronization thing sounds more complicated than | thought it 
was going to be. | really thought we'd just turn into one Pokémon 
instead of just share power together and still kind of remain 
separate. Maybe we're just special since Venri is special. | mean, 
she's mutated thanks to me hurting her with that anti-plaguing pin, so 
maybe we're special like that. 


| don't Know. | kind of don't care. I'm awesome and powerful again 
thanks to whatever happened between us. And that's all that counts. 


| Keep eating and Venri keeps sitting with me. We don't say anything 
to each other for a while since there's nothing to really talk about. | 
imagine Venri is hungry too since she's sharing my stomach and can 
feel how hungry | am and likes the meat I'm tearing apart. 


"You really are going to see Tear huh?" Venri then asks. 


| choke on a piece of meat in my throat when she asks that. Venri 
frowns at me, and the next thing | know, | feel these tendrils come 
out of the insides of my cheeks and slide down my throat. | can't do 
anything as they slid down my throat and wrap around the meat 
lodged inside of me. Then they throw it out of my mouth before going 
back inside of my body. | really don't know how to react to whatever 
just happened to me, so | don't even bother trying to talk about it. But 
uggggggh, that was creepy. Those tentacles felt so wet and gross. 
Was like a bunch of tongues were going down my throat... 


Note to self, don't ever choke on anything again. 
"You better not," Venri then says with this glare. "I don't like saving 


you from a death that was all because you don't know how to 
swallow food right. That's got to be the stupidest way to die." 


"Would you quit reading my thoughts?! It's really..." | start sighing 
and shake my head since there's no point in arguing with what's 
basically myself. "Ahh, alright, yeah, I'm going to go see if | can find 
Tear again. | wasn't lying when | was thinking about that earlier and 
told Frazil and Lyra and Crystelle | was going to find my friends." 


"| Know you weren't lying," Venri says to me. "You really can't lie to 
me. | know what you're going to do when you find him. But I'm trying 
to ask is if you really think he'll take everything you're going to say to 
him without having a meltdown." 


"Well, | think so," | say to her. "I mean, | don't know if I'll actually tell 
him about the secret, but | at least want to apologize for running 
away from him all this time. | can't imagine how much pain he's been 
in. And | guess if he doesn't hate me for being such a wimp, then I'll 
tell him the truth. It just really depends..." 


Venri makes this weird laughing sound that kind of sounds like a 
snort. She looks over at me and she's doing that weird laugh. | 
squint my eyes at her and | think about asking her what she finds so 
funny. 


"Yimtri's going to kill you if you tell Tear about himself," she tells me, 
beating me to my question. "You know he was threatening you 
before, and you know that he really will go after you if he finds out. 
You willing to take those consequences?" 


Hearing Yimtri's name again sends shudders down my spine. | 
haven't thought about him for a really long time... but yeah, just 
thinking about him gives me the chills. | still remember how close he 
was to killing me that one night. | remember how cold | felt even 
though | could feel the flames burning down the church we were in. | 
remember how much hate was sparkling in his eyes when he was so 
bent on murdering me. The flames made him look even creepier 
than he already is, like he was a demon straight out of the 
underworld ready to rip my soul out and eat it... 


| sometimes can't believe that he's Tear. | mean, | know that Tear can 
be kind of nasty when he gets mad, but he at least doesn't murder 
anybody in cold blood like Yimtri does... he must have had some 
serious demons inside of him when he was still a human. | don't 
even think Venri is as bad as Yimtri even though she's... well, my 
own demons. And | have some pretty messed up demons 
apparently. 


"And yet you still like him anyway," Venri interjects coyly, smiling all 
smugly. "And we both know why, don't we, Zekra?" 


"If you're just going to keep responding to my thoughts instead of my 
voice, you might as well just go back to being a voice in my head!" | 
yell at her in exasperation. 


Venri just laughs at me some more before she disappears. As soon 
as she disappears, | feel kind of weird. | feel like my head's less 
empty. I'm feeling less agitated and a whole lot more motivated to 
do... well, something. | don't really know what | want to do right this 
moment, but | feel really empowered right now for some reason. 


It's because I'm back here again and synchronized with you. 
What are you talking about? 


Well you see, it works like this. When I'm in your head and I'm not 
talking to you or anything, you and | really are one Pokémon. You 
feel way better and way stronger. As you would call it, you feel "more 
awesome" when I'm quiet and just being you. My thoughts really do 
become yours and you can't tell which thoughts are mine and which 
are yours. There's no "you" and there's no "me". It's just "us". But 
when I'm in the real world or I'm talking to you like this, we're not 
totally synchronized anymore. You can still use your special powers 
and all, but it's just that you might not feel as confident as you could 
before because I'm not there. I'm being my own being and in order to 
do that, | have to take some things with me. That confidence is one 
of those things. 


Oh... so you do kind of disappear then when we're synchronized. 


Well, kind of. | mean, I'm still there and can kind of keep my mind 
separate from you, but | can't do much else. | just become you and 
watch it happen. It's like I'm watching a little performance really. But | 
don't really care. | know that | can break off the synchronization 
when | want to, like what | just did five minutes ago. And technically 
right now. 


| get it. | think | understand this synchronizing stuff a little better now. 
It's just weird thinking that I'm two Pokémon sometimes. It's really 
hard to understand and yet it gives me all of these cool powers and 
confidence and stuff. And | get a feeling that I'm just scratching the 
surface of what | can do thanks to being synchronized with you... 


Oh I'm sure we'll figure it out eventually! Can't possibly take too long. 
But | guess in the meantime, you've got a certain someone you need 
to go see. 


Yeah... yeah, | guess | do. I've got to tell Tear I'm sorry. And maybe 
tell him other things too depending on how things go. And hopefully 
not have Yimtri kill me afterwards... 


Well | can't promise anything. But at least he can't kill you as easily 
now! You're a lot stronger now. You can take him on if you have to. 
Hopefully. We'll be finding out soon! 


And then Venri stops talking to me and | feel her synch up with me. 
feel the reluctance in my heart go away, and there's like a weird 
ripple in my mind for a split second. It's hard to explain, but it's 
something that | see happen when Venri's mind merges with mine. 
It's kind of cool really. 


But anyway! I've waited around long enough. I've gotten my food, 
I've rested and talked with Venri, | think it's best to get headed toa 
certain somewhere. I've got about three days to get there, but I'll 
make it there on time. I'm not too far away from Aurora Town. 
Besides! | can fly way faster nowadays. So | really could make it to 


the city in a day if | really wanted to. But | think I'll take my time. | 
mean, there's no reason to rush getting there... | need to give Tear 
and Novus and Nyx time to get to the town. They're not as fast as 
me since they don't have any awesome powers. 


Well except Nyx. But she's a Darkrai, so of course she has awesome 
powers too. But | doubt that they're there right now. | can be a little 
slow. 


| can avoid Tear a little while longer... 


I'm about to get heading off, but then | notice something about the 
air. It doesn't feel right. It's weirdly gloomy and dark. | mean, | know 
it's night time and night is supposed to be like this, but it's stranger 
than usual. It's more sinister. It's almost like... like... 


Like someone's watching me. 


| hear leaves rustling, and | jump out of the way. The next thing | see 
is this weird black thing that kind of looks like a Seviper strike where 
| was standing a second ago. When it figures out I'm not there, it 
gets sucked into these bushes nearby. | don't waste any time looking 
toward those bushes. I'm not scared of whatever's trying to hurt me. 
They can't hurt me at all! I'm invincible! 


And then | see it. There, standing in plain sight and not hiding in the 
bushes anymore, is the thing. | don't even know what it is. It's not 
any Pokémon I've seen before. It's this tall, black figure that doesn't 
actually have any shape. It's about as tall as me, but it doesn't have 
anything distinguishable about it. It's just this giant silhouette that 
looks like it's made out of black fire that keeps moving and flickering. 
And it's just staring at me with these glowing slits for eyes. And 
there's just no emotion on its face at all. 


And | have to admit... it's pretty creepy. | mean, I've seen some 
pretty messed up stuff in my life. Trust me, | have. Not many things 
can faze me these days. But this thing... whatever it is... | don't 


know. There's just something about it that's so... wrong. Something 
unnatural and weird! 


"Alright, | don't know what or who you are..." | say to it, forcing 
myself to sound like I'm not scared at all. "But clearly you don't want 
to just talk if you're just going to try and kill me while my back's 
turned." 


The thing doesn't say anything to me. It just keeps looking at me. 


And then, its face changes. Its eyes split so that it now has six red, 
slit eyes glaring at me, and something black and long starts growing 
out of its back. It gets bigger and bigger, bigger than whatever's 
standing in front of me, and then | find myself looking at that 
monstrous Seviper shadowy thing. It hisses at me and it's got tons of 
glowing teeth in its mouth, which | know can tear me right open and 
rip my guts out with just one bite. 


| don't even get time to react as that Seviper shadow lunges at me 
and coils around me. | can feel it growing tighter around me, 
crushing my bones and making it really hard to breathe. | can't even 
let out a scream of pain or anything because of how strong this thing 
is. But | don't panic, because | know | won't die. | can get out of this. | 
know that | can. | have to! 


| take my claw and | push it against the shadow the best | can, even 
though it's really hard to move with being strangled and all. | make 
those tentacles get out of my claws and try to go into the shadowy 
thing so it can make it explode. | mean, | Know | won't kill the actual 
source of this shadow thing, but | can at least get rid of it so | can 
fight back. 


But it doesn't work. The tendrils go into the shadow but they don't 
find anything. They can't find anything to latch onto. There's no heart 
that they can explode or any organs they can rip out and stuff. 
There's not even a brain or something that they can sink their ends 
into and mess up! It's just empty darkness. | try to do that weird thing 
| did with all those Plagued Ones where | make that giant bomb of 


energy, but then | see that Seviper thing's head lunge down at me. 
Its teeth are glowing with this black haze that flickers with orange 
and yellow light. 


Now | know | shouldn't be concerned. | mean, | Know that | can't die. 
I'm a Plagued One! Plagued Ones don't die! | mean sure, I'll be 
headless for a second, but Venri will make sure that my head stays 
connected to me by one of her tendrils and then put my head back 
on my body. Or she'll just grow me a new one. One of those two 
things. | personally would go for the first option since it sure sounds 
a lot less time consuming, if really gross and bloody, but I'm not the 
one who gets to decide how these regeneration things work. 


But | don't feel that reassurance here. | feel like I'm actually going to 
die if | let that shadow thing bite my head off. I'm going to have my 
blood and guts spilled all over this jungle if | don't do something right 
now. I'm not going to live unless | get out of this bind. | don't know 
why | feel this way really. It's just some weird hunch I'm getting. 


Then | figure out why I'm feeling this way as soon as | see that 
shadow monster standing there, controlling the thing binding me. | 
notice how familiar the weird haze on its body is and the weird, 
otherworldly glow of its eyes. There aren't any Pokémon that look 
like that, even with any special abilities. 


That is... except for Pokémon that are special Plagued Ones like 
me. 


Who can also kill Plagued Ones. Like me. 

Uhhh... yeah, this isn't good. 

But I've got this! | can stop this! I'm not going to die! 

The next thing | Know, Venri shows up in front of that shadow 
monster looking like a creepy-looking Zoroark. She attacks it and 


makes her claws creepily long. She sinks them into the shadow 
beast's head with a loud scream. But much to both of our horror, she 


doesn't get to cut off that thing's head like she wants to. Her claws 
actually get stuck into its head, like she's stuck in some tar or 
something like that. And she can't get them out either. She's pulling 
and tugging, but she can't get them out. 


The only good thing that comes out of this is that the Seviper thing 
stops. It doesn't bite off my head, and it retreats back inside of the 
thing controlling it, dropping me onto the ground. That monster looks 
at Venri, and then it starts making this sticky black stuff wrap around 
her arms and consume the rest of her body. Venri just giggles evilly 
and vanishes. 


She shows up again in my hair, peeking out of my mane with this 
twisted little smile on her face, now looking like a Sableye again. 


"You can't hurt us,” Venri proclaims smugly, twirling a strand of my 
hair around one of her fingers. "We're invincible! You really think you 
can beat both Zekra and | when it's just you, wannabe Plagued 
One?" 


The shadow monster stares at us with that blank stare again. It still 
doesn't show any emotions. It doesn't even look like it's angry that it 
can't kill me or confused with why there's suddenly a Sableye that's 
popping in and out of existence. Because you know, I'm sure any 
normal creature would be confused with that. But not this thing. It's 
just staring at us. 


But | do notice something weird going on with it. Its six eyes are 
shifting around a lot, merging into two eyes and then four eyes and 
then two eyes again. It's like it can't make up its mind about it wants 
to do with its face. And not only that, but something weird is 
happening to its body. All of the darkness covering its body is getting 
stronger, and a bunch of it is flying into the air, like it's trying to get rid 
of the shadowy stuff. But even though it's got a bunch of darkness 
flying off of it, more darkness just keeps taking its place. | don't get to 
see what's underneath all of that blackness. | just see quick flashes 
of green and lavender before it gets covered by darkness again. 


| don't get to watch that shadow thing much longer, because then 
Venri disappears again. |'m waiting for her to pop up out of nowhere 
and scare me half to death, but then | feel the weird ripple in my 
mind and | know that she's synched back up with me. And as soon 
as that happens, | know that | need to strike while this shadow thing 
is doing weird stuff. I've got to kill this thing before it kills me. 


| lunge at that shadow thing way faster than | was expecting. | blink, 
and then I'm suddenly in front of the shadow monster, kind of like 
some sort of awesome teleportation like what Venri does. | can see 
that shadow thing stagger when it sees how fast | move, and | can't 
help but laugh when | see that. So its emotionless thing really was 
just a show! It really isn't as strong as it was pretending to be! 


Hah, | was so stupid for being scared of this thing. How many times 
do | have to keep telling myself this? I'm Zekra. 


I'm Zekra, the unstoppable Zoroark! The slayer of all things plagued! 


| plunge my claws into the chest of that monster. | send the tendrils 
into its body so that | can make its heart explode. Or whatever it has 
inside of it. It's got to have something that can explode and make it 
die. Venri will find it while she's in this thing's body. 


"Where's Novus?" 


| freeze up. The tendrils stop moving in the shadow monster's body. 
I'm just stuck, standing there like an idiot, my jaw dropping open as | 
look at the shadow monster's eyes. They're not panicked anymore. 
They're glued to me, looking at me with this literal fire burning behind 
its eyes. 


How... how does it... 


"There's no longer any reason to fight now that | Know who you are," 
the shadow monster says in this warbled, evil voice. "Now where is 
Novus? He is not at Aurora Town even though Terron's group is 


there. You were all supposed to gather there. He was with Terron's 
group.” 


"Wait what? How do you know about that?" | try to ask, baffled by all 
of this. "How do you... why do you... what are you..." 


My voice stops working. I've got So many questions, like how this 
thing Knew we were all meeting at Aurora Town, why it wants to see 
Novus, and all sorts of stuff. But I'm just so confused that | can't talk 
anymore. So | just stand there. | don't even bother trying to get my 
hand out of that thing's body. Not that | could. It's probably stuck in 
there. 


"| know who you are, Zekra," the shadow monster answers. "I know 
about your group and what all of you are trying to accomplish. You're 
working with Terron, Novus, the Dusk Mines leader, and that plagued 
Darkrai and all of you want to kill the Plagued Ones. | know 
everything about you and your group. Now tell me, where is Novus?" 


| don't know how to respond to any of this. | just stand there, not 
knowing how this thing would know any of that. | mean, | know it 
could know about my friends because the whole world knows that 
the five of us are working together... But it shouldn't know about that 
last part. The Fellowship was telling everyone that we were helping 
the Plagued Ones. Nobody believes that we're trying to save the 
planet. 


So then how... 

"| am not patient, Zekra," the shadow monster says, tightening its 
grip around my claw so that | can feel myself sinking more into its 
weird, muddy flesh or whatever it is. "Where is Novus?" 


"| don't... | don't Know," | tell it, not Knowing what else I'm even 
supposed to say. "He was supposed to be with Tear... | don't know." 


The shadow monster stares at me for a second, and then it tosses 
my claw out of its body. | fall back and almost hit the ground, but | 


stop myself from doing that. 


"We will meet again," that demon thing tells me. "I can't tell you what 
| am just yet, as there is still work to be done. But know that you 
have no reason to fear me." 


Then that shadow monster slips into the jungle, disappearing from 
me. 


"Hey! Hey wait!" | call after it. 


| chase after that thing. | watch it move through the trees with this 
amazing amount of speed, going in between them and not hitting 
any of the branches at all. Every time it's about to hit a branch or not 
turn fast enough to avoid crashing into a tree and getting its face 
planted into the tree, it looks like it turns into liquid or something and 
it swerves out of the way. | wish there was another way to put it since 
it's weird, but that's the only way | can describe it! It's like its body 
just stops being solid, and then it starts moving way faster. It 
becomes like this blob that can move in ways that | don't think are 
physically possible for the weird, humanoid shape that shadow 
monster is taking on. 


Even with my really fast speed so that it looks like I'm teleporting all 
over the jungle, | can't catch up to it. I'm always pretty far behind. | 
can't even touch it with my claws if | reach forward enough. So | start 
cutting down all of the trees to get to it. | mean, moving in a straight 
line is the fastest way to go! You don't lose acceleration when you do 
that. So that's what | do. 


| take my claws and | start tearing down all of the trees that get in my 
way. | swipe at them with my claws, and then they get cut in half and 
fall down just like that! Even though they're really thick and big and 
tall, they're nothing for me. Cutting them down is so ridiculously easy. 
It's like slicing my claws through someone's face. It's really loud, and 
a bunch of wild Pokémon start running out of the jungle so that they 
won't get squished by all of the trees falling down, but I'm not exactly 
going for subtlety. | need to get that shadow monster! | need to know 


why it wants to find Novus and how it knows me! It can't avoid me if 
all of the trees get knocked down. And hey, maybe it'll get caught 
underneath one if I'm lucky. I'm pretty sure it's not strong enough to 
lift a giant tree off of it. 


And yet somehow... | don't know how... that shadow thing keeps 
getting away from me. | can still see it way ahead of me, but it's able 
to avoid all of the trees and keeps running. 


And then it runs out into this clearing, and it disappears. 


| literally mean that. | mean, you'd expect that it would be way easier 
to see when there's no trees or plants or whatever growing 
anywhere, but that doesn't happen. Second | go into that clearing, 
that shadow monster's gone. It's just me all by myself, my claws still 
glowing and a whole bunch of the jungle behind me totally wrecked 
thanks to me. 


| should have used that exploding power! That would have gotten 
that shadow monster! | mean sure, I'd destroy like all of the jungle by 
using it... but | really needed to catch that thing! | need to know what 
it's up to. | mean, it can't possibly be up to any good looking like 
some freaky looking demon and knowing all of that stuff about me 
and my friends. That's just... there's no way it could be good 
because of all that stuff! 


Ugh. But it's too late for that now. It's gone and it's not like | can find 
it. Not like | have any more powers that can help me. Because I'm 
pretty sure | don't have any sort of awesome stalking powers that let 
me know where that shadow thing is. | think. | mean, | could, but | 
really don't Know since | don't even know what | can really do 
anymore. | just have all of this power and none of it makes any 
sense! 


What did merging give me exactly?! 


Auuugh, forget this. FORGET THIS. | can't worry about this right 
now. | need to get to Tear. If that shadow thing was telling the truth, 


then he should be in Aurora Town right now. And it might go after 
him. | don't know why, but with everything's that been going on, it 
doesn't hurt to be safe. | need to keep him safe. 


| need... 


| need to talk to him about everything before something goes wrong. 
| don't Know how much longer he's going to be in Aurora Town. This 
might be the only time | ever get to see him. | might not ever be able 
to track him down again if | don't take this chance. 


| need to see him again, even if it's really going to be awful and 
awkward. | really, REALLY just need to see him. More than | need 
food and water. | feel my heart beating and my body shaking a little 
at just the thought of seeing him again. | don't know if it's because 
I'm nervous or excited. Maybe it's both. | don't know! 


But... | have to see him. | have to talk to him again. Even if we don't 
ever talk again... | HAVE to talk to him and say some things to him. 


I've been hiding from him for way too long. This has to stop now. 


| get to Aurora Town way faster than | thought | would. | thought it 
would take me a day or something, but | actually get there in like half 
that time. | think it's because Venri was making it so | could fly way 
faster than | normally could. Like, it felt like | had a constant tailwind 
behind me or something while | was flying. | don't know. | just know 
that by the time | show up in Aurora Town, it's almost noon and | feel 
really tired. 


| haven't slept for a while. | don't think I've slept for over a day. So by 
the time | land by some water fountain in the middle of the 
abandoned city, | wonder if | should just crawl into an abandoned 
house, hope to find a nice bed, and then sleep for a little while. | 
mean, | can barely take in any of my surroundings, so | figure that 
taking a good nap wouldn't hurt. | need to be fully awake to talk to 


Tear. He doesn't deserve to have me half-asleep the whole time | 
talk to him. | need to talk to him with my full attention. 


So | stumble on over to the nearest house and go through all of the 
rooms until | find myself a nice bed. It's a nice bed, and it's not one of 
the piles of hay either. It's an actual bed, like the one | used to have 
when | was living with Frazil and Lyra. And it can actually fit me even 
though I'm way bigger now. So as soon as | see it, | climb on into it 
and | pass out immediately. 


When | wake up again it's way later in the afternoon. The sun isn't 
going to be setting any time soon, but | really thought I'd get up 
sooner than this. | thought I'd only be asleep for like an hour or 
something. Looks like | was way more tired than | thought | was. 


Oh well. | do feel a lot better. My brain's not as fuzzy and | feel a little 
more energized. So | stretch a little, and then | get out of that house 
and start walking around Aurora Town. | start looking at all of the 
abandoned shops and houses, seeing them everywhere | go, and | 
start to remember when this place actually had life to it. You know, 
when Pokémon actually used to live here and Plagued Ones didn't 
destroy the whole place. It kind of doesn't feel like there was 
anybody living here ever, what with how a bunch of paint is starting 
to chip off buildings, how there's no food anywhere, a bunch of 
windows are broken, none of the doors are shut, and the general 
silence everywhere, but | know it was real. | know that this used to 
be a place of happiness and life. 


Just like my old home was. 


Now they've both been ruined by Plagued Ones, and it's onlya 
matter of time before this whole world is too. 


| feel this pain in my heart when | look at all of the emptiness around 
me and this lump forming in my throat, but | don't let it get to me. I'm 
going to make sure that the Plagued Ones don't do this to anymore 
places. I'm going to stop all of this craziness. 


| feel a little better after | think that, so | Keep going through the city. 
look around for any sign of life, and | listen really carefully for any 
sounds too. | can hear things way better now, so if | can't see 
anybody, | might be able to hear them instead. Then | can just hunt 
them down from where | think their voices are coming from. 


And sure enough, | hear something after a while. It's this weird 
tapping sound kind of far away, like something repeatedly hitting a 
rock. Second | hear it, | start heading toward it. | go kind of slow 
since | don't know what's making the noise. | might be awesome and 
can kill pretty much anything now, but | don't want to get in trouble all 
because | was too reckless. 


When | get close enough to the sound so that it's in seeing distance, 
| hide behind one of the buildings. Then | peer around it to see 
what's making that weird noise. 


My heart stops when | see what it is. 
It's Tear. 


He's just sitting there on this bench nearby these trees all by himself. 
He's got all of these bones sitting next to him, and he's tapping what 
looks like a leg bone against the bench. Then he takes the bone and 
tries to break it in half with his hands. It actually does with this really 
loud snapping sound, so he just tosses the pieces behind him and 
then grabs the next bone and does the same thing all over again. He 
looks like he's testing them to see how strong they are. 


Tear looks really... well, different from the last time | saw him. He 
doesn't have a helmet anymore for one thing, which | find really 
weird since | remember he used to hate not having one. And since 
he looked pretty funny and was a total wimp without one, | was pretty 
on board with wanting to get him a nice skull. Now he's got no skull 
and he doesn't seem to care. | mean, he doesn't look happy right 
now, but he doesn't seem to be all upset either. 


Second thing that's different is that he doesn't have his coat 
anymore. He's just got this black thing over him that covers his 
whole body. | don't know what it's called, but it kind of looks like his 
coat, except it covers his legs too so that | can only see his feet. | 
don't know where he got that thing from, and it's weird seeing him 
wear something new. | got really used to seeing him wearing a coat. 


But most of all, there's just something different about the air around 
him. He looks... stronger somehow. | mean, he doesn't look any 
bigger or anything, but there's just some weird energy | feel around 
him, even when I'm pretty far away from him. And the way he's just 
staring at his weapons as he's testing them out kind of reminds me 
of someone else's stare. Someone else who looked really 
determined and stuff. 


But | guess none of that is really important. I've found Tear, and | can 
talk to him. He doesn't know I'm here, so | have to be the one to go 
to him and talk to him. 


| just need to tell him I'm here. | need to tell him... a lot of stuff. 
Just need to take a step forward. 

Yeah. 

Yeah. 

Just need to say I'm here. 

Just... Just need to say I'm alive. 


Just need to say... 


Maybe | should just wait for him to finish. | mean, he looks pretty 
busy and... 


No, you are not wimping out! After all of those cheesy rousing 
speeches | had to tolerate and all of those nights you were crying 
over how much you miss him and how much he means to you... you 
ARE NOT going to run away from this! GO TALK TO HIM. 


And then the next thing | know, | feel like I've been kicked from 
behind and | land in the middle of the road. | make a really loud 
crashing sound so that I'm pretty sure anybody in the city can hear it. 
| look behind me and | see Venri standing there in the shadow of that 
building, glaring at me while she looks like a Zoroark. I'm honestly 
surprised she doesn't look like a Sableye, but maybe she needed a 
bigger form to actually push me out of my hiding spot. 


| feel like screaming at her, but then | feel something sharp push into 
my head. | look away from Venri and | suddenly find Tear standing 
over me, shoving the sharp end of his club into my head, giving me 
this really malicious glare with this really deep scowl. | swear that | 
see his blue eyes glowing a little. 


| shiver a little at the sight. Yeesh, when did Tear become some 
terrifying? He sure seems ready to cut me open right now. Maybe he 
really does hate me for running away from him... 


"Are you with the Fellowship?" Tear asks me, his words sounding as 
scary as he looks. "Or are you some bounty hunter that wants my 
head to get some stupid reward?" 


Okay, so he doesn't know who | am. He thinks I'm some enemy. | 
don't blame him. | don't look anything like | did as a Zorua. Maybe he 
doesn't hate me after all! 


"No! No, I'm not!" | quickly say. "It's... it's me! It's me, Zekra!" 


| see him stagger for a second. But it's only for that one second, 
because he goes back to glaring at me. He clearly doesn't believe 
me, which again, | can't blame him for. | don't Know what's happened 
to him since I've been gone, but | bet it's made him paranoid. 


"Really! It's me!" | say to him. "We're best friends! Well, sort of. We 
um... we used to be in the Aurora Town Fellowship together! We 
used to be there with Syn, and Impetus, and Novus! And... and... 
even though everybody calls you Terron, | call you Tear. | call you 
that because... because | felt bad about naming you Terron." 


Tear doesn't hold the bone in his hand as tightly anymore. | can see 
that he's not glaring as much either. He's just giving me this blank 
stare. 


"I'm back," | say to him. "I'm not here to hurt you. Here... here, I'll 
prove it." 


| start changing into another Pokémon. Tear watches me as | shrink 
down and | become a Zorua. | turn back into my smaller self, and I'm 
closer to being as small as Tear now. It feels kind of weird being in 
this old body of mine again, but | don't mind it too much. | still just 
feel just as strong as | normally do when I'm actually a Zoroark. 


| look up at Tear. He's still staring at me, but now he doesn't look as 
strong. | mean, he's trying to look that way, but | can see him 
shaking. He kind of looks like his old self again. | smile a little when | 
see that. He's so funny when he's trying to look strong even though 
he feels weak. 


"It's me, Zekra," | say to him real softly, trying to be tender about this. 
"|... | missed you, Tear." 


| hear a bone drop on the ground, and the next thing | know, I'm 
being squished by a Cubone. Tear's got me wrapped up in this really 
tight hug. And | mean really tight. | can feel him crushing my organs 
and | feel my illusion kind of fading so that | turn back into a Zoroark. 
But | force myself to keep looking like a Zorua because it's probably 
easier on Tear. It's easier for him to talk to someone who isn't five 
times taller than him. And well, it's easier to smother a Zorua too 
than a Zoroark. You know, the good kind of smother. 


"You've changed," Tear says to me quietly. "You're a Zoroark now. | 
didn't even recognize you." 


"Yeah... | kind of evolved," | say to him. "It just sort of happened after 
some weird stuff went down. But it feels pretty good. | like being a 
Zoroark, even if | look different than other Zoroark." 


"| see," he simply says. 


We don't talk for a while after that. Tear keeps hugging me and | try 
to do the same even though my front paws aren't really good at 
hugging in this form. But he doesn't seem to mind too much. We just 
keep quiet and take the time to appreciate being in each other's 
company after months. It feels really good to be with him again. | 
missed him a lot. | forgot how much | missed being with him and just 
being able to sit with him or whatever. We were always so happy 
together. | mean sure, we'd have fights. We'd beat each other up or 
we'd have really stupid arguments about things, but he meant so 
much to me. 


So | just take a few moments to just appreciate how happy | am to 
see him again. | feel all warm and peaceful. | don't think I've felt this 
way in a long time. Not since | had to leave him because of Yimtri's 
secret. 


And then | suddenly remember why I'm here with him again. And 
soon as | do, all of that happiness goes away and this really 
uncomfortable, awkward feeling takes over. It's so bad that | 
suddenly don't like hugging Tear anymore. Touching him kind of feels 
like I'm bathing in poison and | can feel my skin shuddering and my 
illusion falling apart. | start squirming out of his hug before | even 
realize what I'm doing. 


Tear gets what I'm doing, because he lets go of me before | can 
actually start resisting. He scoots away from me so that he's sitting 
away from me and puts some distance between us. He's still pretty 
close to me though since he can easily reach over and poke me if he 
has to. | look over at him and see that he's staring at me, still looking 


pretty happy to see me. But | also see that there's this sad look in his 
eyes. Like he knows what I'm going to say next. 


"Is something wrong, Zekra?" he asks me gently. 


This was it. This was the moment of truth. | had come all this way to 
find Tear, and there was no turning back now. | had to be brave and 
strong. 


| take in a deep breath as | let the illusion around me go away so I'm 
a Zoroark again. | start sitting down like him and have to do this 
weird crossing thing with my legs since they're way longer than when 
| was a Zorua. There's no reason to hide what | am anymore. | need 
all of my strength to say what | have to say next. 


"Yeah, there... there is actually,” | tell him, my voice way weaker than 
| want it to be because my throat hurts real bad. "I... | wanted to... to 
apologize for something.” 


"Okay. What do you want to apologize about?" he asks me. 


| think he knows what | want to say, but he's being patient with me 
anyway. He's being thoughtful that way, which | really appreciate. | 
smile a little as | force myself to look down at Tear and not let my 
eyes wander away from him. 


"| want to apologize... for leaving you," | spit out. "I'm sorry that | left 
you without telling you why. I'm sorry that | ditched you and hurt you 
real bad. You didn't deserve that. | was a terrible friend for doing that 
to you. | was... | couldn't be around you anymore and | thought | was 
doing you a favor... but | think | just made things worse for you. And 
me. |... | hurt both of us with what | did." 


Tear doesn't say anything. He just keeps staring at me with this stare 
| can't quite figure out. I'm about to start saying more about how I'm 
sorry for leaving him and that he didn't deserve any of the pain and 
suffering that | put him through... but then something else comes out 
of my mouth. 


"| left you because Yimtri told me something," | say before | can stop 
myself. "He told me... he told me... both of you woke up the 
Primogenitor. All those years ago on Kuron... both of you guys woke 
it up. | forced it out of him because | didn't know how to keep my 
mouth shut... even though | had no right to know... and he told me. 
And it made me realize... why he's the way he is. Why he's so cold 
and bent on stopping the Plagued Ones. And | thought... you'd be 
the same if you found out. You'd go crazy or something like that. And 
|... | didn't want that to happen to you! | didn't want you to end up like 
him and be miserable! | mean, | know that you're strong. | know you 
are... you've done so much for me that | don't think anybody else 
has. But | didn't think you were strong enough for this. | saw how 
messed up Yimtri was because of it and... | just didn't want you to 
end up like him." 


| start feeling tears in my eyes. | don't bother fighting against them 
and just let them fall. | let myself start crying and keep telling Tear 
everything. There's no point in holding back anything anymore. 


"So | got away from you so you'd never find out," | go on, my voice 
all scratchy. "I thought... | could be strong enough not to tell you and 
still be with you. | really did. | still wanted to be with you. | really did, 
you have to believe me on that! But | wasn't. | wasn't strong 
enough... so | ran away from you. | ran away... because | was too 
weak. Because | wanted to keep you safe. But | didn't. | just made 
you miserable, didn't |? Because | sure was miserable. Every day... 
every SINGLE DAY... I'd think about you. I'd think about if you were 
okay, or if you were even alive. I'd think you were dead because | 
wasn't there to help you. I'd... I'd have dreams about you. 
Nightmares... about you dying. About you being miserable and sad 
and broken. I'd have them all the time. And... and I'd know... it'd be 
my fault. It'd be my fault you were like that. 


"You can hate me. You can never want to see me again. You can 
start screaming at me! You have every right to hate me. I... | made 
you miserable. | ruined you. | ruined your life... again. So go ahead! 
Tell me that you're mad at me for keeping this secret from you for so 


long! Tell me | was selfish and a coward from hiding something from 
you that | had no right to hide! | deserve it... | do. But just... just 
know that I'm sorry. I'm sorry... for everything. Just know... you 
never deserved to have me abandon you and keep that secret away 
from you for so long." 


| finally stop talking, breathing heavily as | feel all of my energy get 
drained. | feel this puddle of tears around me, and I've still got lots of 
tears going down my face, but | don't bother trying to get rid of them. 
| just look at Tear, who's really hard to see because my eyes are all 
blurry now. | can't tell what he's thinking because it's really hard to 
read his face. So | just sit there with him and | wait. It feels good to 
be able to tell him all of that... but I'm really scared of what he'll think 
of me now. | can feel my body shaking already. | don't know if Tear 
can see it. 


All | know is that | see him get up on his feet and he starts walking 
over to me. | don't bother trying to run. | just sit there and watch him 
get closer to him until he actually stands right in front of me. | can 
see him more clearly now and | can tell that he's giving me this weird 
stare. It's not exactly mad but... it's not exactly happy either. It's one 
of those weird stares that Yimtri likes to give everybody just about all 
of the time when he's not ready to rip their throat open. | don't know 
what to expect from Tear, so | just stay still and see what he's going 
to do. 


"| already knew," is what he ends up saying to me. 


Now let me tell you, | was expecting him to say a number of things. | 
thought he might hurt me, or he'd scream at me, or he'd just plain 
run away from me and say we couldn't be friends anymore. | was 
ready for all of those things. But | wasn't ready for... THIS. 


"What...?" I'm barely able to mouth out. 
"| found out that I'm responsible for this whole Primogenitor thing on 


Shiron," he says to me. "I didn't Know right away after you left, but | 
found out eventually because of... complicated reasons I'll explain to 


you later. But | knew. | just didn't know if you ran away because you 
were scared I'd find out the truth or... because you hated me. 
Because the Primogenitor ruined your life, and I'm the reason it's 
here on Shiron..." 


I'm about to tell him that | really don't blame him for what he did 
because he had no idea the Primogenitor was a horrifying, world- 
domination bent monster, but he holds up his hand, making me stop. 
And then | watch as it starts becoming really difficult for him to look 
at me. | keep seeing his eyes wanting to wander away from me. 


"Zekra... look, you don't need to apologize to me," he then tells me. 
"You were just trying to help me. You were trying to keep me safe. 
You and Nyx... you were both trying to do the right thing. | just 
couldn't realize that for a while and a lot of things happened because 
of that. In a way, you two were both right in thinking I'd be destroyed 
if | Knew | woke up the Primogenitor. | can't hate you because you 
were trying to help me." 


He sighs as he shakes his head. 


"But listen, there's something | need to tell you too," he then says, 
his voice starting to break. "| haven't exactly been the greatest friend 
to you either. We had a lot of stupid fights in the past, and | don't 
think once | ever took part of the blame for it. | just let you take the 
blame and didn't apologize for my own actions. Even now... with you 
running away from me... that was kind of my fault too. | should have 
realized you were hurting because of me . | didn't try to help you. | 
just let you go instead of trying to fix this whole problem... and we 
both suffered because of it. We've both lost so much. But you... 
you've lost more than me. You have... because | am the one 
responsible for your problems. You can tell me | couldn't have known 
any better because | didn't know the Primogenitor was a monster, 
but it still doesn't make up for anything. I'm still the reason your life is 
the way it is now. 


"I'm the reason that you're miserable all the time. And I'm... I'm sorry 
for that. | know that I'll never be able to make up for it, but... | want 


you to know that. | want you to know... that I'm sorry for everything's 
that happened between us." 


| honestly don't know how to respond to any of this. |... really didn't 
expect any of this from Tear. | see tears forming in his eyes as he 
keeps looking at me. | can tell he wants to say more to me, but | 
don't think he actually knows what he wants to say. So he just keeps 
looking up at me instead. And we just stare at each other for a while 
since | really don't know what /'m supposed to say at this point either. 


But | do end up saying something. 


"It's okay, Tear... | don't hate you either," | say to him. "I... | don't 
think | can ever hate you either. Even if you did unleash the 
Primogenitor on the world... | don't hate you for it. You're trying so 
hard to stop the Primogenitor now and help me, and really... | can't 
ever hate you when you're doing that. | really can't, even if | wanted 
to. We've been through too much together." 


Tear starts smiling when he hears me say that. He grabs one of my 
claws with his right hand. He tries to intertwine my claws with his 
weird hands, but he can't because he doesn't have any fingers. | 
look back at him and see that he's still smiling. 


"Thanks Zekra," he says to me. "You have no idea how much that 
means to me. | promise, nothing'll ever tear us apart again from now 
on. We'll be together, forever." 


| see happy tears streak down his face and land on my fur. | can't 
help but laugh a little as | hold his hand a little tighter and start crying 
myself. | really could not feel any happier. | couldn't! Because I'm 
finally with Tear again and we don't hate each other! We're going to 
be okay. We... we're going to be alright with everything. Him and |... 
standing together... we'll be okay. 


Nothing's going to tear us apart again. 


He won't ever let it happen. / won't ever let it happen again. 


| promise, on this day forward, to do whatever it takes to be with Tear 
and keep him safe. 


We're going to be okay. | really think that. 
And then that's when | hear a really familiar voice. 
"Terron, there you are. | need to talk to you about... Oh." 


Tear and | look away from each other heart to find someone's with 
us. All of the joy I'm feeling in my heart... all of the happiness that 
makes me feel like I'm in sort of wonderful fantasy land... it dies. 


It feels like someone literally ripped all of that happiness out of me 
and threw it on the ground before stomping all over it right in front of 
me. And what gets shoved inside of me to replace it is this 
unbearably awful feeling of dread. | feel sick to my stomach and | 
want to throw up. It's so bad that | want to get up and run away, far 
away from the one in front of me and Tear. 


Because... the one with me and Tear... is Yimtri. 
He's just staring at us. He's not moving. 


How did he get here? What's he doing here?! | thought he ran away 
from us because he couldn't stand being around me! 


Yimtri looks directly over at me. | see his weird gemstone eyes start 
flickering as he locks eyes with me, like he's trying to paralyze me 
with his gaze alone. And he's doing a pretty good job, because | 
really can't move at all. | mean, | know he won't kill me when Tear's 
with me and because | wasn't the one to originally tell Tear all about 
the secret... but with the way he's staring at me right now... and the 
way all of the claws on his right hand are twitching... 


And the way he keeps switching his gaze between me and his 
twitching hand... And the glow in his eyes getting brighter and 


brighter each time he does it... And the way his frown is getting 
deeper and deeper... 


"Zekra's back," Tear says to him as he lets go of my hand and puts 
himself in the space between Yimtri and me, trying to deescalate the 
obvious tension that's building between the both of us. "She's okay! 
She's just a Zoroark now. We uh... we were just having a moment. 
But if you wanted to talk, | can-" 


"Never mind the talk. It wasn't important," Yimtri then says so fast 
that | can barely understand what he says. 


And then he turns his back to us and walks away so fast that he 
becomes a little purple dot in no time. 


Chapter 81: All | Have Searched For 


X 
Chapter 81 


All | Have Searched For 


No matter how much | ponder, | cannot understand precisely where 
everything went wrong. 


| had thought that everything seemed to be playing out rather well. | 
had found Zekrom and was able to convince her to join my side 
through the means of establishing exactly who | was. After spending 
fifty years searching for her, the immense relief and sense of 
accomplishment that filled me as soon as she vowed to remain at my 
side was more reassuring and comforting than any torch in a dark 
and treacherous cave might be. | knew that with her help, | could find 
my body and with her at my side, we could defeat Rem's shadow. 
Perhaps we would slay it as individuals, or perhaps we would be 
forced to recombine into Rem to fulfill the deed. | personally do not 
care which anymore, now that | understand the true nature and 
origins of Rem's shadow. So long as that creature died, that was all 
that mattered. 


| thought that because | had Zekrom and two companions to help aid 
me in my search, the past fifty years' worth of effort would finally pay 
off. Even though some of my companions were carrying heavy 
burdens that only grew the more this search for my body continued, | 
knew that they would be lifted soon. | knew that soon all of the pain 
would slip away from them and perhaps everything could be right 
again. There was nothing that could stop my plan now that | had 
Zekrom by my side. 


But something did impede all of the progress | had made, and even 
worse, stripped me of everything | had gained. Nyx sacrificed herself 
to save myself and the half human, and then, as if the great creator 
himself truly spited me, the half human left as well. He abandoned 
me out of a blinding rage he could not release himself from, sending 
himself off to what | Know is certain doom while | could do nothing to 
stop him. 


Thus, | am where | am now; traveling alone to Cacturne Desert in the 
light of the afternoon sun. In a way, nothing has changed since | 
escaped my comatose body on that day fifty years ago. | am alone 
once more with only the slightest chance of what | can do to 
eradicate the Blight Demons from Shiron. | think this fire and ice 
dragon that the spirit denizens told me about can aid me, but | am 
not sure. I'm not sure if any of my actions mean anything anymore. 


I'm beginning to think that perhaps all of this was my fault to begin 
with. Perhaps by being the very reason Rem's shadow existed, | am 
the catalyst for my current situation. Of course, Rem never would 
have had to split into Zekrom and | if that is true. | never would have 
known Zekra, the half human, or any of my other companions | have 
lost along the way. | would not be in this current situation if |, as 
Rem, had not been so foolish as to create that blight monster that 
calls itself my shadow. 


| Know | could blame the human for my tribulations and situation. The 
great creator had sealed away Rem's shadow long ago so that none 
might find it, but the human ruined that the moment he woke up the 
creature. If | wanted to be technical, the exact situation | find myself 
in would be the human's fault. If he had left it alone, then Shiron 
would not be plagued by Blight Demons. 


And yet, | find | do not hold any hostile feelings toward that human. 
Whenever | think of the half that became a Cubone, | am not filled 
with a powerful burning that makes my blood boil. Instead, | feel an 
immense sadness wash over me that chips away at my heart every 
time they strike. | feel the sharp pain in my spine and | feel the cold, 
unsettling feeling that is the plague where the half human jabbed me 


the last we spoke. | should be angry with him for betraying me and 
leaving me to bleed upon that cold, cobblestone road in that hollow 
shell of a town. | know that any mortal creature would feel such a 
way. But | do not. Regardless of his actions in his whole state, in the 
end, he was one of my closest friends and understood me in ways 
that very few creatures can. Thus, one can imagine the sorrow that 
filled me when he left me behind as he became the very demon | 
vowed to kill. 


Pokémon of fire may be considered temperamental creatures that 
wish to incinerate the world when their trust is betrayed and 
everything has fallen around them, but it certainly did not happen to 
me. My fire did not demand justice when the betrayal was said and 
done despite what | felt might happen if | were to be provoked 
enough. The fire within my soul that used to invigorate me became 
ash not long after the half human left me. There is no rage to be felt 
when that is so. 


And yet, despite this cold in my soul, | still press on. | Know that | 
cannot give up simply because my fire has put itself out. | havea 
duty that | know must be fulfilled after all of these years, lest | 
continue to disappoint not only the great creator, but my whole self. 
Rem would never want one of its fragments to submit to the gloom 
welling up in my heart. 


|, Reshiram, was always meant to be a guiding and triumphant light, 
even in times of darkness and despair. Even if | cannot call myself 
that name until | truly am that magnificent dragon once again, | know 
| must live by his divine standards. Being in the body in of a mortal 
Quilava does not excuse me from my godly duties. 


| arrive at Cacturne Desert after some time. Compared to many other 
deserts that | have traversed across in my many years of living, this 
particular one is not all that special. There is sand for as far as | can 
see with patches of browning foliage, and sometimes, a stray cactus 
sticks up from the ground and towers above all of the Pokémon 
dwelling below. Occasionally Pokemon of flight will perch upon the 
prickly arms of the plant, or a Sandile will poke its head out of the 


shifting sand for a mere moment before withdrawing itself from the 
outside world once more. 


The only aspect of this desert that sets it apart from other deserts is 
what its title had made quite clear. Sometimes, the cactus | thought | 
saw were not actually cactus, but rather Cacturne remaining 
astonishingly still, so similar to ancient statues that have stood the 
test of time. They watch me with their haunting golden eyes as | 
pass them, but they do not follow me. Cacturne only hunt at night 
when their prey is weak and fatigued from traveling through the 
intense heat of the desert. They do not bother to stalk their victims in 
the bright light of day, and dusk will not come for quite some time 
upon this desert. Thus, | do not fret when | pass by any Cacturne 
and see their eyes momentarily fix themselves upon me. | remind 
myself that | can easily reduce their body to ash with a simple exhale 
of fiery breath. The same result might also be met if they dared to 
touch me if my quills were to be ignited. 


| am also careful to avoid any suspicious spots along the sand. 
Krookodile and Trapinch are known to wait beneath the sand for 
unsuspecting prey to pass by. Then, they either leap out and snap 
their jaws around their helpless prey, or they watch their prey fall 
down into their conical pit and devour them soon after. Both are 
highly unpleasant fates I'd rather not meet. It's true that this body | 
inhibit has died already and that | could easily leave it to find another 
should | find myself in the jaws of a predator, but | would rather not. | 
have grown quite used to this body, then there is also the fact that 
fusing my spirit into the corpse of a Pokémon is a rather morbid and 
gruesome process. | have no intentions of going through sucha 
disgusting process again unless | absolutely must. 


Besides these two hazards however, there is nothing to fear from 
this desert. The heat does not affect me as severely as it would with 
other elements, and | do not hunger in this barren land. | made sure | 
ate plenty before | dared to step foot into this desert, as well as pack 
plenty of food in the bag | carry. Thus, all | must do is be wary of 


where | step and search for an enormous dragon. | imagine it should 
not be difficult to find. 


| spend quite a time searching for this dragon. | avoid all of the 
obvious traps that the desert dwellers have established so that they 
might ensnare me, and | do my best to avoid the ominous gazes of 
not only the Cacturne, but also the Mandibuzz that sit upon their 
shoulders. | try to see if | can notice a glimmer of anything that is not 
green and brown in this sandy land. 


That is when | see something in the distance. Quite far away from 
me, about five hundred paces away from where | stand, there is a 
shining object in the sand. | can't identify what it is from my distance, 
but it does seem to be a large object, much larger than anything else 
in this desert. When | see it, | hasten my walk and turn it into a sprint. 
| rush over to the object and within a matter of moments, I'm 
standing before the object that | had spotted from quite a distance. 


Indeed, | find myself standing before what Sabre accurately 
described to be a fire and ice dragon lying in the sand, its limbs 
sprawled about and its eyes shut tight. It is a very strange sort of 
dragon, almost as if it were a mesh of various dragons put together 
in an uncoordinated fashion. Some of its body does hold what 
appears to be made out an ice-like substance, such as one claw on 
each foot and one half of its body holding the substance as well. But 
other parts of its body have a strange, white sort of plume, 
particularly on the other side of its body and within its strange tail. 
Whatever the feathers and ice do not touch are instead grey and dull 
with an odd metallic sheen to it. 


As | assess it more, looking upon its size that easily dwarfs my own, 
| suddenly have an epiphany strike me. It strikes me with such force 
that | find myself without breath for a moment and my mind 
temporarily becomes blank. | did not understand why | did not think 
of this before. | had grown suspicious when Sabre explained to me 
that this creature had fallen out of the sky with no knowledge of its 
Origins, but | had never considered if that were so because it hadn't 
existed until very recently. 


| realize what stands before me is the very same creature that | saw 
fall out of Rem's shadow in that strange Unown dimension, that link 
between many dimensions of all kinds. | had only seen the creature 
fall from the shadow's body for just a moment before it was 
swallowed into the darkness of the dimension, presumably lost 
forever, but this very creature is unmistakably the same creature | 
saw on that day. 


I'm not quite sure what to think as | gaze upon this dragon. Here | 
am, having finally found the dragon after searching for so long, and | 
find myself indecisive about my next decision. | know that | should 
awake this dragon from its deep slumber and ask it to assist me in 
my quest to destroy Rem's shadow. However, now that | know that 
this dragon had been within Rem's shadow for who knew how long, | 
am not so sure. What if this creature is a fragment of that shadowy 
dragon that will devour me the moment it sets its eyes on me? Is it 
nothing more than a Blight Demon with a more normalized 
appearance so that it might catch me off-guard? 


| find myself unable to decide when these risks present themselves 
to me. Should | risk my own safety so that | might hopefully gain 
more power to accomplish what | have set out to do since | awoke 
on Shiron? Or do | abandon this being from within Rem's shadow 
and hope to find help elsewhere? 


The answer becomes obvious when | ask myself this. There is no 
other help to be found. Zekrom is gone and the half human certain 
wants nothing to do with me anymore, presuming he is still alive. | 
shudder at the thought of that and feel a prick within my heart, but | 
ignore it to the best of my ability. | mustn't dwell on him anymore. He 
is gone and | will not be seeing again. | do not even know where he 
is, therefore it is pointless to think about him when our paths will no 
longer cross. 


| must wake this dragon instead. | need it to help me so that | can kill 
Rem's shadow. | will of course die in the process, for that creature is 
a part of myself... but there is no longer any time to dwell in what | 


cannot change. This madness and terror that washes over Shiron 
and spreads further and further each day must stop. 


With a deep breath, | grow closer to the dragon, and then stop 
before one of its massive eyes. Then, | push my paw into its head, 
right above its eye. | consider setting the creature on fire, as | know 
that this creature has ice attributes to itself, but then | realize the 
creature would believe | am attacking it if | were to do so. | certainly 
do not need this hulking dragon to believe | am its enemy. 


Upon pressing my paw into its head, its grey eyelid disappears and | 
see a yellow eye fixate itself on me. | immediately back away from 
the dragon as it blinks a few times, its eye adjusting on me, its white 
pupil dilating and constricting. Then it lets out a snort as it shakes 
itself, as if to rid itself of any dust settling upon its body. | anticipate it 
to stand and tower over me, as any dragon of mighty stature would 
do to those before it, but this dragon does not. It instead moves its 
head towards me so that it can glare upon me with its both of its 
eyes while remaining sprawled out along the ground. | see it open its 
mouth, revealing to me a fair amount of sharp incisors that could 
easily tear me in two with one bite. 


" Reshiram... we meet," the dragon says to me in a chilling voice, 
one quite befitting for its appearance. 


"Yes... might | ask how you know that?" | ask it warily, not feeling 
comfortable in knowing it could determine that with ease. 


"| too am a fragment of Rem," the dragon answers me. "Iam 
what remained when you and Zekrom split away and 
disappeared into your respective dimensions. | am the Rem 
without. |am Kyurem." 


Kyurem. It must be the husk of Rem, at least, | can only presume so. 
It certainly bears some resemblance to Rem's original form with the 
eyes and tail that no other creature quite has except myself and 
Zekrom. It even appears bipedal just as Rem was and bears the 
same sorts of claws, if covered in ice in various places. 


| wonder why Rem had a husk when it split. When the human split, it 
only created a Sableye and a Cubone. There was no third being, no 
husk that was once the body of that human. Though, perhaps that 
was because the split was because of unnatural, Rem's shadow- 
related reasons. Rem willing split itself, and such kind of split is not 
the same as a human being forcibly ripped apart thanks to the blight. 


Regardless, | choose not to dwell much in the details. | have more 
important things to attend to. 


"SO you are somewhat like myself," | say to it. "Kyurem, why were 
you within Rem's shadow? Why were you absorbed inside of it for so 
long and not slumbering amongst the dimension as Zekrom and | 
were?" 


"| was found by the shadow before | could exist for very long," 
Kyurem informs me, sighing deeply. "When Rem tore itself into 
you and Zekrom and you two fled to your respective 
dimensions, I fell into Shiron. | could not control where | fell, for 
! was weak. All of Rem's energy went to the both of you. |! was a 
hollow and empty husk, nearly lifeless. Then, before anything 
could be done, the shadow discovered me and swallowed me 
up into itself. It absorbed me and used my power to become 
more whole and to be stronger, just as it has done the same 
with Zekrom." 


"So you were hidden from existence until Rem's shadow accidentally 
tore you out of its body," | verify. 


" Yes. | have been there for a very long time," Kyurem agrees 
ruefully. "I have forgotten how the land feels beneath my feet as 
well as the wind beneath my wings because it has been so 
long." 


| gaze upon Kyurem and at once | feel pity for it having to sucha 
terrible fate. To be locked within Rem's shadow for hundreds of 
years, being able to do nothing, sounded most horrendous and 
torturous. Though | had once suffered a similar fate by remaining in 


a comatose state all those centuries upon Shiron, | imagine it is 
much worse to be within Rem's shadow. | still remember the cold 
and nightmarish voices that whispered things into my mind as that 
vile creature was attempting to consume me. | can still hear the 
voices in my mind sometimes when the world is quiet around me, 
and hear them say | am not adequate enough for my task, or that | 
am too much of a weakling to change the world. They whisper their 
ruthless words to me and it takes much of my willpower not to 
scream back at them and engage in an argument. | nearly shudder 
at the thought that perhaps these thoughts would have tormented 
me forever if | had been fully absorbed into Rem's shadow, had Nyx 
not interfered. 


| look upon Kyurem once more and now see that it is rising to its 
feet. It does so with some difficulty, for it does stumble and grimace 
as it shifts all of its weight onto its hind legs, but it is able to stand 
after a short while. Soon | find myself in its enormous shadow and | 
see its frail wings spreading out, as if it intends to take flight at any 
moment now. 


"Kyurem, wait," | tell it. 


It looks down at me, but it says nothing. | take in a deep breath as | 
think over my next words very carefully. 


"Kyurem, | need your help to defeat Rem's shadow," | say, humbling 
my voice so that | do not sound so demanding before a godly 
creature. Even if | too am one of the gods, that gives me no reason 
to act as though Kyurem and | are on the same level. | am not any 
better than any of the lowly mortal Pokémon thanks to being in the 
body of a Quilava. "| found Zekrom in Kuron... but the shadow has 
devoured her and intends on doing the same with me. | used to have 
companions as well that were aiding me in my quest to find my body 
and restore me to my true form, but they too are gone. | am all alone 
and unable to awaken in my true form, and even if | could find my 
body through some miraculous means... | do not think | can stop 
Rem's shadow alone. | need your help. | need you, fragment of Rem, 
to help me so that we might stop the chaos that has ensued ever 


since that shadow awoke from its slumber. Surely you must have 
seen the damage that has been caused if you were trapped within 
the shadow. Surely you must have seen all of this destruction and 
the lives it has ruined and tainted. You must understand everything 
that has happened. So please, help me. Help me find my body and 
help put a stop to this madness. This dimension and Kuron are 
running out of time." 


Kyurem continues to look down upon me. It still does not say 
anything. | worry that it will take off and leave me in the desert by 
myself, but | do notice that its wings no longer seem ready to take 
flight. Kyurem seems more stationary than it did before. Thus, | try to 
take comfort in that and wait for Kyurem to give me an answer of 
sorts. | do not actually know if it will help me, but from how Zekrom 
was so eager to destroy the Blight Demons and that Kyurem is also 
a fragment of Rem, then surely it too will be willing to help me. Being 
trapped within Rem's shadow surely must not have been a pleasant 
experience either. 


| wait patiently for its answer, trying to remain still and not allow any 
fire to make their way onto my quills. 


At last, after what feels to me is an eternity, Kyurem speaks. 
"Twill help you." 
| breathe out a sigh of relief. 


" However, there is only one way | can help you," Kyurem then 
says to me, interrupting my temporary peace of mind. "It is 
unfortunate, but it is the only way after what has occurred 
between you and myself many, many years ago." 


"What do you mean?" | ask. 


"Long ago, when Rem split into you and Zekrom, something 
unfortunate occurred," Kyurem explains to me in a somber tone. 
"Rather than splitting its power evenly between you two, a vast 


majority of your power went into me. | absorbed it by accident 
as you two formed, and thus because of that, once you fell into 
a slumber, you could no longer awaken. Your body is weak and 
cannot awaken because it has no power. | have your power. It is 
flowing through me as we speak." 


| am not quite sure how | want to take this information. | had always 
wondered, for the longest time, why | could never awaken in my true 
form when Zekrom certainly could. | Knew there was a reason, but | 
could never find it despite pondering over it for fifty years. Kyurem's 
explanation for why that was certainly made sense, but | did not what 
to think. | had a difficult time accepting that my inability to awaken in 
my true form was because this Rem fragment accidentally absorbed 
my power into it before it disappeared. 


" However, the only way you can obtain the power you seek due 
to these unfortunate reasons is to merge with me," Kyurem then 
tells me, interrupting my flow of thoughts. 


"Merge... with you?" | say slowly, not quite following Kyurem's logic. 


" Yes. Merge with me," Kyurem answers. "/ can remove your 
spirit from that Quilava body you possess and have you enter 
into this body | currently inhabit. Then, once your spirit has 
merged with me, we can find the body that cannot awaken. 
When we find it, then | will release your power back into it and 
you can reawaken as your true form. However, | can only do so 
if you merge with me. Your spirit needs to gather up the traces 
of your power that | accidentally absorbed. | know that you 
might not find that to be pleasant, but it is all that can be done if 
you truly want my help and wish to truly be Reshiram once 
more." 


| once again find myself at a loss. Admittedly, there once was a time 
that | did not want to merge with any fragment of Rem. | did not want 
to merge with Zekrom and become Rem once more because | had 
grown quite used to being an individual being. However, as time 
went on, | realized it was pointless to think that, for it did not matter 


what | thought when becoming Rem was perhaps the only chance | 
had to destroy its shadow. | couldn't afford to be selfish when so 
much was at stake. Now, | am mostly content with merging back with 
Zekrom to be the whole dragon we once were. | am willing to do so if 
| must. 


However, upon hearing Kyurem suggest the idea for being one being 
for a temporary time, | find myself questioning my stance on the 
subject. | most certain would like to reawaken in my true form once 
again, almost more than anything else, but there's something in the 
thought of having to merge with this Rem fragment without that puts 
me on edge. | cannot determine the reason why. It speaks with a 
power only Rem held within it and it most certainly has not shown 
any sort of malice toward me. It has been quite benevolent and 
helpful, making this a less terrifying encounter than the one | had 
with Zekrom. Kyurem didn't attempt to kill everyone. | should merge 
with this Kyurem and allow myself to be Reshiram as | have always 
wanted. That is what | have always wanted, hasn't it? Why should | 
bother to hesitate? 


" We will find your body soon, I assure you," Kyurem says to me 
softly, as though it can read my thoughts. "It will take two days at 
most. Do not worry about will happen when you are with me. 
You will be yourself again before long. You will hardly notice 
that you were merged with me." 


| look up at the behemoth's eyes and | see it gazing down upon me 
with a powerful, but cautious tenacity. | feel as though a great weight 
is suddenly pressing down upon my back when | see those yellow 
eyes of it. | feel almost paralyzed. 


But | Know what | must do despite this unease burning in the fire of 
my soul. | must merge with this dragon for a temporary time. | must 
find my body again and stop Rem's shadow. There is no longer any 
time to wait. | must do the only thing | can. Any other help | could 
have had is gone. The half-human will never return, Nyx is trapped 
within Rem's shadow, Zekra is too broken to help, Zeverous is 
deceased, the shadowy human half has abandoned everyone, the 


Fellowship is corrupt, and any other help | had has long since 
disappeared. 


| am alone and | cannot pass up this opportunity. 


| am about to step closer to Kyurem and announce that | wish to 
merge with it, but something else happens. There is a sudden 
sound, like a scampering across the desert sand behind me. | do not 
get a chance to turn around and see what might be causing this 
commotion, for the entity presents itself to me. It puts itself in the 
space between Kyurem and I, staring at me with its piercing eyes. 
There is no emotion upon its face, nor any indication of what it might 
be. It only appears to be a living shadow of sorts. 


That is when | realize what this creature before me is. | feel my 
muscles tense as | back away from the horrifying creature, feeling 
the fire in my soul slowly reduce to cinder. 


"You-You're the Shadow Hunter," | stammer out. "You're it... you look 
exactly like the drawing on that newspaper | saw..." 


"Yes | am," the monstrous demon says to me in a warbled voice that 
is almost difficult to understand. "I've been looking for you, Novus." 


"How did you find me?" | ask it. "And how do you know my name?" 


"| eavesdropped on your friends. They said you were here," the 
hunter tells me. "But you have no reason to fear me. | am here to 
talk to and cooperate with you." 


"| think not," | tell the demon, making a small fire form upon the 
crown of my head. "I have heard what you do. | know that you 
slaughter all those you come across. | think there is no need for us to 
cooperate." 


"lam not your enemy, Novus," it tells me instead. "I will not harm 
you." 


Though | still doubt the validity of the demon's claim that itis a 
benevolent being, | am still startled that it Knows my name. | know 
that it could Know because | am in the newspapers that have been 
circulated all throughout Shiron so that hunters might find me and 
end my life... but there is something unsettling about this demon 
calling me by my name. It speaks my name in such a way that 
there's a hint of recognition in it, as if the two of us have met before. 


The demon suddenly leaps away as Kyurem smashes an icy claw 
down upon the sand where it was standing. | back away further as 
the demon settles itself on the ground not too far from myself. 
Kyurem shoots it a malicious, fearsome glare as red, glowing lines 
begin to escape out of its back and latch onto its tail. It is not long 
before various parts of the white plume begin to emit a reddish glow, 
making the dragon appear similar to a burning fireball. 


" You cannot trick us with your lies, Blight Demon," Kyurem 
growls at it. "Begone, or else | shall incinerate you until not even 
a single wisp of your former self remains." 


"| am not a Plagued One," the Shadow Hunter says. "! suggest you 
not attack me or else | cannot give you something either of you 
desire." 


Before | can comprehend the meaning behind the demon's cryptic 
words, something begins to emerge from its shadowy form. | watch 
with morbid fascination as a white object is tossed out of its body 
and rolls toward me, coming to a stop at my feet. It's a white sphere 
of sorts, appearing to be made out of marble or a similar stone. 
There are a number of grooves in it, but otherwise, it's a rather 
unremarkable item. 


Still, | am curious as to why the demon as given this to me, so | 
reach out to grab it. The moment | set my paws against its cold 
surface, | suddenly feel a tremor shake through my body, as if | had 
just received an electric shock from Zekrom herself. However, it is 
not painful. Instead, the cold surface of the stone suddenly becomes 


warm, as though it were on fire. | even see it give off a red-orange 
glow so similar to that of the sunset. 


That is when | realize what this stone is. | nearly lose my breath 
when | hold the stone within my paws, the truth dawning upon me. 


This is my body. 
This is my true form, sealed away into a spherical object. 


"You wanted the fire sphere," the Shadow Hunter tells me, snapping 
me out of my haze. "I found it not too long ago. Take it, it is rightfully 
yours. Become Reshiram once again." 


| still myself speechless as hundreds of questions run through my 
mind. This is without a doubt my body, but how did this Shadow 
Hunter find it when | have spent fifty years doing the same? Then not 
only that, | do not understand why it would willingly give me my body 
if it knew exactly what it was. If it truly was as malicious and 
bloodthirsty as the world claimed it to be, then it had no reason to 
give me my body. It should have kept my body and killed me in my 
much weaker state. The not only that, but it should have never 
known that | was searching for the sphere or who | truly am 
underneath this Quilava facade. 


None of this makes any sense. This Shadow Hunter that stands 
before me... there is clearly more to it than | initially thought. 


Before | can voice my thoughts and ask the hunter why it has 
returned my body to me, Kyurem steps forward and looks down 
upon me. 


" [t seems you have your body once more, Reshiram," Kyurem 
says to me. "Since this is so, it is best that we merge now if you 
wish to be yourself again. It will only take one second now that 
your body ts right before us." 


| look over at the Shadow Hunter to find that it has not moved from 
its spot. It is still staring at me with an intent gleam in its eyes, as if 
waiting for something to happen. | anticipate that it will strike and 
lash out at me, but it does not move. It remains as still as a statue, 
waiting. Waiting for what, | do not know. Perhaps it has tampered 
with my body so that when | merge with it something will occur. 


"Very well," | tell Kyurem, looking back at it. "However... if something 
does happen to my body when | return to it, perhaps a corruption of 
sorts... withdraw me from it and put me back inside of this current 
body. You can do this, can you not?" 


" Of course, Reshiram," Kyurem says with a solemn nod. "I can do 
that with very little difficulty. You do not have to worry about 
anything." 


| take in a deep breath and slowly exhale, releasing all of my worries 
with it. | mustn't allow myself to be wrought with unease. | am finally 
going to be Reshiram once more. There will be nothing to worry 
about. | will have Kyurem by my side and together, we can stop 
Rem's shadow. | will be able to end all of this suffering. 


"Alright. Let me merge with you," | tell Kyurem as | drop the sphere 
to the ground. 


Kyurem smiles at me as it reaches down to grab me. | watch his 
eyes as its claws slowly close in on me. | cannot help but notice that 
there is something wrong with its eyes. They are glimmering with a 
strange light that | cannot help but find odd. Then also, there is 
something decidedly unsettling about its smile. Something... 


| feel my spirit leave my body as Kyurem sets his claws on my head. 


Everything goes black soon after. 


When | come to it again, | am on the ground, my face buried in the 
sand. | cough as | pull myself out of it, and am quickly surprised by 
what | see. Instead of finding myself looking at the shadow of a large 
dragon, for the sun is directly behind me, | am seeing the shadow of 
a Quilava. All | have to do is look down at my paws to find that | am 
still a Quilava. 


|! am still Novus. | am not Reshiram. 


| look toward Kyurem to demand why nothing has changed, but upon 
seeing it, my voice falters. Kyurem is still among me, but it is upon 
the ground and unconscious. It no longer harbors any sort of white 
plume about its body. Instead, it has taken on an even more frail 
state, its arms having shrunk greatly and has become quite smaller. 
It almost looks nothing like the dragon that | had spoken to moments 
ago. 


But perhaps most striking of all is the alarming amount of black haze 
oozing out of its body, as though the sun were searing it alive. | only 
have to stare at that haze for a second before | understand why it 
seems so familiar. | realize | had seen that very haze hundreds of 
times in my lifetime. 


That haze is Blight Demon energy. 


Before | can think much more about this, | hear a shuffle of 
movement near me. | turn my head as quickly as | can to find myself 
staring at yet another astonishing sight. There are two creatures on 
the ground close to where | am, both of them quite exhausted and 
covered in a number of injuries. Though it is difficult to determine 
how much damage they have sustained, | can see that they have 
many cuts and possibly broken bones. They are both panting and 
fighting to keep their eyes open. 


Though cautious, | make my way toward them and am better able to 
understand what they are. One is a Serperior-like creature that has 
many black streaks along his body, each streak oozing with black 
energy. | see a number of lacerations upon his body, revealing to me 
parts of the plant that grows within himself. All of his body is giving 
off the very wisps that Kyurem is also emitting. Next to him is a 
Mienshao-like creature, but she too has lost resemblance of 
normalcy. She is very similar to the other creature in that she has 
black streaks within the dark purple areas of her body. Her fur has 
become unhinged, as though she hasn't had a bath in weeks and 
stands upon edge just about everywhere. The whip-like parts of her 
arms have a noticeable edge to them, almost as if she had needles 
making up her fur. | get a strange suspicion that if she were to hit 
someone with the loose fur on her arms, she could potentially sever 
off a body part. Her paws, which are normally rounded and free of 
claws, have become rather grotesque. The paws have transformed 
into fingers, giving her three that are quite lengthy and almost claw- 
like, making for a rather unsettling appearance. Her teeth as well, 
from what | can see, have become rather jagged. 


| notice that both of their eyes radiate with a sinister red light. 


| cannot stare at these two for much longer, for they quickly notice 
that | have noticed them. They both look at me, and | watch as their 
eyes widen. They both glance at each other, and as if on cue, crawl 
toward one another. | watch as the Serperior coils around the 
Mienshao's entire body, and as he does so, the black haze escaping 
his body begins to thicken. Then, within a matter of seconds, the 
haze covers them completely, and they are a familiar creature. 


They are the Shadow Hunter. 


"Sorry, | cannot allow you to see my true forms just yet,” it says to 
me as it rises so that it towers over me once again. "You will again, 
but not now. | will explain everything soon." 


"You are two Pokémon," | state anyway. "What... what exactly are 
you? Why do you pretend to be one creature?" 


"Everything will be explained soon," it tells me again. 


"You were a Mienshao and a Serperior..." | say slowly, ignoring the 
hunter because | want my explanation now. "You no longer appear 
normal, but rather as demons. You're almost like... Wait." 


| realize something when | think about the bodies | had just seen 
moments ago. Though those bodies are rather demonic, there is 
something uncannily familiar about them. And the more | think about 
it, the more | realize that perhaps | have seen this Shadow Hunter 
somewhere long ago in a time that seems to be centuries ago... 


"|-Impetus? Syn?" I'm barely able to whisper aloud. "Is that you?" 


The Shadow Hunter continues to stare at me blankly, but | see 
something shudder beneath its shadowy surface. | think | even see 
the two Pokémon give me gloomy stares from beneath their 
disguise. However, the weakness quickly passes and they walk 
toward the fallen form of Kyurem. 


"We will explain everything soon. We promise," it says to me. "For 
now, we will explain something else. This Kyurem never wanted to 
help you. It wanted to absorb you and then take you back to the 
Primogenitor, where it fully intended on rejoining it so that nothing 
could stop it. We were only barely able to stop it before it did so." 


"Wait, what do you mean?" | ask, baffled by this sudden change of 
topic and revelation. 


"Look at the plague essence escaping its body," the hunter says. 
"This is a piece of Rem possessed by the Primogenitor. It was never 
alive. When it fell out of the Primogenitor in that dimension, it was a 
corpse. There was only a sliver of a spirit within it. It was only alive 
because the Primogenitor put itself into it and animated it, similar to 
what you do with that Quilava corpse you possess. It never wanted 
to help you. It has been lying to you this entire time." 


The Shadow Hunter leaps onto the body of the fallen dragon and 
grabs onto a piece of its frail, icy wing-like appendage with a 
shadowy claw from its amorphous body. Then, with a mighty pull, it 
rips off the piece and withdraws it within its body. Kyurem does not 
move. It remains lifeless, just like a corpse would. 


"We had suspicions it had malicious intents," the hunter goes on. 
"However, we had no proof. So we waited to see what it would do 
after it merged with you. When it became clear that it was trying to 
escape, we attacked it and split your souls apart. Then we forced 
your spirit to go back into that Quilava body just as we killed Kyurem 
and took back the energy it stole from you many years ago. It was a 
gruesome process and it brought us pain, but we succeeded. Now 
you can be Reshiram. Finally." 


The Shadow Hunter throws the white sphere out of its body once 
again, as | presume it picked it up while it was fighting Kyurem, and 
lets it settle at my feet once again. This time, the stone has veins of 
molten rock going through it, and | can feel power pulsing through it. 
| do not have to touch it to know this. | can feel it in the very air, as it 
is changing the aura around me, calling to me. 


"Wait, why can | not remember you attacking Kyurem when we 
merged?" | then wonder. "If we were merged, shouldn't | have seen 
you two killing it and separating our souls?" 


"You were not merged. You were absorbed," the hunter clarifies. 
"There is a difference. You stopped existing. Trust us when we say 
there is a difference. If you truly merged, you would be conscious the 
entire time and had seen everything." 


The Shadow Hunter leaps off Kyurem and then looks at me. | think | 
see some hesitation in its eyes and an uncomfortable twitch in its 
dark form, but it is difficult to know if that is the result of my 
imagination or not. 


"We will meet again very soon," it says to me. "And when we do, we 
will explain everything. We will explain everything to all of you." 


"What do you mean, ‘all of you'?" | ask the hunter. 


It doesn't answer me. Instead, it hurries along, disappearing into the 
desert. | consider chasing after it to demand more answers, but | 
realize it is pointless. | will not catch that creature with how quickly it 
is moving, and if it is true to its word, it will give me the answers | 
seek in due time. | do not know when this supposed promised day is, 
but | will have to be patient. 


There are more important matters to take care of in the first place. 


| look down at the stone at my feet, and | know what | must do next. 
With a deep breath, | place my paw upon the stone. | feel the intense 
heat rise from its surface, as if it wants to sear my flesh off, but | do 
not fret. | only keep my paw pressed against the stone and send my 
Spirit into the stone. 


That is when | find myself in nothingness. | feel the raging fire around 
me, lighting my world with its mighty and eternal flames. It burns all 
around me, licking at my formless body, but not burning me as it 
does so. It feels pleasantly warm and welcoming, and soon, it begins 
to envelop around me. The fire clings to me, becoming my body. It 
becomes my everything. It becomes my limbs, giving me the ability 
to move. It becomes my mind, filling me with thoughts of light and 
divinity. It becomes my power, invigorating me with such strength 
that not even a mighty monsoon could extinguish the bonfire that | 
am. 


But most of all, it gives me something that | have not had for so long. 
Something that | have missed ever since | was forced to become a 
Quilava. 


The fire grants me wings. 


That is when the fire changes. It becomes white and graceful, 
melting into feathers. | watch them cover me and keep me safe as 
they form around me, becoming a more physical form of my spirit. 
And yet, even as these delicate feathers grow around me and fasten 


themselves to by soul, they do not dampen the fire that is me. They 
only conceal it to keep my power safe from those who are not born 
with fire in their souls. 


Before long, the feathers stop forming. | find myself curled into a tight 
ball, the darkness surrounding me once more. And yet, the fire still 
burns deep within me. Stronger than ever before does the fire burn 
within me, tickling my throat and my tail. 


| open my eyes and allow my wings to unfurl after hundreds of years 
of slumber, and | land upon the sand that makes up this desolate 
desert. | feel the grains shoot up and bounce off my body from the 
impact of my heavier form, but | am unaffected by their 
insignificance. As a Quilava they might have been bothersome to my 
feet, but no longer. No longer am | Novus, trapped within a Quilava 
who had died years ago. 


| am Reshiram. 
! am the flame that burns in the soul of every fire Pokémon! 
| AM THE EMBER! 


To announce my return to the world, | let the fire burning in my body 
finally free itself. | release the loudest roar | can, a roar of power that 
| have lacked for far too long. | listen to my cry of power | have been 
deprived of for so long as everything around me becomes doused in 
flames. | feel the fire burning within me escape my tail and incinerate 
the land around me, burning with far more power than my mortal 
body ever could, it wanting to roar with me. Everything becomes red 
and orange as the fire and | continue to roar out to the world that |, 
Reshiram, slumber no longer. 


When | am satisfied, | silence my roar and my fire ceases as well. | 
find myself surrounded by shards of glass all throughout the sand 
beneath my feet, even more glass spreading out into the horizon for 
quite a distance. | cannot help but smile at the sight. How much | 
have missed holding this great power within me. My Quilava form 


was nothing more than an insect compared to my true self. It was so 
weak that it was incinerated in the flames of my return along with the 
bag that | had brought with me. 


| lower my wings as | look up into the sky and see that the sun is still 
reasonably high in the sky. The hour of night will not come for quite 
some time. When | see this, | Know that | need to settle upon a 
course of action. Now that | have finally regained my body and am at 
full power once more, | need to decide what to do with it. 


The obvious answer is to of course to destroy Rem's shadow. | know 
where it is hiding, and | imagine there are ways to enter the spirit 
realm thanks to being a godly being. There is no difficulty in reaching 
it. 


However, before | can spread my wings and set after that demon 
that has corrupted so much of the dimension that | have sworn to 
protect, | begin to remember that | cannot kill the shadow alone. | 
would be insane to think that | could. Despite all of this power | now 
hold within me once again, it is not enough. | saw what happened 
with Zekrom. | would only meet the same fate. 


| need help. 


At first, | cannot think of anywhere | could possibly gain help. The 
Blight Demons have overtaken much of Shiron already, and the 
Fellowship is corrupt and nothing but an appendage of Rem's 
shadow. Even Kyurem, the only help | thought | had left, has turned 
out to be just as dangerous as the Fellowship. There is no help to be 
found in this dimension anymore. However, the more | ponder, | 
realize that there actually is someone who can help me. 


The half-human. 


Immediately upon thinking about him, | feel weakened, as though 
Kyogre himself has doused me with a mighty jet of water. | 
remember the half-human's last words to me and the sheer amount 
of hatred and spite upon his face. | realize that at this moment he 


might be at Aurora Town because it is the time of rendezvous, along 
with perhaps others of our group... but | am not sure if | should see 
him. Perhaps he might be able to help me in some ways despite 
being a mortal, but that does mean he is there. He could be dead for 
all | Know. He didn't seem to have any intentions of abandoning his 
vague suicidal mission. 


But despite having these thoughts, | know that | should still return to 
Aurora Town and see perhaps if he is alive. Perhaps he might not 
want to see me anymore, but | still want to make sure he is alive. He 
was one of my closest friends, and | suppose he still is. It will at least 
put my mind at ease. | cannot afford to have a conflicted mind when | 
confront Rem's shadow. 


Thus, after reaching that decision, | spread my wings and take off 
into the air. It is remarkably easy to do despite not having done so for 
centuries. Then, with the aid of my fire, | shoot through the air with 
the speed of a flaming comet, my fire trailing behind me as it pushes 
me along. 


What | believe to be minutes later, | find myself hovering high above 
what | know to be Aurora Town. The fire that had been fueling my 
flight has now simmered down, making it so that | no longer glow 
with such a blazing aura. | slowly allow myself to lower into the town, 
using my wings to slow my descent even though | do not need them 
to do so. My body can do it on its own thanks to the godly energy | 
have flowing through my veins. However, despite my best efforts, | 
still land upon an empty square in the town with a loud rumbling. | 
send minor trembles throughout the town, and the cobblestone 
beneath my feet cracks from the pressure. 


| almost feel remorse for being careless with my landing, but upon 
seeing the deserted and decaying buildings around me, | begin to 
realize that there are no consequences for my actions. | could have 
accidentally incinerated a vast majority of the buildings and there 
would still be no consequences. There are no inhabitants' lives that | 
can possibly disturb. There is no one in this area. 


| am about to take off once more and investigate another area of the 
town in search of the half-human or any sort of indication of life, but | 
do not have to. | see a Zoroark sprinting toward me on all fours, 
moving with alarming speed. From behind her | can see a number of 
other Pokémon. Within a matter of moments, | find a large number of 
Pokémon gathering around me. They are at a considerable distance 
away from me and they are all staring at me with a mixture of 
amazement and terror, whispering things amongst each other. | peer 
down upon them, towering over them in my mighty form, finding it 
refreshing that | no longer have to look up to speak with most 
Pokémon. Now they look up at me, as they would do with any godly 
being, and | cannot help but allow myself to smile as my heart burns 
with pride. 


Amongst these Pokémon | see the Zoroark | had spotted earlier at 
the front. | notice that she does not appear to be a normal Zoroark, 
instead appearing quite demented, similar to the Mienshao and 
Serperior | had seen earlier. | begin to suspect that this Zoroark is 
Zekra as soon as | notice that. However, | am not allowed to ponder 
her strange appearance for much longer, for | see something 
wriggling out of her mane. Before long, a head pops out of her hair, 
gasping and clawing his way out. 


| quickly recognize that someone to be the half-human. He is alive 
after all, and he no longer holds the appearance of a demon. 


He stumbles out of the Zoroark's mane, muttering something about 
how disturbing the inside of Zekra's mane was and the Zoroark 
making an equally disturbing remark in return. He is about to argue 
with Zekra further, but then he sees me, and he seems to freeze on 
the spot. | try to remain mighty before him, not wanting him to know 
that the fire within me is wavering at the sight of seeing him. | have 
no reason to fear him anymore. | am ten times larger than him and 
can easily crush him with my foot if he dares to attack me. 


"Novus...?" he asks me, his voice quiet, but | am still able to hear 
him thanks to my improved hearing. "Is... is that you?" 


" Yes." | answer him, finding | do not know what else to say to him. 


Everyone around him begins to question what is happening, to which 
the half-human tells everyone that he will explain everything later 
and that they should all leave. They don't want to, insisting that they 
should stay, as a large and fearsome dragon such as myself should 
not be ignored, but the half-human commands them to leave witha 
power that | did not think he had in him. He speaks with unrelenting 
authority, as though he is a general of an army made up of a 
thousand warriors. When they hear his command, they do as he 
asks and they all depart. The only one that does not leave is Zekra, 
as all she does is hide behind a building nearby the half-human. She 
seems very reluctant to leave for a reason | cannot pinpoint. 
However, the half-human doesn't notice that she is still in the area 
and only makes his way toward me. 


"SO um... you found your body again," he says to me with 
reluctance. 


" Yes. | am Reshiram again," | reply, tucking my wings into my body 
so | do not quite take up as much room. "And you are here just as 
we agreed on that day four months ago." 


"Yeah... | am," he says to me quietly. "Zekra too. And other 
Pokémon." 


| am about to question exactly who these other Pokémon are, but 
then the half-human sighs and stops before me. Then, before | can 
ponder what he is thinking, he wraps his arms around one of my 
legs. He is unable to completely encircle my leg with his embrace, 
for he is small, but | can still feel him. | cannot help but become 
startled. 


"I'm sorry... I'm so sorry," he says to me in a hoarse voice. "I left 
you... | betrayed you... all because | was being so stupid. All 
because | was so obsessed with murdering Yimtri. And you suffered 
all because | ditched you without a second thought... | hurt you..." 


| look down at him to find that there are tears in his eyes. He's trying 
not to let them fall out of his eyes, but | Know that it takes a 
tremendous effort to do so. 


| find myself relieved at the sight of this. | had been deeply worried 
that perhaps he still wanted nothing to do with me or even worse, 
that he was among the deceased, but it seems that he is well. | do 
not understand how he is so and why he no longer appears to be a 
demon, and why Zekra with him when she supposedly wanted 
nothing to do with us either, but | Know | can ask him later. | am 
willing to be patient. There are more important matters before me. 


But regardless, | am not happy to see the half-human miserable. | 
know he is grieving and remorseful for his actions against me, and in 
some ways | am thankful that he feels so such sorrow for betraying 
me, but it is still never a pleasant sight to see him miserable. | sigh 
as | lower my head so that | can see the half-human at a more equal 
stance. | still tower over him, as | should, but our heads are at least 
at a similar eye-level. 


"It is alright, Terron," | say gently. "1 do not hate you for what 
you have done." 


"| know... but | still abandoned you when you needed my help," he 
says to me. "You didn't deserve that. | abandoned you when you 
needed me most. You... you could have been dead thanks to me!" 


" Yes, | could have," | admit, remembering how Kyurem had nearly 
devoured my soul. "However, | did not. | do not hold any sort of 
hatred towards you. | do not completely understand the 
circumstances as to why you became suicidal and what made 
you as remorseful as you are now, but | feel no hostility. 
Besides, you have returned here after all because you wanted 
to help me stop Rem's shadow, did you not?" 


"Yeah... | did," he replies. 


" Then that means that you still care about me," | say. "You 
returned because you want to help me with my goal. You knew 
that | might return here. That is all | need to know to forgive 
you." 


The half-human doesn't say anything to me. However, | can tell that 
he understands that | am forgiving him. | feel myself smiling as | 
realize there is a way for him to no longer feel remorseful for his 
actions towards me. | Know how to make his grieving process 
shorter. 


" If you truly want to feel that | do not hate you, then help me 
defeat Rem's shadow," | say to him warmly. "! feel that there are 
some things | cannot do on my own against that monster 
despite what I have chosen to believe in the past. Perhaps you 
have knowledge | do not have, or you can aid me with the blight 
power that you now wield within yourself. How does that 
sound?" 


The half-human looks up at me, and | can see his eyes wet with 
tears, but also hope. | cannot help but laugh a small amount. | keep 
my warm gaze on him and watch as slowly but surely, he too wears 
the same expression as | do. 


"Yeah... I'll help you," he says to me with a determined glare. "I'll 
fight with you to the bitter end. Heh, as if you had to ask me to do 
that for you." 


He releases my leg from his embrace as he takes a few steps back, 
allowing him to see myself with better clarity and without needing to 
crane his neck up so much. The despair in his eyes is no longer 
present, no longer drowning him. He is filled with light, there being a 
metaphorical fire burning in his soul now. It burns almost as bright as 
the fire | see within fire Pokémon. 


| then spent the rest of the day with the half-human, asking him 
questions regarding his circumstances now that there is no longer 
any tension between the two of us. Zekra is very quick to join us not 


long after we initiate a conversation, but neither the human nor | 
mind her presence. It is quite joyful to see her again and hearing her 
perspective on what has happened while the half-human and | were 
away from her is intriguing to say the most. | find many parts of her 
story to be unsettling and difficult to comprehend, such as the fact 
that supposedly merged with her blight and became all-powerful in 
the process, but | am able to make an effort to understand her 
words. She even chooses to demonstrate her power to me by cutting 
a building in two with one swipe of her claws, as well as introduce 
me to her blight through an illusion. Admittedly, seeing all of that did 
make me completely understand everything about her, but it only 
made me even more unsettled and utterly disturbed. 


| suppose that is a consequence of being friends with Zekra, 
however. | cannot think of many times she did not make me feel 
disturbed. It is only natural that she is so accepting of having a 
sentient blight living inside of her, merged with her, and speaking to 
her rather often from how | see it. I'm not sure | could do the same if 
| were in her position. Perhaps then Zekra's strange personality 
works to her benefit. 


It goes long into the night before the two finish explaining their 
circumstances. The half-human admits that he wanted to have the 
shadow Sableye speak with me as well, as apparently he is now 
amongst our group once more thanks to the half-human's efforts, but 
there were complications. Thus, the shadow Sableye remains within 
the town, but he keeps to himself and his Fellowship, who is also 
with us in the town. He doesn't speak with the half-human unless he 
has something he wishes to discuss with him. Otherwise, he does 
not go anywhere near the half-human. He especially does not 
converse with Zekra, avoiding her whenever he can. He will not 
allow her to be with the half-human whenever he and the half-human 
have discussions with one another even. He instead tells the half- 
human to send Zekra away and refuses to make eye contact with 
her. The half-human ruefully explains to me that the shadow Sableye 
has been acting in such way since he and Zekra were reunited here 
in this town, wishing with much earnest that the shadow Sableye 


would not be so adamant about avoiding Zekra. He claims that he 
has tried to convince the shadow Sableye to be more friendly with 
Zekra and does ask why he behaves in the way he does, but the 
shadow Sableye will not say why. He only chooses to ignore the 
question, which is rather typical of him and does not surprise me in 
the slightest. | notice that Zekra becomes unusually timid and skittish 
when the half-human mentions these things about the shadow 
Sableye. She is nothing like herself and seems ready to bolt ata 
moment's notice with her muscles twitching and her pupils larger 
than they should be in the darkness that covers the night. 


| am about to ask him exactly why the shadow Sableye refuses to 
acknowledge Zekra's existence, but | am interrupted by a rustling in 
the bushes close by. The three of us watch a certain shadowy 
creature emerge from the bushes and present itself to us. | find 
myself baffled at the sight. 


| am quick to notice Zekra's pupils dilate and notice the strange red 
marks upon her body illuminate. They burn through the darkness 
rather brightly, almost as bright as a raging bonfire. 


"What are you doing here?!" she screams at it, pointing an accusing 
claw at it. 


"| am doing just as | promised you and Reshiram," the hunter says to 
her in a simple, unfazed voice. "| am here to explain what | am. It is 
finally time to do so, now that | have completed all of my work." 


The Shadow Hunter begins to change. | watch as the darkness 
surrounding its body disappeared, evaporating in the air. As the 
shadows peel off its body, a long, winding figure slides off with it and 
settles itself on the ground. Before long, the strange Mienshao and 
Serperior creatures are standing amongst us. | notice that the 
injuries | had seen upon their bodies are no longer present. There 
are not even any scars, as if their injuries had never occurred. 


"Wait a minute..." the half-humans says, his voice becoming wary 
and uncertain. "You guys are... no... nO way... How could..." 


"| know this is confusing to you, Terron,” the Mienshao says. "But it's 
us, Impetus and Syn. We have returned and we have much to share 
with you." 


Chapter 82: Why | Did Not Return 


X 
Chapter 82 


Why | Did Not Return 


| didn't expect that | would be gone for so long. 


So many months ago, | left behind my only friends and promised that 
| would return. | told them that | would bring them back someone 
they cared for deeply because | wanted to thank them. They helped 
me understand why the civil world is able to function with many 
species working together instead of fighting amongst each other as 
they did in my old world. | had previously thought that a Cubone and 
Zorua working alongside one another was not possible. | thought 
that the Zorua would have killed the Cubone in a moment of 
distraction and made a meal out of the flesh from the Cubone's 
corpse. But because of their efforts, they made me realize there is a 
way for multiple species to work together. They rely on 
communication and cooperation, making it so that they can combine 
the best of their abilities together to create the best of outcomes. 
They complement one another, both in strength and in weakness. 


When | discovered that, | had to find Syn after he was stolen from 
the Plagued Ones. He was a vital part of the group and provided 
both enthusiasm and unique ideas that could only come from a mind 
as young as his. His world had not become boring because his 
imagination remained active. No other member of our group could 
make the same claim. So | left to retrieve him and bring back that 
strength. In doing so | knew | would deprive my friends of my own 
strength, my ability to remain rational in situations due to a lifetime of 
living in the ruthless feral world, but | knew | would return. Their 
remaining individual strengths could hold the group together. They 


would only need to be without my strength for a short while. | knew | 
could find Syn in a reasonable amount of time. Becoming a 
Mienshao not long after | made the decision helped. 


| followed the Plagued One swarm as it left Aurora Town. | went 
wherever it went. | got very little sleep as | did so because | only 
slept when it was dormant. It was only like that for maybe three 
hours a day. But | still carried on and as | did so, | often pondered 
how | would retrieve Syn from that massive cloud of Plagued Ones 
without becoming infected myself. | tried many things, such as 
flinging objects at it or waiting for the swarm to descend upon 
another town so | could attempt to find Syn amongst the hundreds of 
Pokémon. | was always careful to avoid their touch, but | would often 
notice they wouldn't bother to attack me. They were disinterested in 
me most of the time for a reason | couldn't explain. Because of that 
searching the swarm was easier than | thought it would be. But 
nothing | did helped. | could not find Syn. He was not in the swarm 
as a regular Snivy or as a Plagued One. He was nowhere to be 
found. 


| began to question my efforts after about a month of chasing after 
that swarm. | was making no progress and | was only hurting my 
friends in the process. | did not know how Terron and Novus were 
doing, but | had a feeling that with what happened last | saw them, it 
could be nothing good. Their lives had been ruined the Plagued 
Ones. My decision to leave them behind had probably put them in 
despair even further. 


| decided that it was best to head back to my friends. | did not know if 
they were still where | last saw them, but | would find them one way 
or another. My quest to find Syn was going nowhere and my friends 
did not deserve to have me out of their lives any longer. 


But just as | was to solidify my thoughts on abandoning my efforts to 
find Syn and leave behind that plagued swarm | had been following 
for roughly a month, | decided | would give one last effort to rescuing 
Syn before | abandoned my mission. | would try to get him back one 
more time before | returned to the ones | abandoned. 


So the next time a swarm attacked a city, | ran into the swarm and 
looked for where the most amount of Plagued Ones were gathered. | 
hadn't gone after the main part of the swarm before because | was 
worried they would devour me. There were always so many like a 
cloud and | didn't think | could fight them all in previous times. But | 
wasn't scared this time. This was going to be my last attempt to find 
and save Syn and | had to make it count. 


So | ran into the most concentrated part of the swarm. There were 
dozens of Plagued Ones surrounding me, all of them staring at me 
with their glowing eyes. They didn't want me there and wanted to kill 
me. But in there | saw what | had been looking for so long. | found a 
Dragonair Plagued One wrapped tightly around Syn. 


Miraculously, he was unharmed, though sleeping. There were no 
scratches upon him and for whatever reason, none of the Plagued 
Ones bothered to attack him. When | saw him, | was quite overjoyed 
to see him. 


However, then | realized he wasn't exactly the same as | had last 
seen him. Instead of being a Snivy, he was now a slightly larger 
creature of similar body. He had more leaves growing out of his body 
and he no longer held a child-like appearance. He seemed more 
similar to Terron and Zekra, somewhere between child and adult. It 
did not take me long to understand he had evolved, just as how | had 
not long ago. 


Even still, | knew it was him. | knew it could be no other Pokémon. 
Even the aura radiating from this Servine, though weak, was the 
same as Syn's when he was a Snivy. | didn't understand why he had 
evolved, but | decided not to think about it. He was Syn and | had 
found him. 


| threw a ball of aura at the Dragonair and made it disappear, making 
it drop Syn. Other Plagued Ones swarmed to grab him, but | was too 
fast for them and got Syn before them. Then with him in my paws, | 
ran away from the swarm and out of the city. Some of them chased 
me and they followed me for many miles, but they could not catch up 


to me. | refused to let them. Even when my body felt weak my fear 
made me keep running. | couldn't let the Plagued Ones steal Syn 
away from me again. And after a while, the Plagued Ones gave up 
and went away. 


When | was alone again in a glade, | finally stopped running and took 
a moment to relax and feel happy that | had finally found Syn. After 
all this time, | had found him and saved him from the Plagued Ones. 
Relieved that | had finally found him after my relentless searching, | 
shook him awake after | set him down on the grass. He did not wake, 
which worried me, but | Knew he was still alive. But instead of wait 
for him to wake up on his own, | only picked him up and headed 
back to Aurora Town with him in my arms. There was no reason to 
keep my friends waiting for me. | had found Syn and | had 
accomplished what | had set out to do. 


| hurried back to Aurora Town as fast as | could, resting along the 
way whenever | absolutely had to, and continued to move along as 
fast as my legs could carry me. | let Syn rest as | carried him, 
deciding not to bother waking him. | could worry about him when | 
could actually get to my destination. He would be safe with me. | 
would guard him with my life. 


| returned to Aurora Town within a week. However, when | got there, 
| found that there was no one to be found. The streets were empty, 
the buildings were unoccupied, and even the Fellowship was 
abandoned and completely free of supplies. It was empty 
everywhere | checked. 


When | realized that, | honestly didn't know what to do. | imagined 
the Fellowship would still be there. And yet it was gone, just as how 
Terron and Novus were. | did not know where they had gone. When | 
realized that, | had no idea what to do with myself. | felt dizzy and 
panicked, as though a large predator were about to jump out of one 
of the buildings and kill me right there. | set Syn, who was still 
asleep, on the ground in front of the Fellowship and paced around, 
not sure what | wanted to do. | had been certain that Terron and 
Novus would still be in Aurora Town by the time | returned. | did not 


think they would go anywhere else. And yet they had. They and the 
entire Fellowship had disappeared without a trace. They could have 
been anywhere. 


| did not know what sort of direction to take, now that everyone | had 
known was gone. | was alone with a comatose Servine who showed 
no signs of waking. | told myself that | had to remain rational and that 
| could find Terron and Novus again, but then a voice stopped me 
from thinking more. The voice told me | never should have left 
behind my friends and that now thanks to my decision | might not 
ever find them again. It would not leave me alone and spoke to me in 
a voice that sounded almost like mine. | was not used to this. There 
were never voices in my head that argued with me before. Before 
everything in my head were my own thoughts and | agreed with 
them. | knew they were right and there was no pain in saying they 
were. Now there was a voice that was telling me things that brought 
me pain. The words the new voice said brought me guilt and made 
me question all of my previous decisions during my time as a civil. | 
argued with it and told me to leave me, but it would not. It only 
continued to tell me | was wrong to leave Terron and Novus. Hearing 
my other voice talk back to me made me feel more panicked and 
confused. | felt | might sprint off into a random direction and keep 
running because of how much of a troubled state | was in. 


That was when Syn woke up and things became worse. 


It took him a moment, but his eyes did open and | immediately knew 
something was not right. His eyes were glowing an ominous red. 
Soon after this happened, black oozed onto his body and streaked 
across him, invading parts of his body so that they were corrupted. 
Not only that, but his aura had changed. There was now a sinister 
vibe to it, like there was a dark shadow surrounding his true aura. It 
felt very similar to the aura the Plagued Ones and the Mystery 
Dungeons gave off. | remember backing away as soon as | felt these 
things, and began to hiss in a threatening manner, making my fur 
stand on end. It was not something | had done for quite some time. It 
was an entirely involuntary reflex and | couldn't help but feel 


ashamed of myself. Perhaps | was becoming a feral again as Jade 
had warned me since | had in a sense abandoned society. The last 
time | had spoken to anyone was when | had told Terron and Novus 
about my journey. 


Perhaps it was only a matter of time before | followed King's 
footsteps and became a feral again, making both my friends' and my 
own efforts to become civil pointless. 


| watched Syn blink a few times before he finally became aware that 
he was awake again. He stood up when he realized that and looked 
around, staring at everything around him with both confusion and 
horror. Then he saw me and stopped moving. 


| grew scared. | thought he was a Plagued One now. Maybe he was 
not one completely, but maybe he was close to it. Maybe there were 
phases. | felt that | had lost Syn and that the one looking at me now 
was nothing but a monster pretending to be him. 


| struck at him before | could understand what | was doing. | attacked 
him by trying to hit him across his face with the long fur that now 
runs down my arms. But instead of be hit by my fur, a thorny vine 
came out of his neck and wrapped around my arm. It stopped me 
from hurting him and then threw me away from him. | landed poorly 
on the ground because | didn't understand what | had been doing in 
the first place. 


| thought he would corrupt me and make me a Plagued One as well 
in that moment, but that did not happen. Instead Syn asked me if | 
was okay and that he told me he didn't mean to hurt me. It had been 
on accident and that his vine had attacked me on its own in an effort 
to protect him. | realized he was not corrupted by a Plagued One 
when he said that. He was still himself. | didn't know how he was not 
corrupted when he had a startling appearance and had been with 
that Plagued One swarm for some time, but he was. 


It didn't take him long to see what had happened to his body. At first 
he couldn't understand why his appearance had changed. He said 


the last thing he could remember was running away from the 
Plagued Ones in Aurora Town. 


| thought he would panic as anyone else would if they were in that 
situation, but he didn't. At least, not in a way that | had anticipated. 
He was quite alarmed and demanded to know why he appeared 
more like a Plagued One, and | told him the truth. Lying to him 
wouldn't benefit either of us. | told him that he was stolen by the 
Plagued Ones for a month and that during that time he must have 
become the way he was then. | didn't Know why he wasn't 
completely gone, but there was no reason to ponder over it. He was 
more tainted than before. | also explained to him our situation and 
where our friends were, and why the city surrounding us was 
abandoned. | felt it was best to inform him about everything. | 
couldn't hide anything from him. Terron had tried to hide the truth 
from his friends once and that ended in disaster. | was not about to 
make the same mistake as him, even if it meant that Syn would be 
frightened and upset for a while. He had the strength to overcome 
his weakness. 


He didn't say anything for a while after | explained everything to him. 
He only stood with me and looked at the empty buildings around us. 

| stayed with him. | didn't have anywhere else to go. | didn't know 
what else | could do anyway. | was without plans now that | no longer 
knew where the Fellowship or my old friends were. 


That was when Syn told me we were going to find a way to turn him 
back to normal. He didn't know exactly how, but he felt he might be 
running out of time to remain himself. He said he could hear a 
strange voice in his mind that he couldn't understand very well and it 
scared him. He thought that was the Plagued One in him growing 
stronger and he knew he had to get rid of it. 


So we did that. There was nothing else we could do when we did not 
know where our other friends were. 


We went everywhere we thought we could possibly find a way to 
cure Syn. We didn't know what exactly what we were looking for, but 


we used what we knew to help us. We went to Dusk Mines because 
we knew that most of the ones there were corrupted. They didn't 
want to admit it at the time, but we knew it was true. We thought that 
maybe they had found a way to resist the corruption, especially the 
leader if he had lasted twenty years with his condition. We would not 
be welcomed thanks to our last encounter but we would still try to 
talk to them. 


It was empty when we got there, just as Aurora Town was. There 
were a few Pokemon there wandering about, but they were not the 
true members. | had Syn hide and talked to these Pokémon and 
found out that they were from another Fellowship. Everyone in Dusk 
Mines had fled after the Fellowship had discovered their secret and 
wanted to eliminate them. Now it was believed that they were going 
to corrupt the world with their plague and everyone was on a hunt for 
them. 


Syn and | left after that. | started to worry that others would kill him 
thanks to his corrupted appearance, now that it seemed the 
Fellowship was after corrupted individuals. To help him | bought him 
a large blanket that he would wrap around himself so that no one 
could see the black on his body. He didn't like wearing it and 
complained that it was bothersome to wear all the time, but | still 
made him wear it. | had to keep his secret safe. | remember | found it 
ironic that | had to hide his true nature when Terron had done the 
same for me when | was still of feral mind. The civil ones don't like 
feral Pokémon because they were reminded that they too were once 
feral long ago. They didn't like to think that they were once savage 
beasts that trusted no one and only relied on their instincts to guide 
them. They didn't like to think that they killed and hurt so many 
others who were not them in an effort to stay alive. That was why 
they once hated me and the rest of my feral kind. But now that | was 
one of them and understood their customs, they no longer hated me. 
None of them realized | was a feral for a majority of my life. 


It was amusing how little Pokemon knew and understood others 
when they based their thoughts on first impressions and 


appearances. 


Syn and | continued searching for a way to cure him. We tried to find 
the Dusk Mines Pokémon and we tried to find our friends as well. We 
thought that maybe they knew a way to fix Syn's problem. | didn't 
know why | thought that when neither Terron nor Zekra was very 
corrupted and their progress seemed stunted, but | held onto that 
faith. | had to find a way to help Syn. 


But as the two of us continued our journey, wandering the world with 
only each other as company, the strange voice in my mind grew. It 
began to speak more clearly and loudly. Every time | felt doubts 
about finding my friends or a cure, the voice would appear in my 
mind and tell me | really didn't know what | was doing. It told me | 
was wandering aimlessly and was only pretending to have a clear 
goal in mind. It told me there was no cure for Syn and he was stuck 
the way he was. | couldn't change him. 


| ignored the voice as often as | could. | repeatedly pushed it into the 
back of my mind and | made sure Syn never knew about it. He didn't 
need to be worried about me. He had enough to worry about himself 
other than his startling appearance. He began to tell me that the 
voice in his head was speaking more clearly. He could understand it 
better. However, instead of telling him that he would never find his 
friends or that he was soon to become completely corrupted, it told 
him something else. It confirmed that it was the plague, latched onto 
his soul and growing stronger as time went on. The more Syn began 
to feel hopeless about his condition, the more it grew. It didn't want 
to possess him, though. Instead, it said it wanted to do something 
called synchronize with him. It wanted to be him and it said that it 
would make him stronger if he would let that voice merge with his 
soul. All it needed was Syn's permission and they could synchronize. 
It promised it wouldn't hurt Syn. Syn wasn't sure what to think when 
it had told him this. 


| told Syn to ignore the voice. | reminded him of the evil and harm the 
plague brought everywhere and said that the plague inside of him 
wasn't any different. We had no reason to trust it. 


We started searching for a cure even more after that. | knew it was 
only a matter of time before Syn was gone completely now that it 
was making offers to Syn. Syn would also report that it would try to 
talk to him sometimes about other things and make suggestions, but 
| would continue to say to ignore them. The plague didn't want to 
help us. It only wanted our souls to corrupt. | had seen what 
happened to the Dusk Mines leader when his plague overtook him in 
that dreadful Mystery Dungeon. The plague couldn't be trusted. It 
only wanted death and pain. 


My own voice grew as well, which | quickly came to understand was 
my own plague. It didn't try to have conversations with me as Syn 
would say his would do on occasion, but it would still bother me. It 
would suggest that | try something different since | was getting 
nowhere. It told me that Syn's plague wasn't trying to hurt him and 
that there was no need for a cure. It also told me that | couldn't 
actually get rid of the plague without dying myself. It was connected 
to me in more than ways than one and killing it would only kill me as 
well. It told me instead of focusing my efforts of ridding myself of it, 
that | instead take time away from this journey and get some rest 
and hunt. It reminded me that | always used to like being in the wild 
as a feral and how much satisfaction | got when | was able to kill 
something. It said to do these things because | was getting nowhere 
and it was best if | take a step back. It was best | return to my more 
natural state where my mind could be clearer. It also reminded me 
that the longer | went on this aimless journey of mine, the longer | 
went without seeing my friends. It told me at the rate | was going | 
would never see them again and that | could never make up for 
leaving them behind. 


| told it | refused to listen to a single word it said and ignored every 
word it spoke after that. | was not a feral anymore. | was a civil and 
belonged to this strange world of differing species working alongside 
one another. | did not attack anyone that was bothersome, | did not 
take from the market when | wanted something without paying, and | 
did not kill a lone Sentret wandering down the street when | was 
feeling hungry. | was better than being a mindless and savage feral. 


Syn and | continued searching for many more weeks. We searched 
for the Dusk Mines members as well as our friends, but could find 
them nowhere. We would constantly reach dead ends. We would 
often wonder what we do after we reached the end of our trail, and 
our plagues would bother us when we did. They would tell us we 
weren't going to find anything and then give us suggestions of their 
own. We would ignore them as quickly as they came. At least, | 
would. 


Syn was different. | knew that he was listening to the voice inside in 
his head. He would often have a strange look on his face. | could see 
his mind pondering in something quite often as we traveled, as 
though he were listening and even talking back to the plague, though 
he would never say what he discussed with the plague. He would be 
lost in his own little world with it and he would occasionally look 
down at his corrupted body, which | felt was growing more tainted as 
the weeks went on. | would remind him not to listen to his plague, 
and he would nod and say he understood, but | would still see that 
faraway gaze in his eyes. | knew he was still listening to whatever it 
was telling him. 


| was starting to think | was going to lose Syn to the plague. But 
thankfully, that was when things finally took a turn for the better. We 
were traveling along and one day, we came across a small clan of 
Pokémon in the mountains. | didn't know much about them, but they 
seemed like their own civilization. When they saw us, they attacked 
us, saying they didn't trust outsiders and that we couldn't know about 
them. Syn and | were able to defeat them rather easily, but in the 
process, we made an interesting discovery. The clan leader, a 
Swampert, had an unusual pin attached to him that | couldn't help 
but find interesting. And when | took it off of him, two things 
happened. The immediate answer was that my mind suddenly felt 
empty and no longer occupied by another being as it had been 
before. Somehow, this pin had smothered out my plague and made it 
so | could no longer feel it. | would call out to it as well, and | could 
feel it trying to communicate with me and giving me a headache in 
the process, but it couldn't. The pin was silencing it. 


But what was more interesting was what happened to the Swampert 
after the pin came off. It took some time, but | watched as his body 
slowly looked less like a Swampert and more like a Plagued One. 
The transformation wasn't instant, and | didn't want to stay and 
watch it continue. So | took Syn and we fled from the clan, taking the 
pin with us. 


| remember | was quite overjoyed when we were safe and still had 
the pin with us. | had found a way to silence the plague. | didn't know 
if | could cure Syn's appearance, but maybe | could make it so his 
plague couldn't corrupt him any further. So | put the pin on him, and 
much to my surprise, he did turn back into a normal Servine. There 
wasn't anything corrupted about him at all anymore. | remember 
being so happy that | wanted to hold him the same way | saw Terron 
hold Zekra when he was feeling joyful. But strangely, Syn wasn't 
quite as happy. He pretended to be, but | knew he wasn't actually 
telling the truth. And when | bothered him about it, he explained it 
was because he no longer thought his plague was evil. He wasn't 
sure if it was friendly, but he didn't think it was trying to hurt him 
either and it felt wrong to silence it. 


Once again | reminded him of the destruction the plague caused and 
how it would turn him into a monster if it continued to grow in him. | 
said we couldn't afford for that to happen and that our friends would 
be heartbroken if he were to turn into a monster. And though he was 
reluctant to agree with me, he eventually did and said we should find 
a pin for myself as well. He knew | needed one. 


We started on another journey for yet another pin. We knew that 
Pokémon had them, and even though we didn't understand why, 
they were preventing Pokémon from becoming Plagued Ones. | 
needed that pin if | wanted to stay safe. | would find myself a pin and 
then we would find our friends. That had been our plan before and 
we were still going to follow it. There was no reason not to. 


But not long after we started a search for a pin of my own... we had 
a visitor that forced us to alter our plans completely. 


It was only a few days after we had found Syn's pin. We were 
spending the night in an empty city we had come across. Fora 
reason | couldn't understand at the time, more and more cities were 
becoming empty. Finding Pokémon to talk to was become difficult to 
find and often, it was only Syn that | could speak with. We were 
selecting a location within the city that we could use to rest for the 
night when | felt a presence in the air around us. It was a sinister 
presence, making me shiver and want to run away. It made the 
plague within me shudder as well, but more out of delight than the 
fear that | felt. | thought it felt familiar to me as well, but | didn't know 
why. 


| found the source of the aura by turning around. What | found in 
front of Syn and | was a dark, slightly transparent being with one 
glowing blue eye. It floated before us without saying anything and 
there was no expression | could read off of it. It didn't appear hostile, 
but it didn't feel friendly either. Its aura was filled with frightful energy. 


Then the strange shadow revealed what it was to us. 


It said it was a copy of the monster we knew to be called Erebus, the 
one that lived in the large Mystery Dungeon near Dusk Mines. 


| attacked it after it told us that. There was no reason not to. Erebus 
had been the reason why all of my friends and myself had been 
corrupted. It was the reason why the world was the way it currently 
was. However, it only moved out of the way and dove into the 
ground, becoming a shadow. | attacked the shadow and scratched at 
the ground's surface, but | couldn't harm it. It was immune to my 
attacks. | wanted Syn to help me, as | was sure that he had a power 
that could hurt this monster, but he did nothing. He was only staring 
at it with nervousness and worry. | wanted to yell at him for 
submitting to his fear and tell him to help me. He should have been 
fighting this monster that had ruined our world. 


But | did not say those things, because that was when the Erebus 
copy told me that it knew where my friends were. 


It told me that they were with the original Erebus but weren't being 
hurt. It explained to me that the world had been lied to and that this 
Erebus, what | had believed was evil and the cause of the Plagued 
Ones, was only a Pokemon called a Darkrai being brainwashed by 
someone else. There was another being that was the real reason 
Plagued Ones existed. It called it the Primogenitor. It gave mea 
detailed explanation about everything that had been happening to 
my friends since | had left them behind, including that they had 
managed to defeat Erebus and that it was now helping them in 
stopping the Primogenitor. The Erebus copy told me that | would not 
find my friends because they were scattered all over the land. 
Terron's group especially, who had Novus and supposedly Erebus 
herself, were in a land the copy claimed was in another dimension 
and | could not reach the no matter how much | tried. The copy told 
me many more things, and many of things the copy said to me 
greatly confused me, but | made an effort to understand them. 


When the copy was done telling me all that it knew about my friends 
and what had been happening to them since | left them, it explained 
to me that it had a favor to ask me and Syn. It said that at that 
moment my friends were searching for a powerful Pokémon to help 
them destroy the Primogenitor. It told me it wanted me to help with 
their efforts and search for the Pokémon as well, calling it Reshiram. 
It said that he was inside objects that looked like a white rock and 
provided as much description as it could to me. It said my friends 
would appreciate helping them and that it was a very urgent thing 
Syn and | had to do. My friends needed all the help they could get. 


| didn't want to search for Reshiram. | wanted to find my friends after 
hearing all of the horrible things they had been through without me 
by their side. Hearing all of those things made me feel all the more 
guilty that | couldn't be there to help them. But the Erebus copy said | 
could not see them for a long time. They were out of my reach. 
Instead, it told me that on a certain date roughly four months from 
the moment we spoke, they would meet at Aurora Town again. It told 
me | could see them then. Until then, it suggested | help my friends. 
It claimed it would not be easy, and what would come after | found 


the stone would be much worse, but it had faith that Syn and | would 
succeed. 


Then it went away, muttering about how its days were numbered and 
that it had to find the Dusk Mines leader again before its time ran out 
and it stopped existing. | didn't bother to follow after it. 


Instead | stayed where | was with Syn and thought over what it had 
said. There were many reasons not to believe what that Erebus copy 
had said. It didn't give me any proof that it was telling the truth. | 
didn't have to believe anything it said. Erebus had not been kind to 
me when | first met it and it hadn't done anything helpful for me now. 
It had only overloaded me and Syn with information and left us 
behind. It could have said its words to me because it wanted me to 
be distracted and further separate myself from my friends. | heavily 
considered forgetting the conversation | just had and go on my way 
to continue looking for a pin for myself. 


But | didn't get to make that decision because Syn stopped me. He 
said we should listen to that Erebus copy and find Reshiram. He said 
that Novus had always been interested in Reshiram, and now that 
we knew he was Reshiram, Novus's actions explained much. He 
claimed we needed to find his body and do as the Erebus copy said. 
He felt that it was telling the truth and that they needed to contribute 
their own part to saving the world. | remember telling him we had no 
reason to trust it since it was the reason we were the way we were 
now. | asked him why we should bother listening to something that 
had ruined our lives even with the proof we had that Novus was 
Reshiram. | said we were fine with our own plan and had no reason 
to change it. 


What he said broke my confidence and authority over our decisions. 


"We need to find Reshiram's body because you need to be able to 
repay our friends for leaving them behind to go rescue me. You feel 
bad about leaving them, right? | see it in your eyes whenever | bring 
up their names. You're not strong when you think about that but you 
keep hiding it and keep telling yourself that you can make up for 


what you did. | Know you keep thinking you can do that by bringing 
them me like you promised you would, but | don't think that'll help. | 
mean, | know our friends will forgive you if you do... they really will. 
They're nice like that and | bet they'd be so happy just to see both of 
us again after so long. | don't think they'd even care that you were 
gone for so long if you just showed up in their lives again. 


"But you won't forgive yourself. You'll keep blaming yourself even 
after they've told you how much they miss you and how happy they 
are to have you back in their lives again. You'll hate yourself forever 
until you can think of something worthy enough to earn their 
forgiveness back. And |... | just don't want to see that, Impetus. | 
don't want to see you so sad, especially when you went through so 
much trouble to find me. You don't deserve to feel that way." 


There was nothing to be said after he said those things to me. He 
was right. | didn't want to admit it... but he was. 


Whether or not my friends had suffered during my absence as much 
as the Erebus copy claimed, | had still left them in a time of need for 
too long. | had told myself that returning to them with Syn cured of 
his problem would relieve me of my guilt, but when | thought about it 
more... it didn't. | had still left them behind for what must have 
looked like a poor and rash decision to them from their perspective. 
Bringing them Syn wouldn't cure me of the guilt that was building in 
me. 


| had to do something more. | had to contribute to their efforts to 
stopping the Primogenitor. | needed to change the course of my 
plans and search for Reshiram's body. | would be away from my 
friends for even longer due to this, but if what the Erebus copy said 
was true, then | could not see them for many more months. They 
were in locations | Knew | could not reach. 


So | agreed to Syn's plan and together, we searched for Reshiram's 

body. We explored the continent and searched wherever we felt the 

fire sphere might be. We watched the world around us became quiet 
because the influence of the Plagued Ones began to spread at an 


even faster rate. Pokémon everywhere disappeared from civilization 
and retreated into underground cities or fortresses when the plague 
spread. We stopped seeing Pokémon as often, even feral ones. 
Often | only had Syn to talk to. 


There were many times we thought we knew where Reshiram's body 
was before our lead reached a dead end. There were other times we 
were attacked by Pokémon of all sorts. Some of them were 
Fellowship Pokémon that thought we were Plagued Ones that 
wanted to destroy the world. Others were bandits that wanted to kill 
us for supplies because they were desperate. Syn and | would try to 
flee from them and sometimes we were able to do that successfully. 
But sometimes we had to kill them instead because we could not run 
fast enough. We didn't want to, but we didn't have any other choice. 
Syn would ask why we didn't let Pokémon try to kill us since we 
couldn't die thanks to the plague, but | told him that would only 
frighten Pokemon more. We would only be targeted even more 
because of our nature. 


But we continued to search for Reshiram anyway. We didn't give up. 
We adapted to each of the conflicts we came across and we kept 
moving. We had to because this was the only way | could ever make 
it up to my friends for abandoning them for so long. We would find 
Reshiram's body one way or another. 


And then one day, we made a mistake. 


| can't tell exactly when it happened, but we were growing close to 
capturing the fire sphere. It was being kept in a cave, and we staked 
out on the outskirts of a village in eastern Shiron, waiting for 
someone to reveal the cave entrance. 


We were too busy watching the village that we neglected to keep 
such a vigilant watch on ourselves. 


| returned to Syn one day after collecting some food, and | walked 
right into the trap. Our own hideout had been infiltrated by the 
Swampert we had let survive. He had followed our trail and found us. 


He was a hideously plagued creature, with dark boils and blisters 
weighing down on his back, and his claws had mutated and become 
sharp like Skarmory feathers. 


He wanted his pin back. 


That's when | learned what the pins were used for. They were used 
by the Plagued Ones to hide their own plagued nature while they 
would deceive their hapless followers, slowly harvesting the naive 
and trusting Pokémon to add to the Primogenitor's army. | also 
learned that the Plagued Ones were trying to infiltrate the few 
remaining free Pokémon settlements in the wild, often trying to 
become their clan leaders. It occurred to me that many of the leaders 
would be secretly Plagued Ones. 


But there was another reason they were trying to rule the free 
Pokémon instead of just infesting them with the plague. They were 
using the free Pokémon as bait for us, the remaining threats to the 
Primogenitor's plan. The servants of Erebus, the one remaining 
leader who actually posed a threat. They had heard about the 
transformed human and the power he had over the Primogenitor 
itself. 


They wanted to lure us to safety, to weed us out and end us, just as 
an Ursaring would wait in the darkness of a cave for a hapless 
Eevee to wander in, hiding from a thunderstorm. 


The Swampert was a powerful plagued beast, something | could not 
hope to defeat in battle. Plagued Ones couldn't be defeated, anyway. 
They were immortal. They could be temporarily disarmed, but that 
was all. This one... | was not sure | could even bruise it. 


It had captured Syn. Absorbed his body into its back. | needed to 
defeat the beast, to save Syn once more. But... | couldn't. The beast 
towered over me. He was too strong. 


In that moment, | remembered what it felt like to be hapless prey. 
Though | was a strong and well-built Mienshao, and | had pushed my 


endurance to its limits and honed my power, | had become only 
become like a cornered Buneary. It was the first time | had truly felt 
this way since my evolution, a sort of despair | hoped never to feel 
again. A sort of despair | thought | had left behind in the wild. 


Syn was gone. | needed to accept that, and flee while | still had a 
chance. | had the pin that the Swampert was seeking; Syn had since 
given it to me, saying that he wanted to speak to his plague again. | 
accepted it, but | did not tell him why; it was because my own plague 
was growing ever louder, and | had not the strength to smother its 
dark and twisted logic any more. 


But | didn't have to do anything; in the end, Syn saved himself. 


Two enormous, twisting blades shot out of the shadowy flesh upon 
the giant Swampert's back. The blades were held by the same 
thorny vines that had attacked me on the day | had tried to wake Syn 
from his hibernation. They twisted around the Swampert's neck, 
causing him to scream in agony. 


| could only step back to watch what would happen next. 


Syn burst out of captivity, leaving a gaping hole in the Swampert 
where he had been kept prisoner. But he was dark, twisted, and 
completely lost to the plague. Tendrils shot from his hands and 
wormed across the giant's flesh, piercing holes in the enemy 
wherever they went. Syn's eyes glowed with a deep and fearsome 
red. 


The Swampert's misery did not last long; once the tendrils held it in 
place, Syn produced two enormous blades that simply sliced its 
head off. The corpse slumped to the floor, and as it did, the plague 
withered and simply disappeared, leaving the unplagued corpse of a 
normal, beheaded Swampert. 


It was then that | realized that some plagued ones were completely 
assimilated, but others were allowed to keep their original bodies; 
they were the ones which needed the pins to conceal their identities, 


and were also more intelligent than the mindless swarms of plagued 
ones. That is why the Swampert had the sense to hunt us for 
months, but the swarm from where | had rescued Syn did not. 


But | was about to make another startling revelation. | glared at Syn, 
who was now almost completely unrecognizable as a Servine. He 
appeared as a demonic creature, almost without a fixed shape or 
form, with his deadly tendrils and blades still waving around him. 


Then he opened his mouth and spoke. "Impetus," he said. "It's 
alright, it's just me." 


"We need to leave," | told him, choosing to disregard his fearsome 
form. "The Swampert will regenerate soon. We need to flee." 


"No," he said. "Impetus, you don't understand. It's dead. The 
Swampert can't regenerate now. It's gone. It's dead. | killed it." 


"You can't kill Plagued Ones," | said. "They only disperse and come 
back later. We're still in danger." 


"Maybe | can't kill them," Syn said, his eyes glowing with power, "But 
Willow can. Impetus, listen to me! They aren't invincible anymore! 
They aren't a threat to us! If we work together with our plagues, we 
can kill them so they don't come back. " 


| stepped back as Syn's form grew and twisted like a boiling pit of tar. 
| held my breath, terrified for my own safety, and began backing 
away. 


But | heard him speak to me again. "Impetus, it's okay," he said. 
"Don't go. It's going to be okay." 


Though my instincts were crying to me, | chose to listen to him. 
His form bubbled and twisted, and seemed to explode with a dark 


power. When it settled, he emerged as a fully grown Serperior, his 
final evolution. The plague had become completely tied to him; it was 


now part of his identity. Somehow | knew that even the pin would 
have no effect anymore. He was a demon, a creature like the dark 
and awful plagued beasts who could wield arcane techniques and 
spells so effortlessly. 


And yet, he was still Syn. 


"Impetus, it's okay," he said to me once more, looking at the strange, 
stained body that had become his own. "We're not in danger 
anymore." 


"| can protect you now," he said. "It's my turn to protect you." 


And that was how the Shadow Hunter was born. It was the power of 
communication, the lifeline and greatest accomplishment of civilized 
Pokémon, that | came to trust Syn. Like a Cubone could cooperate 
with a Zorua, | found myself in peaceful cooperation with a plagued 
demon. 


It raised too many troubling question about my relationship with my 
own inner plague, questions | would later come to terms with on my 
own. But as the Shadow Hunter, we truly were invincible and able to 
carve a path through the wretched and unhospitable wilderness 
which had become Shiron. AT th suggestion of Willow, the name Syn 
had given to his plagued, he learned to disassemble himself and 
form a disguise for me, so that we could travel the world as one 
single, enigmatic figure to strike terror into every Plagued One who 
knew our name. And it was by this same power that we succeeded 
in capturing the body of Reshiram, the one we hoped would cleanse 
our world and save us all from what we had become. 


When I'm done sharing all of this information with my friends, who 
now stand in front of me in Aurora Town, | look at them to 
understand their reactions. | see Terron staring at me with shock and 
confusion, like he doesn't seem to quite understand that I'm still alive 
and am in front of him. | see Zekra, who appears more disturbed by 
my appearance. Her reaction is expected. | had nearly killed her 


after all not too long ago. Then | look at Novus, who is now 
Reshiram. He is the one who is least surprised by all of this. He 
seems more solemn about my words because he had already seen 
me when | was not being The Shadow Hunter. 


| don't talk to them again. | wait for their reactions. While | wait | look 

at Syn to find that he's very nervous at being reunited with his friends 
again. However, he's also very happy and | see his tongue flicker out 
of his mouth every so often. | can tell he wants to speak them again. 

But just like me he is patient and he waits for everyone's reactions. 


Terron is the first one to speak. 


"SO all this time... you guys really were alive," Terron says quietly, as 
he usually does when he's not feeling strong. "You just couldn't find 
us when you decided to come back..." 


"Yes, that's right," | say to him. "We wanted to reunite with you, but 
we couldn't find you. So we searched around for you and what else 
we needed to find at the time." 


Syn then slithers over to the three. | see them tense up but they 
don't move and let Syn come to them. When he's with them, he 
smiles at them again and wraps himself around Zekra and Terron to 
the best of his ability. He does a fairly good job because of how 
much he has grown thanks to becoming a Serperior. | have seen him 
wrap his body around some large tree trunks twice. 


"| missed you guys a lot," he says to them as he rubs their faces with 
his own. "| was worried you guys might be dead or something by the 
time Impetus and | got here. But it looks like you guys made it 
through. You guys really have no idea how happy | am to see you 
again." 


He then releases Terron and Zekra from his hold and slithers up 
Novus's neck. He shudders but remains still as Syn makes his way 
to his head before rubbing his forehead into Novus's face. | notice 


Reshiram smile in return and no longer seems to worry about having 
a plagued Serperior so close to him. 


"And you're really big now, Novus!" Syn says, wrapping around 
Novus's neck and looking over him from high up. "I knew you'd be 
bigger when you turned into Reshiram, but | didn't realize it was this 
big! You make my growth spurt look tiny in comparison!" 


"Well he's not the only one who's grown bigger you know!" Zekra 
then says, making Syn look back at her. "I grew like five times bigger 
than my old self after | synchronized with my own plague! And she 
calls herself Venri!" 


"Oh, you've got a named plague too!" Syn says, loosening himself 
from Novus and slithers back down to Zekra. "That's cool. You know, 
| was wondering why you had all those weird markings on you when 
| saw you again. You and Venri get along?" 


Zekra does not answer, for the next thing | know, a smiling Sableye 
appears in between her and Syn. | almost attack it out of reaction. | 
am not the only one who has the reaction. Novus and Terron both 
tense and seem ready to either bolt or fling themselves at the 
sudden Sableye. 


"Oh, we get along great!" the Sableye says in an oddly disturbingly 
cheerful voice that resembles Zekra's, making me quickly realize that 
this is Venri. "| mean, she's a bit of a wimp sometimes and she can 
be really annoying to listen to sometimes, but we get along just fine." 


Instead of being frightened like everyone else of the group, Syn only 
laughs. He slithers around Venri in a circle and looks over her. 


"Oh! You must be Venri. You're out here with me and Zekra because 
you're using an illusion!" he realizes. "Wow, that's amazing. | can 
think of all kinds of ways you can use that to your advantage. You 
and Zekra must be really strong if you can look this real out of 
Zekra's mind. You look pretty real and Zekra doesn't look tired at all! 
| bet Willow wishes he could be like you." 


"Syn, don't encourage her," Zekra says with a sigh. "She's scary 
enough as she is just in my head. She's even worse outside of it." 


"What are you talking about?" Venri says, glaring at Zekra. "I'm 
never outside of your head! This is the only time I've been outside of 
your head ever since | forced you to go talk to Tear because you 
were too much of a wimp to talk to him yourself!" 


"You were out of my head for a long time, impersonating someone | 
once knew if | remember right..." Zekra says with a frown. 


That is when | see Zekra and Venri get into an argument and Syn 
tries to put a stop to them. Novus and Terron observe them from 
afar, confused by what is happening. | can only assume that they've 
never seen this Venri before and have no idea what to think of the 
situation. But | know they won't hate her. | thought | would hate 
Willow because he was the plague, but | have come to like him. He 
is Syn and keeps him safe when | cannot. He has no intentions of 
harming Syn and only wants what is best for him. | can tell that Venri 
is the same, even if her personality is quite different than what | able 
to understand about Willow based on what Syn tells me of him. 


| am to ponder more, but that is when | notice Terron is no longer 
paying attention to the commotion. He is now looking at me and 
making his way toward me. Now it is my turn to tense. | fear that he 
is upset with me because | have left him behind for so long. It's true 
that | have returned Syn to him as well as give Reshiram his body, 
but | wonder if that was enough in the first place. Maybe | needed to 
bring more to make Terron forgive me. 


Terron stops in front of me and looks up at me. He is still small and 
me becoming a Mienshao has only made his height more apparent. | 
find myself briefly wondering if he will ever evolve so he will be taller. 
He is the only one of our group who is still small. Everyone else has 
grown significantly. | imagine it's awkward for him. 


| stop thinking about his height as | look down at Terron. | wait for his 
words and | wait for the worst. | don't bother to run because there's 


no reason to run from what | fear. It's best to face fear head-on and 
not flee from the sight. It will only follow you if you do. 


"I'm sorry that | left you behind for so long," | say to him softly in the 
same way Syn talks to me when he is trying to be gentle and make 
me understand. "I didn't know | would be gone for so long. | know 
that you've been through a lot while I've been gone. | Know what 
happened. Erebus told me. So | understand if you are..." 


| don't get to finish because then Terron wraps his arms around my 
leg. He holds me the same way he held me when | last saw him just 
before | left him. But this time it's not out of desperation. This time | 
feel only happiness from him. 


"It's okay, Impetus," he says to me. "You don't have to apologize. 
You're back. That's all that counts. There's no more need for 
apologies... there's already been a whole bunch of them." 


| don't understand what he means by that, but | don't ask. | instead 
let relief come over me as | sit myself down and allow Terron to climb 
onto me and wrap himself around me more easily while | hold him as 
well. And then the two of us remained like that for a while, 
remembering how much we missed each other and how happy we 
were to be together again. 


It really had been too long. 


After Terron and | were done comforting one another and the rest of 
our friends were done with their commotion, we decided to rest for 
the night. Syn and | were tired from traveling and the others were 
beginning to grow tired as well. So just like old times, we found a 
quiet place for all of us to slumber in that would support even Novus 
in his large size, which was a underneath a large tree. Then we 
slumbered together in a pile, tangled in each other so that it was 
difficult to tell who was who. All | could tell was that Novus was 
curled around us and that Syn was somehow wrapped around 
everyone with his long, scaly body. 


But even though the pile was quite cramped, everyone was happy. It 
felt good to be with everyone again and everyone slept peacefully as 
they held each other with smiles. 


Everyone, that is, except me. 


| wanted to sleep. | could begin to feel my eyes close after everyone 
else around me had long fallen asleep. But then a familiar voice was 
in my head and | was no longer tired. 


It's strange that none of your friends asked you why you look 
the way you do now. You are not the same as you used to be 
last time they saw you. 


| Know who the voice is. | used to fear her at one point but not 
anymore. She and | get along now. 


She is Feral. She is my plagued self. 


They will understand soon enough. I'll tell them if they aren't able to 
understand by tomorrow. But they should know because | have a 
similar appearance to Zekra and Syn. They should be able to realize 
that | am just like them and am synchronized now. 


Maybe they will. But you know how some Pokémon can be. 
Sometimes they don't pay attention to detail as you do and 
need someone to point it out. 


| already know. Don't worry. They don't fear me anyway. They know 
I'm harmless. 


Feral becomes quiet. | think she is done with me and | close my 
eyes. | soon see her staring back at me from behind my eyelids. She 
looks like me as a Mienfoo except her fur more scruffy than mine 
used to be and with sharp claws coming out of her paws. She looks 
more like a feral that way. | used to wonder why she didn't look like a 
copy of me but | realized it was only because she is my feral side. Of 
course she would look like me when | was still a feral. Me becoming 


a Mienshao was what made me permanently become a civil. Feral 
says she does not like the form anyway. She feels the fur that grows 
out of my arms is bothersome and does not suit me. She has more 
than once suggested | cut them off. 


| stare at her in that darkness and | wait for her to go away. She only 
keeps staring at me, sitting in that darkness with her hazy, untamed 
eyes that were once mine. 


Are you ready? 
Ready for what? 


That you're going to save the world soon. That you're going to 
die. 


| don't answer her right away. | don't know what to say to her. | see 
her smile a little at me. She knows how | am feeling. 


You can't turn back now, Impetus. Your friends are just going to 
hate you if you run away from them now when they need you 
more than ever. 


| know. I'm afraid but I'm not going to run away. I'll fight with my 
friends no matter what. | didn't return to abandon them again. | have 
to fight because they are my friends and | don't want to see them 
hurt anymore. 


Feral continues to smile at me but says nothing more. | can see her 
starting to fade away so that she can disappear into my mind where | 
can't see her anymore. | try to relax so | can fall asleep just like my 
other friends now that Feral is done talking to me. But | don't 
because then Feral reappears in my mind again. She seems 
nervous. 


Someone is coming toward you. You need to wake up. 


| open my eyes as soon as she says that. There is no need to stall. | 
wake up everyone else around me by pushing against them roughly. 
Novus and Terron are reluctant to wake up and ask to know why I'm 
disturbing their sleep, but Zekra and Syn aren't the same. They wake 
up as quickly as | did. | imagine Venri and Willow told them 
something similar to what Feral told me. 


| look around for the someone that Feral was mentioning and try to 
find them in the darkness. | don't see anyone for a while. There is 
only black and trees surrounding me. The only Pokémon with me are 
my friends, two of which are still trying to wake up. 


But | pick up on something after a while. | see two blue lights making 
my way toward me. | get out of my friends' large sleeping pile and 
get ready to attack. Syn does the same and looks ready to coil and 
strike. Zekra instead starts hiding behind Terron, shrinking into a 
Zorua so that it's harder to see her. | can see her shuddering and 
notice her claws are extending out of her paws. 


| would question her behavior but | don't because then the blue lights 
stop in front of Syn and | and | figure out what they are. 


They are Sableye eyes. Specifically, they are the Dusk Mines 
leader's eyes. | recognize him by the strange black fabric that he 
wears around his neck and the frown he has always worn since | first 
met him. He has not changed at all. 


He looks at me and all of my friends without saying anything. | notice 
that there is a flicker of light when he looks at Zekra, but he doesn't 
keep an eye on her long and quickly moves on. He finally stops at 
Terron, the only one that is not alarmed by the Sableye's presence. 


"| see that you've found yourself a lot of company tonight," he says 
without emotion to his voice. "When | last saw you yesterday, you 
only had... her with you. Now you've added three more Pokémon to 
your company, one of which is a god and two of which are plagued. 
Do you plan on having anymore surprise guests come join you 
here?" 


"These are my friends," Terron says to him, getting out of the pile 
and going over to the Sableye. "You should recognize all of them, 
you know. You've met them all before." 


The Sableye looks over each of us again before he frowns more. 


"So your Quilava friend regained his lost body and your lost friends 
have returned to you as well in much stronger and corrupted forms," 
the Sableye states. "Fascinating that all of you are all together again 
and that none of you died. | thought that only you would be the one 
here of your original Fellowship team, Terron. But | suppose after 
your... special friend showed up, anything was possible." 


He gives Zekra a glare, one that | only see large and dangerous feral 
Pokémon give their prey before killing them. Then | watch Zekra 
jump over Novus and run far away, getting as far away from us as 
possible. | know that she is not leaving this city and will return when 
the Dusk Mines leader leaves, so | do not follow or worry about her. | 
only keep my attention on the ones with me. 


The Sableye only frowns more and says something under his breath 
| can't understand. Terron doesn't like that and starts growling under 
his breath before getting closer to the Sableye. The Sableye doesn't 
seem scared by this and only keeps standing still. 


"What's going on, Yimtri?" Terron asks him like he's trying to threaten 
him. "Why do you keep acting this way around Zekra? This has been 
going on for way too long and I'm tired of seeing Zekra utterly 
terrified of you." 


"It's nothing for you to be concerned about," the Sableye says in the 
same threatening way. "| Suggest you stay out of it." 


"You mean just like everything else you desperately try to keep 
secret even though you really should talk about them?" Terron asks 
him in return. 


The Sableye glares at Terron, and the gemstones that make up his 
eyes begin to flicker. 


"Stay out of what does not concern you," he says with a powerful 
amount of malice in his voice, but not quite enough so that his 
plague influences his words. 


Terron looks frustrated and looks like he wants to attack the Sableye, 
but the Sableye says more before he can say or do anything. 


"Besides, there is no time to talk of such things. There are more 
important matters to discuss," he says to Terron, and then looks over 
at the rest of us. "Namely, the fact that | need help verifying that | 
might have found the portal to the Primogenitor's realm." 


Chapter 83: My Brightest Hour 


X 
Chapter 83 


My Brightest Hour 


| am Synergy. 
| am Willow. 


I'm a Plagued One, and I'm about to go down fighting and take the 
rest of the Plagued Ones on Shiron down with me. 


The Primogenitor's time is up. It's done enough damage to the world 
we all called home just months ago. But when it dies, all the Plagued 
Ones will disappear, and all their hosts will be dead. 


It means that for half of us, the world's about to end. For the other 
half the world's about to get saved. There aren't a lot of Pokémon 
left. But those who are left will finally be able to live their lives without 
fear that they'll be assimilated by some deadly shadow and carried 
away into the sky. Like | was. 


It's weird to imagine that soon, one way or another, I'm going to stop 
existing. Either we succeed in destroying the Primogenitor or we die 


trying. 


If | were still a Snivy, | would be scared. But Willow isn't scared. 
Willow is very happy that we're about to do something good for the 
world. He's so happy that | can't help but to be happy with him. He 
takes the pain away. He gives me strength. 


I'm always surprised at how strong Willow is. He makes me feel 
invincible. I'm stronger than all of the other Plagued Ones! As the 


Shadow Hunter | killed so many of them with no effort at all. 


The Primogenitor wishes it could command the kind of power we 
had. The Fellowship generals are all weaklings because they don't 
synchronize with their hosts. They only absorb, taking full control of 
the host and leaving its body comatose. The mind, the personality of 
the host is erased entirely. The generals you see are no different 
than corpses reanimated by corrupted Aura. That is why they 
crumble like dry leaves when be bite them. They do not understand 
the power which comes from a creature and its shadow working as 
one. 


When the Primogenitor learns of our power, | wonder if it will adapt to 
defeat us. What if it learns how to synchronize its hosts? Then they 
will be just as strong as we are and they could defeat us. 


The Primogenitor knows about synchronization. But it chooses not to 
allow its hosts to continue existing. It possesses them completely, 
even when by doing so they lose the power which comes from a 
sentient creature's soul such as ours. 


Why doesn't the Primogenitor just make everyone synchronize like 
we do? Zekra and Venri seem happy. You and | are very happy. If 
the Primogenitor let everyone synchronize with their shadows, 
everyone would be happy, wouldn't they? 


An excellent question. | wish | knew the answer. Synchronization 
requires the consent of both the creature and its shadow, yet the 
Primogenitor has created so many shadows who do not consent to 
the bonding. They only devour and enslave. Erebus helped some of 
those shadows to be open-minded, and in doing so helped to 
orchestrate the Primogenitor's downfall. 


| do not know what the Primogenitor's motives are, but | would 
suspect they have nothing to do with the happiness of mortal 
creatures. It is likely the Primogenitor only cares about control. 
Certainly its minions would grow more powerful by synchronizing, 
but that power would not be the Primogenitor's to command. It would 


be a compromise, letting the host keep their free will. Free will which 
represents the host's ability to resist orders from its master. To the 
Primogenitor, that is something unacceptable. | think it would prefer 
to fill the world with a million unthinking, unquestioning minions. 


Yeah, but... Filling the world with creatures who can only think the 
things you think and feel the things you feel... 


Wouldn't that get... well, y'know... 
Lonely? 


More than you know. But for whatever reason, that's what the 
Primogenitor wants. 


And that's why we need to stop it. 


Because the few remaining Pokémon left on Shiron don't deserve to 
be lonely. 


... | talk to myself a lot nowadays. It feel so natural talking to Willow 
that | sometimes forget who's talking. 


| feel like Willow and | are very deeply bonded. Everyone else here is 
a very young synchronized couple. Everyone else resisted, they all 
thought the plague would make them lose their sanity and their 
identity so they tried to block out the voice. Even Impetus held back. 
So Willow and | have had the most practice thinking together and 
fighting together. Besides Reshiram, we're probably the best fighters 
here. 


Stronger than Reshiram, even. Reshiram might be a god, but he is 
only still half of a whole. And besides, we are far more... efficient at 
killing Plagued Ones than even him. 


Good point. But I'm sure even Zekra and Terron could become just 
as good as us with some practice cooperating with their shadows. 


The time for learning is over. The time for practicing has passed. The 
end is coming. Everything we do, we're doing for the last time. This 
is the time for plans to be put into action. This is the time for victories 
to be won. This is the time where the strongest of us will shine, and 
the weaklings will slink into the shadows to be forgotten. 


The time is coming for the shadows to die. 
Enough talk for now. Our friends are trying to get our attention. 


"... Pledge Mountain Fellowship," said Yimtri, pointing at a map. 
"The place we used to know as the last remaining beacon of hope to 
the world. The last Fellowship standing against the apocalypse. Now 
we know that the truth is precisely the opposite. There's a reason 
Pledge Mountain still standing - it's the core of the Primogenitor's 
operations. It's the place where the highest-ranking plagued officers 
rule what is left of the free world. The only reason they could 
manage this is if they had direct connections to the Primogenitor 
itself. | believe they are hiding a portal leading directly to the 
Primogenitor, where the highest circles of command are able to visit 
the Primogenitor to receive orders. Of course, there's a chance this 
is all just a coincidence and the portal is located elsewhere. So what 
we need is to find out for certain before we make any more rash 
decisions. If we verify that there is a portal somewhere on the 
compound, we can develop a plan to go for the kill and end this." 


There was a sudden hush in our little circle. We didn't like being 
reminded of our fate and how close we were to it, especially now that 
things finally seemed to be coming together. We were powerful. We 
all made friends with our shadows. We even made friends with 
Reshiram. And now in just a few days, it might all be over. We might 
be staring at Giratina in the reverse dimension, or left to wander the 
world as ghosts. 


| Know what they were all thinking: why did it have to end so soon, 
now that we became so strong? 


We would have all died eventually anyway. Such is life. Old trees will 
fall to make room for the new. 


But we... we will go out fighting. We will end our lives at the peak of 
our existences. What better death could you ask for, to be heroes to 
all free Pokémon? 


Unsung heroes, though. Nobody would even know what we did. 
Everyone who would appreciate our sacrifice would be erased. 


But heroes nonetheless. Being unappreciated does not change the 
reality of what you have done. 


And besides, | can only promise one thing: whatever happens after 
we die, you will still have me. 


You will never be alone. Even as you face down Giratina's judgment, 
or drift away into the sky, you will never be alone. 


But... you're a Plagued One. You're part of Rem's shadow. You 
would be erased as soon as the Primogenitor is defeated. 


No, Synergy. Now that we have synchronized, we are one. One in 
soul. And if there is one unending reality to this world we live in... 


It's that souls cannot be destroyed. Our body will return to stardust. 
Our plagued energy might drain away. The aura we use to perform 
spells might fade and lose its luster. But the soul, the identity who we 
are, who we have become by fusing together... that's something 
which can never be destroyed by anything. 


The legendary dragons know this. It's also self-evident to anyone 
who pays close enough attention to the world around us. Look at the 
stars in the sky. The universe Is big enough for all of us who have 
ever lived, or will ever live. 


Smile. This is going to be our brightest hour. And once it's over, we 
can celebrate it. 


Together. 


Impetus was whispering something to me. "Syn, | Know you're 
talking to Willow, but | think you need to pay attention. It's important 
we learn about Pledge Mountain.” 


Ah, right. She sees that glazed look in our eyes whenever we're 
talking. 


"lam paying attention," we reply. "Don't worry, | haven't missed 
anything" 


The huge, beautiful fire dragon says something. "Perhaps you 
might not need to concern yourselves. If you are sure the portal 
is there, | could find it on my own. | would burn the mountain to 
the ground before anyone would stop me." 


"No, for the /ast time, we're not letting you go in alone, Novus," Zekra 
says, who's with us again because Terron found her after she ran 
away earlier. "| don't care how strong you are, they can beat you. 
They got Zekrom. They also got Nyx a long time ago. And there's no 
telling how many other legendary creatures they have brainwashed 
in there." 


Novus sighed. It was weird to see a fire god wear humility. "You are 
correct. After seeing my companions all vanish, | cannot deny 
the truth of what you say." 


"Yeah, and it's not like we have anything to lose anyway," Terron 
says. "What are you going to do, save our lives? We're all dead meat 
whether we win or lose. Might as well use the power we have." 


" | understand," Novus said, exhaling some white smoke from his 
nostrils. "}am a guardian by instinct. Sometimes | cannot help it 
when my thoughts drift in selfless ways, even to the extent of 
my own folly." 


Not a bad instinct to have. 


" Someone needs to get into Pledge Mountain," Yimtri says. "And 
seeing as though the most powerful free Pokémon left in Shiron are 
all standing here, it's going to be one of us." 


"But it's still just a Fellowship base, right?" Terron says. "That's 
where the Aurora Town Fellowship went, and there are probably 
hundreds of Fellowship teams who still don't know who they're 
working for. So why can't we just walk in? We can pose as 
Fellowship members." 


"Not advisable," Yimtri said. "We're on wanted lists now. Everyone 
knows to look for us. As far as the brainwashed Fellowship teams 
are concerned, we're all the most dangerous Plagued Ones in the 
world and to be destroyed at all costs. Unfortunately, it means that 
we'll have to be... stealthy about this." 


He glanced at Zekra. Something was burning in his eyes. | didn't 
know what it meant, but it made me afraid. Afraid for Zekra. 


"We need someone who's good with illusionary tricks, to stay 
unseen. And someone who's good at fighting, if they happen to run 
into problems. | can think of only one person here who fits that 
description..." 


"Yeah! It's me," | blurted out. "I can go in." 


Well, | think it was Willow who blurted it out. But we both were 
thinking the same thing. We had to protect Zekra. 


Yimtri turned to glare at me. "Absolutely not," he said. "We need 
someone who can perform illusions, and you can't." 


"Says who?!" said a voice from behind Yimtri's back. 
He jumped in fright, and turned to see a second head that | had 


formed on the end of my tail with Willow's help, posed as if to bite his 
head off. 


"I'm the Shadow Hunter," | said proudly. "I'm the best one at being a 
Plagued One here. | can get into Pledge Mountain, no problem." 


"| can't argue with that," Impetus said, crossing her arms. "He has 
never met a Plagued One he hasn't been able to kill in one attack." 


Yimtri started looking angry. 

"What got into you?!" Willow said. 

He was pushing his luck again. But he wasn't afraid of Yimtri. We 
could kill Yimtri just like we killed any other Plagued One. He was at 
our mercy. | think he knew it, which is why he didn't snap at us like 
he usually snaps at people who he dislikes. 


"Yeah," | said through the other head. "Is there a reason you want 
Zekra to go, instead of the one who's obviously more fit for the job?" 


Oooh, that did it. Yimtri started grinding his teeth. "One more word 
out of you," 


"... and What? You'll put us in time-out?" 

"| don't answer to you, Syn ." 

"| don't answer to anyone either." 

"Except maybe Impetus. We can answer to her," Willow then says. 


"Hey," | say to him. "Do you think if we're annoying enough, Yimtri 
will tell us to go to Pledge Mountain just to make us go away?" 


"Very possible. Look at him. He looks angry enough that he might 
mega-evolve." 


"That would be interesting. Let's Keep annoying him then. | want to 
see it!" 


"| don't know, | heard the Sableye evolution isn't that good..." 


"Stop it," Yimtri hisses at me. 
" You stop it," | hiss right back. 
Yimtri went berserk. But we were ready. 


Faster than it took for Yimtri to draw his claws, we had encircled him, 
both of our heads rising high, eyes glowing like demons, fangs 
dripping with poisonous sludge. Wisps of fire streamed from all our 
scales. We even made the sky get darker so it looked like it was 
about to storm. 


He balked. For two whole seconds he was frozen in fear. He wasn't 
expecting us to have this much power. 


Ah, it felt good to have someone like him afraid of us. Willow was 
very pleased. | tried not to laugh. 


Well, that was that. Yimtri sent us to Pledge Mountain. | think he was 
actually afraid of us. | Know he'd never admit it, though. 


After he sent us away, Novus-Reshiram wanted to talk to us in 
private. 


"Why did you do that?" he asks me, looking so concerned. "Why 
did you provoke his anger? It's difficult enough getting him to 
act rationally." 


| smile. "Your instinct to be a guardian... It's not a bad instinct to 
have," | tell him. "You might say that | was trying to take after you." 


The fire dragon looks flattered, and his eyes sparkle at us. "J can't 
say | quite understand," he says. 


"You don't have to," | tell him. "But protect them while we're away, 
alright? Keep an eye on Yimtri. Make sure he doesn't hurt anyone.” 


" Fear not," Novus says, "for anything but your own safety." 


| felt Willow smile. Nah, don't fear for that either. I've got your back, 
Syn. Let's get this done with. 


We traveled for a few days. Pledge Mountain was pretty far away. 


When we got there, it was worse than we thought. We could see the 
castle up there near the peaks, but it was blurry. A mile around the 
foothills, Pledge Mountain was surrounded by security. Huge rock 
beasts patrolled the foothills. Hundreds of birds circled the peak. 
Watch stations were situated on the cliffs. 


It made sense. The naive Fellowship teams thought it was the last 
bastion of hope for the free world. Their plagued leaders knew the 
truth: all that security? It was to keep us out. 


To keep me out. 


So here it is. The ultimate enemy base. Teeming with thousands of 
Plagued Ones, all looking for us. Spying from all the shadows. 


Probably some legendary beasts in there, too. 
Maybe they can pose a challenge. Maybe. 

It's not a question of how difficult this will be... 

... but a question of how fun we can make this. 
Ready for this, Willow? 

Can't wait. 


So we waited for nightfall and slithered in the shadows. We would be 
scarier that way. 


There was a problem. Yimtri had a good point when he said that we 
couldn't just appear as a regular Fellowship member. Even if they 
didn't know that a Serperior had joined the Renegades of Erebus, 


they kept track of who was a Fellowship member and who wasn't. 
They'd know if we were a spy posing as an innocent person. 


But if we appeared as a Plagued One, the Fellowship teams would 
all rally to have us executed. 


Then we'll appear as something that both the innocent people and 
the Plagued Ones fear. We'll appear as the Shadow Hunter. 


It was actually kind of difficult being the Shadow Hunter without the 
help of Impetus's body. She gave us the shape and structure we 
needed to appear bipedal. Without her, it was really hard to stay ina 
shape like that for a long time. We could manage an hour at most. 


But maybe that was all we needed. 


So we disassembled ourselves into a wisp and built our body into 
dark monster. We put extra effort into making ourselves looks scarier 
than we ever had before. Bright red eyes, blue flames, Wings and 
spikes... Everything we could think of. And then we approached the 
Pledge Mountain foothills from the north. 


Within minutes, three guards were on us. But they were afraid. | 
could smell it. And | could see it too. They were shaking. But they 
approached us because they would probably be executed by their 
elders if they were caught running away and abandoning their post. 
Good for us. We didn't want them to run. 


"Just where do you think you're going?" one says. 

| made one of my arms really huge and made the hand as big as big 
as my body. | grabbed the Gabite guard by the neck and held him 
up. His friends only stood and watched in horror. 

| said, "Say my name." 


The dragon only whimpered and squirmed. 


"| will spare your life if you say my name," | said. 


He couldn't speak. My grip was too tight. He choked and sputtered 
and tried to say something, but he couldn't. So | closed my fist and 
snapped his head off. 


Darkness wafted from his body. Plagued one. Probably in the lesser 
stages. 


So | grabbed another. A Pyroar. Huge beast. Lifted him right into the 
air by the neck. 


"Say my name and | will spare your life," | said. 


This one was ready. He said my name before | closed his windpipe 
too tight. So | dropped him. 


"I'm entering Pledge Mountain," | informed them. "We can do this on 
your terms. Or we can do this on mine. It is your decision. If your 
leaders would put you to death for defying them, so be it. It means 
you get to choose how you die." 


| made my eyes glow brighter and | turned my arm into a sickle. 


The Pyroar coughed and pawed at his throat. "Fine. You want to 
speak to the commanders? Fine. We'll let them sort you out." 


"Good," | said. "Take me." 

"You can't beat them, you know," he growled at me, climbing back to 
his feet. "You might be able to kill us, but you can't kill them. The 
Pledge Mountain leaders... they'll be too much even for you." 
"Good," | told him again. "I would like a challenge." 

So the plagued guards led me up the mountain, keeping their 
distance from me. They let me past a lot of the guards. They brought 
me to a cave. 


"Wait here," said the Pyroar. "We need to get clearance to get you 
any farther." 


| Knew it was coming. When they said they need clearance, they 
really meant they were going to set up an ambush for us. 


Couldn't let that happen. I'd been carefully watching to make sure 
none of them got away. So as soon as | agreed to stay in a cave and 
wait for them, | coiled around them all and bit all their heads off in 
one bite. It was just in time, too. | was getting tired of being the 
Shadow Hunter. And | finally got to kill them in a cave where nobody 
else could see. 


| could take a short rest. It couldn't be too long. By morning, they'd 
figure out that the guards were dead. We'd need to at least get 
inside, undetected, by then. 


| peered out of the cave and squinted at the sky. The sun was 
completely gone now and clouds had settled overhead. The moon 
wasn't visible. It was very difficult to see very far up the mountain. | 
could barely tell what the Fellowship building looked like or where it 
was. This was no good. 


| closed my eyes and took in all the sensations of the mountain. The 
thin, dusty air. The scents of hundreds of different Pokémon. The 
eerie unsettling aura of So many Plagued Ones so close to us. 


Any ideas, Willow? 
Some. How do you feel about burrowing? 


| don't have a very good sense of direction underground. | can't even 
tell where we're going when we turn into a cloud. You're always in 
control when we do that. 


True. But we need cover of some kind. It would be difficult to climb 
the mountain with no cover, even at this time of night. That is, unless 
we wanted to cause a ruckus. We could deal with a ruckus, but that 
will make things harder for us later. 


Wait, I've got it. Let's get the attention of some other plagued 
generals. Then tell them we have urgent news for the Primogenitor 
and they need to take us to the portal immediately. 


Wouldn't work. You'd be demonstrating too much individuality. 
They'd know you'd be trying to trick them since you wouldn't just tell 
them the news outright. 


We could find a pin. I'm sure someone around this mountain is 
wearing one. Then we could hide our plague from them and try to 
sneak in as a normal healthy member. 


Can't. We're synchronized now. Pins would have no effect. 


It's a shame we couldn't be the Shadow Hunter for longer. | almost 
wish we'd have brought Impetus. We could try being the Shadow 
Hunter again, but I'm not sure how much farther we'd make it in just 
an hour. 


That's it. That's the answer. 
What is? 


We need to find a different host. That way we can be the Shadow 
Hunter for as long as we need. Good thinking, Syn. 


| turned to peer at the pile of bodies we'd left on the cave floor. It was 
pooling with blood and starting to stink. 


There was a humanshape there. Heliolisk. A bit of an awkward 
shape, not to mention headless. But it was better than nothing. We 
could deal with it. We could possess the dead body just like how all 
the lowest-level Plagued Ones did. 


So we turned into a cloud and infested the corpse. We stood the 
lifeless body up once we had woven our way into its skin, and tried 
to form our own head on the stump of a neck. Something that 
resembled the Shadow Hunter's head. It took a lot less energy than 


trying to form an entire shape by ourselves and holding it for a long 
time. So without wasting too much time, we were off again. 


We followed a path up the mountain, and it turned into a stone 
staircase. There were more guards. That was fine. We could take 
guards. Birds swooped down to stop us from ascending the 
staircase. There were three Conkeldurr holding huge hammers. 


| stood up tall and made myself look scary. | turned the Heliolisk's tail 
into a Drapion tail. | brightened my eyes so everyone could see them 
even in the darkness of the night. 


"| come in peace," | said. " / am here to strike a deal with your 
leaders. " 


| didn't Know if these guards were plagued. It was unfair to assume 
every Pokémon is plagued. | knew that much. But we needed to 
probe deeper to figure it out. It was safe to assume that most 
Pokémon who had the pins were plagued, although some of them 
could have still been innocent, just like Terron and Zekra were before 
the voices in their heads started getting stronger. Or how | was 
before Impetus rescued me. Those Pokémon who were stubborn 
and fought against the insanity, not letting it consume their soul. 
Those Pokémon were good. They would die when the Primogenitor 
did, all the same, but they were on our side. 


"A deal ?" said one of the flying ones. "You expect that our leaders 
would make a deal with a Plagued One?" 


"lam no Plagued One," | lied. Well, it was only sort of a lie. | wasn't 
the kind of Plagued One they thought of, but it was still a lie | needed 
to tell everyone to get them to trust me. "| am the bane of Plagued 
Ones. | hail from the Anderon region in the east, where | have 
cleansed the land of every Plagued One which has crossed my 
path." 


| watched their eyes. | saw when the flying one's eyes narrowed in 
fear. It knew. 


It tried to fly away, but | whipped a tentacle at it and dragged it back. 
The Conkeldurr jumped and pointed their hammers at me. 


"Say my name and I'll let you live," | said. "| want to hear you say my 
name." 


"W-wait, |... Don't kill me, please..." 


| ripped it apart. Feathers erupted around me. There was a spark of 
fire as the body shattered. | realized | had probably killed a 
Talonflame. The plague dissipated from what was left, that shadow 
which turns into mist when they die for good. 


"The bird was one of them," | informed the Conkeldurr. "A spy among 
you. There are more of them. Many more. It is why | have come 
here. | will cleanse your fortress of the traitors. But first | need to talk 
to your leaders." 


They looked terrified, but | knew they were innocent. They probably 
knew the Talonflame personally, yet never Suspected. What they had 
seen me do shook them to the core. 


But that was not unusual. | had seen this reaction before. | 
particularly remembered a poor Kabutops | had left lost and 
confused when | slaughtered her commander. But there was nothing 
| could do to help her. The Plagued Ones all needed to die. Even the 
ones who weren't all that bad. 


There were more guards. | saw them stepping into my range of view. 
Umbreon. Grovyle. All posed to attack me. But they saw what | had 
done. 


"Won't it come back?" someone said. 
"No," | informed them, in my best ghost impression. "The shadows 


fear me. They fear me because | am a different kind of foe. | slay 
them. | never leave them alive. Even when | tell them to say my 


name, | will still kill them in the end. When | am done with my work, 
every shadow in Shiron will be no more." 


Technically true, Willow said. 


"W-we can't..." said a Grovyle who approached me. "Look. Our 
leaders... We're not allowed to even see them. Only t-the team 
leaders... the high team leaders can request audience with t-the..." 


"Then get me inside the fortress," | ordered to it. "I will find them 
myself. Can you get me into the fortress without setting the guards 
on high alert?" 


"Not while you look like that we can't," the Umbreon said skittishly. 
"Maybe if you can blend into the shadows better, we could follow you 
and make sure you aren't seen by anyone else. It's not going to be 
easy, but we could try." 


"Obliged," | said. | made my eyes stop glowing. | got rid of all the 
scary purple fire. | became a pure black shadow, and | got down on 
all fours with the Heliolisk corpse and started crawling. "Thank you 
for trusting me. | am on your side." 


So that's what they did. | crawled beside the stairs with the headless 
Heliolisk covered in our plagued shadow. They kept an eye out for 
me and directed me, and they distracted the other guards from 
seeing me. 


They kept trying to whisper things to me, though. The Grovyle said, 
"| had no idea there were spies for them in the Fellowship. How 
many are there?" 


"| can't tell you," | replied, trying to be a creature of few words. It was 
part of the Shadow Hunter's fearsome persona. "If | told you, you 
would likely kill yourself out of pure despair." 


"So... there is no hope, then?" said a Conkeldurr. "This war is over? 
Is our fate decided?" 


"Not as long as | am alive," | said. | let a bit of my own hope slip into 
my voice. | probably shouldn't have, it was dangerous. "When | am 
done, they will all be dead. Every last one. Listen when | tell you this. 
For every Pokémon in Shiron who is not yet plagued, there is hope. 
Do not get plagued, and there will always be hope. Always." 


It took about two hours, but we climbed the mountain and they got 
me into the storage basement of the castle. We thanked the guards 
and told them to go back exactly where they had been. We had 
already left enough corpses, and we didn't need any more evidence 
that something had gone wrong overnight. 


But then we faced our next problem. Pledge Mountain Fellowship 
was a huge stone castle built into the side of the mountain. It was 
probably where the king of all Shiron lived back in the day when 
there were still kings. It would take half a day to slither from one 
spire to the other. 


It would be a tough place to navigate. We knew. It helped that we 
could phase through walls. At least some of them that were thin 
enough. It also helped that we could collapse into a shadow on the 
floor for limited periods. But we had no idea where we needed to go. 
We would be hunting blind. 


| thought Willow said he was going to make this fun. 


What are you talking about? This is great fun. We just got into the 
most high-security fortress left in Shiron. Isn't it thrilling? 


What are you saying, Syn? You want to go in the berserker way? We 
could do that too. It would certainly be chaotic. But if you ask me, 
there will be enough time for that later. For now we need to be smart. 
Let's start learning what we can about this place... 


Once we were actually in the castle, it was easy to move around. We 
moved on the ceiling and stayed out of the range of the light from 
torches. 


It was a busy place. A real Fellowship base. Teams went up and 
down the halls discussing missions and hauling sacks of items. Even 
in the dead of night, there were some active teams just returning 
from successful raids. 


It brought back memories of when | went on missions with Terron, 
Zekra, and Impetus. It seemed simple back then. | lost my family but 
when | joined Team Vendetta, it seemed to make my life more 
straightforward. | always knew what we had to do next, what 
missions to do or what orders to follow. And | think that made me 
happy. When the way forward is right in front of you, | think it makes 
you happier than when you have to look for it yourself and worry that 
you're always doing the wrong thing. 


Like the kind of life we have now. Nothing is ever simple anymore. 
Even though we are strong now, we always had to do all the 
searching and deciding by ourselves. And there was always this 
nagging feeling that | could have been going in the wrong direction 
the whole time. That's what happens when you're lonely. 


Of course, | don't feel too lonely anymore with Willow, but there are 
things even he doesn't know. You could say that as Plagued Ones 
who are good guys, we are very lonely. 


But the Pledge Mountain members didn't have that problem. They 
still had the old way of life where everything's spelled out for you and 
life is happy because having hope always seems to be easy when 
you know where to go next. | was kind of jealous of them for it. 


Ignorance is bliss, he reminded me. Ignorance will always be bliss. 
But that doesn't make it good. 


That was something | forgot sometimes. 


We spent all night searching the lower wings for some kind of hidden 
room. The castle was so big that it would take days to search the 
whole place. We were looking for something secret-looking. 
Something that looked like only the elite members could enter. 


Trying to find the innermost halls of the castle ourselves was 
hopeless. So we changed our strategy. We tried to find someone 
who knew the leaders so we could stalk them and maybe get access 
to the secret rooms. Too bad we couldn't figure out who the elite 
members were just by looking at them. We saw some Pokemon with 
pins, but they didn't look like generals or even infested spies. They 
looked like they were just innocent Pokémon who knew what the 
pins were and wore them because they didn't want to get plagued. 


But we got lucky. Right before the sun rose, we found a meeting hall. 
It was a long rectangular hall with pillars and purple curtains that | 
think might have originally been the throne room of the castle. There 
was some kind of meeting about to start. And that meant some 
important Pokémon would be giving a briefing or a speech or 
something, just like how it was in the old Fellowship teams. And that 
important Pokémon might be worth following. So we slithered into 
the shadowy corner of the ceiling and waited for the room to fill up 
with an audience. Maybe it was a mandatory morning meeting. 


The room filled up with about a hundred Pokémon. Not as much as | 
was expecting. They seemed to be newcomers. Maybe this was an 
orientation meeting. 


Do you think this might be an emergency meeting of team leaders, 
warning everyone that someone broke into the castle last night? Do 
you think they found the bodies of the missing guards? 


| sure hope not, | said. 


We heard when a voice echoed across the hall and caused the 
crowd to hush down. 


The voice gave us a Shiver. It was long, deep, booming... a very 
familiar voice. 


When we saw the source of the voice, we nearly lost our grip on the 
ceiling and fell into the crowd. It was a Pokémon we had not seen in 
a very long time. 


It was Len the Luxray. The former leader of our old Fellowship. Our 
former boss. The one who banished Terron and Zekra after | got 
taken away. 


He gave a speech. | guess it was some kind of pep talk. We hardly 
heard anything he said, but the crowd seemed to be listening intently 
and even cheered when it was over. 


| did catch one thing he said. | heard it because it was near the end 
of his speech, and he started raising his voice. 


"Don't be afraid to give up hope if by doing so you let hope live on in 
the hearts of others." 


"Don't be afraid to keep fighting a losing war. Your last actions may 
be remembered by your foes for all time.” 


"Don't be afraid to die knowing that your enemies will be given the 
happiness that should have been given to you." 


"And never, ever be afraid to stand alone." 


It was depressing. | couldn't believe the things he was saying. It was 
almost a de-motivational speech, and he made the whole speech as 
if he was about to cry. 


| almost wanted to give him a hug. 


Interesting... seems this isn't the leader of Team Valor you once 
knew? 


No, he would never speak like this... At least not when he was 
leader. Even when Aurora Town was torn down, he still had the heart 
to carry on. 


Right... he speaks as though he has no hope left in himself. This is 
not the voice of a valiant leader. But here's the interesting part: it's 
also not the voice of a Plagued One. 


Huh? 


A Plagued leader would be wearing a false persona of valor. He on 
the other hand is speaking from his heart. 


Syn, | think we should follow him. | think Len learned the truth of the 
Pledge Mountain Fellowship, but is not yet a member of the elite 
cabal which runs things around here. That's the only explanation | 
have for why he would act this way. 


Maybe he is on our side. We should approach him. 


So we waited until the meeting was over and we followed Len 
through some back halls. He parted from the crowd and went 
through a door and locked it behind him. We had to phase through 
the door to follow him. On the other side of the door was this really 
long and thin hallway, completely silent. 


Len just walked through it all alone in total silence. His steps were 
slow and he hung his head like he was thinking about too many 
things to fit in his brain at once. He also looked very tired. It was hard 
to follow him because | knew he would hear any little sound we 
made. 


| wondered if we could just talk to him while he was alone. 


Not yet. Anyone else could come through that door and see us. Wait 
until he goes a bit further and then we'll see. 


But we didn't get the chance. Before we knew it, there was another 
creature standing in the hall. | don't know how it got there. Maybe it 
teleported while we were looking at Len. 


It was a huge creature, very tall and colorful, stood on four legs. It 
almost filled the tiny hallway. It looked very angry and waited for Len 
to approach it. It looked like a fire elemental beast. 


" What kind of a talk was that?!" it roared. "That's not what we told 
you to say." 


"| am a free Pokémon," Len said. He stood defiantly. "I say what | 
believe." 


"If you subvert our wishes again, you might not be a free Pokemon 
for much longer,” said the huge fire beast. "We had an agreement 
with you. But that agreement only holds if you do as we say. DO 
YOU UNDERSTAND? " 


"Yes, master..." Len grumbled. It was so weird hearing him say that. 
Len was nobody's master. 


"You're supposed to give them hope. Keep making them think that 
what they're doing here matters. We need to keep them busy." 


"Yes, master." 


"I've had enough of your attitude, hatchling . Tomorrow we will be 
writing the script for you. If you deviate from the script by one word, 
our deal is off. Understand?" 


"| understand, master." 
"DON'T TALK TO ME LIKE THAT!" 


The huge fiery beast slashed its drawn claws across Len's face. It 
drew blood and | think it might have also pierced his eye. Len roared 
in agony and rolled on the ground pawing at his face. Blood spilled 
on the floor. 


Did we just watch Len go blind in one eye? Isn't that the Luxray's 
best power, being able to see through walls? Would it lose that 
power if it only had one eye? 


We have to help him. Get something to heal him fast. Before that 
wound becomes permanent. 


| know you want to help, but we have to stay here. This is important. 


Len bellowed. "You have taken my hope, but you will never take 
theirs! Not as long as | am alive!" 


"You will do as we Say." 
Another scratch across his prone belly. More blood. 
"I'm done talking with you. Take him back to his cell." 


A bunch of ghosts appeared and dragged the wounded Luxray into 
the ground. He was gone. 


Syn... what is going on? What just happened? 

| was hoping you'd be able to tell me. 

We froze in place, just watching the huge fiery beast shake its head. 
Then it looked straight at us. 


"Who in the name of Arceus are you ?" it demanded, walking 
towards us. 


Well. Guess there's no point in hiding anymore. 

We dropped from the ceiling and shape-shifted into something more 
mysterious. | kept my Serperior head but made the back of my body 
look more like Len's. Then | let Willow do all the talking. He was 
good at that. 


"Wouldn't you like to know?" | sneered at the huge beast that was 
four times my own size. 


"Why yes, yes | would," he said, matching my attitude perfectly. 


"Fine then," | said. "I'm an outsider. And I'm here for some answers." 


"Answers? What sort of answers?" he said. "Is there something 
wrong with your telepathic link? Has your host been fighting you?" 


"You misunderstand me, hatchling . | am not one of you. And before 
you try to slice me open like you did to that poor Luxray, don't make 
the mistake of underestimating me. Everyone who's done so in the 
past is dead. You might have heard of me before. I'm the Shadow 
Hunter . | slay your kind for fun." 


The huge beast smirked. "Ah, you don't say! | suppose | should say 
it's an honor to finally meet you. The mythical scourge of the east, 
the renegade! What brings you here? | suppose we should find a 
more appropriate place to talk. Before your ultimate demise, of 
course. As much as | respect you, | hope you understand that | will 
need to do everything in my power to exterminate you." 


| cackled an evil laugh. "Of course, | would expect nothing less," | 
said confidently. Inside, Willow was a little worried. He was planning 
battle strategies against the huge fire beast... just in case. It was 
more likely we could escape through the walls and get away. "But 
before you do, hear me out." 


"I'm listening.” 


"I'm here to speak to the Primogenitor," | said confidently. "| wish to 
call a truce." 


He snorted. "| suppose this proves you are not a renegade blight, as 
we had all suspected. Our telepathic link allows us to speak to the 
Primogenitor at will. Unless there was a mutation that has silenced 
the link for you." 


"No, you misunderstand," | replied. "| wish to speak to the 
Primogenitor face-to-face . | know you have a portal in here 
somewhere that leads to Giratina's realm." 


The beast laughed at me. "That portal is the most guarded secret we 
have here. You think we'd simply give it over to the likes of you ? | 


think not. We're under strict orders not to let anyone see it." 
"But it does exist." 


"Of course it does. Anyone who knows the truth about Pledge 
Mountain can puzzle it out for themselves. But | think the 
Primogenitor would slice me in half right here and now if | were to 
give a stranger like you the route to our spiritual realm. And 
besides..." 


He laughed again. 
"You would just get eaten.” 
| blinked. "... Excuse me?" 


"Oh, you think I'm joking? It eats anyone who it finds useless. Every 
day it summons more of us to its lair and just... snacks on all the 
stray minions it decides it doesn't like. Just like that. Like we're 
nothing but chocolate-covered Durant for it to add to its 
incomprehensible mass. I've seen it happen. They don't get any last 
words, even. Just... pop. Into the void we all go. We all dread its 
summons. Most of us. Not me, though. | know it'd never eat me, this 
host is too important to lose." 


| smiled. "| Suppose you've heard, then, that the Primogenitor isn't 
the only one who snacks on shadows." 


"| Suppose it isn't. But you have my deepest apologies that you have 
come all this way for nothing. If you're going to bite my head off, so 
be it. Others will carry on in my stead. But | can't take you to the 
portal. Absolutely not." 


"What if | made you an offer?" | said. 


| shapeshifted a few times while | spoke. | turned into a Marowak, 
and a Zoroark, and a Darkrai. 


"What if | could bring your enemies to you, all at once?" | offered. 
"Show me where the portal is, and | will deliver them straight to the 
Primogenitor. The last true threat standing in your way of complete 
victory. Imagine them taken out of the picture. | can do that. | ama 
foe to them equally." 


"Oh, a tempting offer," said the fire beast. "But I'm afraid not. We'd 
have no way of knowing you would keep your end of the bargain. 
And besides, the Primogenitor doesn't want to see them. The 
Primogenitor is afraid of them. Especially... two of them. If either one 
of those two were to learn of the Portal's location... heads would 
roll." 


"| see, at any rate, thank you for your information," | said with a little 
nod, shifting back into a bipedal shape. "! will continue the search on 
my own." 


"Oh, but what of our battle? | was quite looking forward to testing the 
mettle of this host for a change." 


"Our battle has been cancelled." Yes, and we can say this because 
we stayed in the cramped corridor where it can't move freely. If we 

had moved to a more ‘comfortable place’ earlier, it would have had 
no problem initiating the fight. 

Willow issued a command to our body. But | resisted. 

Syn. Jump. 

No. 

Syn... ! We need to... 

No. We don't. 


You don't understand, there are... 


| understand just fine. 


Failing to jump from the floor, several ghostly tendrils grabbed hold 
of us and started to drag us down. 


"A pity. Well, | suppose I've grown to like you," said the beast, "so | 
won't be killing you just yet. Perhaps we shall try to subdue you. 


You'd make a fantastic figurehead for our little community. Take him 
to a cell as well." 


And just like Len, we were soon gone, too. 

Syn... What are you doing?! Why won't you let me fight? 
It's alright. | know what to do. 

Really? | can see no good end to this. 


Willow, look... they're going to take us to the same place they took 
Len. 


Len? Why do we want to see Len? 
Because Len needs our help. 


We don't have time to help him. We need to find that portal. | could 
have weaseled it out of that legendary beast if you would have 
cooperated... ! 


Willow... I'm sorry, but this is one time | think that I'm right. We need 
to help him. You make a lot of good decisions for us, but this time | 
want to make this one. 

It's a bad, bad idea. It's a bad, bad, bad, bad idea. 

If something goes wrong, | might not be able to save you. 


So be it. You're the host. 


And so the ghosts dragged us into the floor. There was some kind of 
electricity to their touch, and they made me feel sleepy. | couldn't 


fight... at least, not after all the shape-shifting | had done in the past 
hour. 


When they took us into the floor, | went completely blind. 


The castle had a dungeon, because of course it did. All castles have 
dungeons. | think. 


And they used that dungeon. They used it a lot. There were lots and 
lots of cells with trapped Pokémon inside. | think most of them were 
Fellowship members they were trying to turn into Plagued Ones. 
There was barely any light. There were some weird red torches that 
hurt my eyes. 


It didn't take very long to get our strength back. When we did, we 
killed the Mismagius that were carrying us. It was easy. Then we 
started to explore the dungeons. Inside the cells, there were 
Pokémon trapped. They were strung up in various ways. Some of 
them were upside-down or hanging sideways. Most of them were 
alive. The devices they used looked all arcane and shadowy. 


We saw this Bulbasaur that we held in mid-air by dark electricity. And 
there was this Dragonite that was laying on the ground face-down, 
being crushed by this huge block so it couldn't move. There was this 
Ambipom with all of its hands and feet strung up in this huge 
spiderweb. 


| saw a Starvia with feathers ripped off half of its body. 


| saw an Ursaring of some kind with huge bloody gashes large 
enough for guts to spill out. 


It was scary. A Plagued One dungeon for non-Plagued ones. | never 
thought I'd see something like this. It was creepy. Efficient and 
creepy. 


Willow was arguing with me the whole way. But he was a shadow. 
Being angry was one of the things he was good at. 


That beast is probably going to see the Primogenitor right now to 
tell it about us, and we aren't there. And this Is all your fault. 


Remind me again why we're down here in the dungeons? Did you 
want to end up in one of these cells? 


Synergy...? Are you going to answer me? 


Look, I'm here because | still have some compassion left. | Know you 
understand compassion because you have a lot of it for me. But 
since I'm not a shadow, | can have compassion for people besides 
me. Like Len. That's why I'm here. | just want to help him. Maybe set 
him free. 


Compassion Is a... 
Don't you say it. Don't you dare. 


If it weren't for compassion, Impetus wouldn't have run into the cloud 
of Plagued Ones to rescue us. 


If it weren't for compassion, Terron and Zekra would be enemies 
right now. 


Alright. 
Alright, alright. | get the point. 
Do you think having compassion for Len would do anything good? 


Yes. But | don't know how. My instincts tell me that something good 
will come out of this. 


Very well, then. 


| apologize for being petulant. Let's work together again. 


Go see him. I've got your back. 
| wandered up and down the halls. There were so many halls. 


| tried not to look at the trapped Pokémon in the eye. None of them 
said a word to me. | wasn't hiding my true appearance anymore so 
they thought | was an enemy come to torture them or do terrible 
things to them. They didn't want to attract my attention. 


But | saw things in their eyes. They were all on the brink of 
hopelessness. They were broken inside. Broken and despairing. | 
wondered why this dungeon existed if the Plagued Ones only 
needed to plague their hosts. Why did they keep a dungeon full of 
free Pokémon? It didn't make sense. Why torture them like this? 


Maybe the Primogenitor feeds on misery. It would make sense. A 
shadow-side such as myself finds misery quite delicious. 


... But having said that, | find no joy in seeing so many Pokémon like 
this. It is rather disturbing, and to be honest I'd rather not be here. It 
is not the sight of the gore that bothers me, but the sight of the 
lengths our enemies have gone. 


Yeah. Yeah, | know. 


That's why we'll beat them. We'll beat them all. To pay them back for 
things like this. 


We found Len. He was in a pretty big cell. | got through the door by 
turning into ooze and flowing through the bars in the window. 


It looked like a cage for legendaries. The smell of dried blood was 
everywhere, on the walls and the floor. And in the very center, there 
were a few chained cuffs holding Len's legs to the floor, but nothing 
else. They looked easy to break, but Len didn't look like he wanted 
to fight. It looked like his energy was completely spent. | wondered if 
the cuffs sapped his energy, his willpower. 


He just stood there in the center of a small red circle of light, staring 
at the floor. 


And for some reason, seeing him like this hurt more than seeing any 
of the other tortured Pokémon in this dungeon. Here was a noble 
leader who had inspired thousands to fight, to rebel against the 
Plague swarm... now reduced to a lonely prisoner. It was hard to see 
someone who | knew had a mighty soul, trapped in a dark place like 
this. It hurt. 


Nobody should have to be this lonely. 


Did you want to do the talking this time? Go ahead. You're in full 
control. 


| considered shape-shifting before getting his attention. | thought 
maybe he would be more willing to talk with me if | looked like a 
Snivy or something. But | decided not to. | could talk to him. It's not 
like he could attack me or get away or anything. | could make him 
listen, no matter what | looked like. 


"Len," | said as | came up behind him slowly. "Len... don't be afraid. 
I'm a friend." 


He turned his head to me. His eye was still closed, with bloody 
gashes across it. It would probably be like that forever. But he wasn't 
looking at me, he was listening. He turned his ear toward me. 


"What do you want...?" Len grumbled. 

"| want to talk to you," | said. | tried to sound friendly. "I know you 
won't believe this, but I'm on your side. I'm a good guy. |... just might 
not look like one at first." 


| slithered up beside him so he could see me. He scowled at me and 
made a deep growl. 


"Do you remember me?" | said. "| used to work for you. My name is 
Synergy. | was a Snivy... you banished my team from the Aurora 
Town Fellowship..." 


"Go away," he said. He looked at the floor again. "You're not fooling 
anyone. | have done my time for today. Let me rest." 


"Len, listen to me. I'm here to help you. I'm..." 


"| said LEAVE! " he roared, shaking the ground. He sounded more 
dark and bitter than I've ever heard a plagued one sound. 


" NO!" | shouted back. "It took me long enough to find you! | need to 
talk to you." 


His chains clinked as he turned around, trying not to look at me. 


| thought for a moment. | wanted to get his attention. | needed to say 
something that would make him trust me. To make him see that | 
was on his side. 


But | realized that it probably wouldn't work. So instead, | said, 
"Len... do you know where the portal is? I'm looking for the portal to 
the Primogenitor. Because | want to kill it. I'm going to kill the 
Primogenitor. When the Primogenitor dies, all the plagued ones will 
die forever. And your dream will finally come true. You could live ina 
world with no plague." 


He didn't say anything. He didn't even move. 

"Please tell me if you know where the portal is." 

He turned to look at me, dragging his chains with him. "I have seen 
it," he sighed. "| have been taken there... once. | have seen the 


abomination with my own eyes." 


"Then tell me where it is!" | begged. "If you do, | can kill the 
Primogenitor! And this war will be all over!" 


"Can't," Len said. "If | did, they'd know. As punishment they would 
plague me." 


"If they did, your sacrifice would be remembered forever," | said, 
encouraging him. "There would be statues of you in Aurora Town. | 
promise. | just need to know where the portal is. It's all | need. Then 
we can end everything.” 


"You speak of sacrifice," Len said with a haunting growl in his voice. 
"You know nothing about sacrifice..." 


Wow, he's starting to sound like Yimtri, Willow said. And that's 
impressive, seeing that he's not plagued. 


But everyone's got a shadow, | remembered. You don't need to be 
plagued to have one. 


"You expect me to believe you can kill that thing," Len spat. "That 
thing... that thing in the reverse world... that thing | can look forward 
to seeing as soon as | die... No... no, | can't. | made thema 
promise... | promised them... Promised I'd never let myself become 
one of them. | cannot take their hope away." 


"Promised who? Whose hope?" 

He glared at me. There was power behind his eye. It was scary. 
“They took them from me," he said. "One-by-one... they took them. | 
told them... told them I'd rather die than become one of them. 


Suicune... Entei... they were... they... did things... First it was 
Eclair. Then Emdox..." 


"Your teammates,” | whispered. "What... happened to them?" 


Len cast his gaze downward again. | could feel some kind of a power 
inside of him. The static in the air was changing. 


" Dead. They're all dead. All gone. All dead. One by one, they took 
them." 


"| suspected the truth for years, but | never said anything. When 
Aurora town was destroyed, | saw... | saw what they had done. What 
the fellowships had done. That's why | disbanded so many teams. 
Like Team Vendetta. | didn't want them to be part of it. Part of the 
enemy they thought they were fighting." 


"When | got to the mountain they locked me up and gave mea 
choice. They said that | knew too much... said | needed to become 
one of them. But they wanted me to go willingly. | resisted... Even 
when they threatened me with death, | resisted... So they started 
threatening my companions... thought they could break me faster 
that way... said | could save them if | consented to letting the plague 
into my mind... But | kept resisting... 


They killed them. One by one. In front of me. Eclair was split open 
down the middle by Raikou's claw. Like a skinned Magikarp. Left 
hanging from the ceiling to bleed for hours, right over there. Jade 
was ripped limb-from-limb, right over there. Emdox... eaten alive. 
Suicune... ate him. From the inside-out... he..." 


Len was choking. | didn't have to see his eyes to tell that he was 
crying. | think | was starting to cry too. 


"|... remember all their last words... they all... they all went willingly. 
They told me never to lose hope. They told me never to break. Never 
to become one of them . That's what they... died for. If | let them 
plague me, I've taken their last wishes away... they would have... 
their deaths would mean nothing." 


"| was made a figurehead here. They knew the Fellowship followers 
would trust me... and so they told me what to say, and | obeyed 
them just so | could keep living... Every day, they threaten to plague 
me with the shadows if | make just the slightest misstep..." 


| coiled uncomfortably. "Len... | don't understand," | said, holding 
back my tears. | needed to hear him talk now and | couldn't let my 
tears get in the way. This was important. "Why didn't they just infest 


you? Why did they have to... break your spirit first? Why are they 
going through all this trouble...?" 


"They wanted me to be a general for that thing," Len said. "They 
wanted me to be a leader of Pledge Mountain. When they want you 
to be a general, they can't just infest you outright. They have to do 
something special with you first. I've never understood it either... 
Maybe... maybe a broken spirit makes a stronger Plagued One. 
Maybe they need you to snap so that the darkness in your shadow 
grows. | have never known the answer... All | have known in these 
past months is loneliness... and suffering." 


"... But not hopelessness," | said. "They haven't broken you yet. | still 
see you in there." 


He snorted at me. "What do you know? You're one of them, too. 
What would a Plagued One ever know about suffering?" 


"More than you know," | told him. "The suffering of Knowing that me 
and everyone I've ever loved is either dead or about to die as soon 
as the Primogenitor is dead. The suffering of seeing my enemies do 
terrible things to Pokémon like you. There are things that | will never 
forgive them for. They will all die. All of them. | will make sure of it." 


"Heh, you sound like me when | was young," he said with so much 
bitterness. "You sound like every friend and ally I've ever known in 
this war. That was always our mantra. They will die. Make them all 
die. Day after day... All that naive hope. That's why we woke up 
every day. Imagining a world without the plague. Imagining revenge. 
That was the Fellowship. That was why we thought we stood. And 
they used that. They used that hope against us. Made us feel too 
comfortable. Made us assume we could trust our own allies. Made 
us... think that everything would be all right in the end because we 
were doing the right thing. 


"SO tell me, if you're really honest..." 


"... How can you continue to have this hope, even after you've seen 
how badly our side is failing?" 


",... How can you honestly believe you can kill that thing all by 
yourself?" 


| slithered up to him and looked fondly at him. | knew | looked like a 
demon snake, but | tried to show my true honesty in my eyes. 


"Because I'm not all by myself," | told him. "And you don't have to be 
alone, either. What if | were to tell you that the Aurora Town 
Fellowship is still standing?" 


There was a spark in his eye. It was small, but | caught it. He thought 
| was lying. 


"It's true," | said, smiling. "Right now as we speak, the most powerful 
Pokémon in the world are gathered in Aurora Town, keeping alive 
the Fellowship you built... and we're posed to strike one final blow 
against the Primogenitor. We have Yimtri and the entire Dusk Mines 
Fellowship as our allies. We even have Reshiram, the god of fire. 
And we have the notorious Shadow Hunter... which is me, by the 
way, if you haven't already figured that out. All we're missing is you, 
our valiant leader, the one who was so strong that not even the 
legendary creatures could break his spirit. Come home with me, and 
lead your Fellowship to victory." 


While | was talking to him, | was slithering underneath all of his 
chains with my tail. | turned my spine into a blade and sliced all the 
chains apart, letting Len free. 


"Len, you are hereby dismissed from the Pledge Mountain 
Fellowship," | said sternly. "Now let's go. You don't have to be alone 
anymore." 


He looked at his broken chains. And he looked at me, wondering if 
he was dreaming. He even opened his bloody eye to me. It was still 
whole after all, but the claws had gone pretty deep into his eyelid 


and his face. Maybe someone had used a healing spell. Either way, | 
was happy for him. | smiled. 


"They still exist, you know," | said to him. "Emdox, Eclair, Garter, all 
of them... Because spirits can't be destroyed. They're watching you 
right now. They're waiting for you to come back home. They want to 
see you take your victorious last stand!" 


Not to mention that they'd like you to get a certain oversized squatter 
off of their property so they can actually ‘rest in peace,’ Willow 
added. | had to try not to chuckle. 


A third voice shouted from behind me, scaring the living daylights out 
of me. 


"Well, I'm not sure | would go so far as to say that all of his 
teammates are cheering for him," said the voice. "Some of us are 
happy right where he is." 


Well, that did not sound friendly at all. | swiveled my head around. 
And the first thing | saw... 


Eyes. 

Red, glowing, hateful eyes. Glaring right into me. 

He was a green Pokémon, too. Like me. It was kind of like looking in 
a mirror. | finally got to see what it was like when | intimidated 
someone else. Because this Pokemon was making me terrified. 

"So you're the Shadow Hunter,” said the thing as it came toward me. 
"Never would have guessed. Actually, now that | think about it, it 
made sense. Erebus had her way with you, did the same thing she 
did with that human and his mate. That explains why you're not 
listening to orders. Finally, it all comes together." 

The Pokémon entered the ring of red light and | saw who it was. 


Flygon. 


It was Vantis. Len's teammate. But... at the same time... it wasn't. 
He was one of them. 
Stay away from this one, Willow warned me. He feels strong. 


"Since we're talking about the Aurora Town Fellowship still standing- 
thank you for the tip, by the way, we had no idea-| suppose | could 
mention who tore it down in the first place," Vantis said all cheerfully, 
like he was the same old Vantis we used to know. "That would be 
me. | helped arranged the fall of Aurora Town. It came at just the 
right time, too. | couldn't let your little Team Vendetta start piecing 
things together. So if you want to get technical, that means... Bane 
and Rayne dying? Wasn't Zekra's fault, not so much. Mostly it was 
mine. Too bad, | bet she's still beating herself up over that to this day. 
Fine with us, though. We'll take anything we can to make her 
weaker. She's been doing a bit of damage lately. Not as much as 
you, however." 


| shapeshifted into the Shadow Hunter. Tried to stand up tall and 
look intimidating. Made a bunch of bladed tendrils come out of my 
back and wave around. But Vantis didn't even look impressed. 


"Can't do that whole 'say my name' thing to me, Syn," he said. 
"Already said it. So that means you're going to spare my life, right?" 


"You will die like the rest," | said, letting Willow take control again. "I 
never leave them alive." 


"Prove it," he said. 


| lunged at him, trying to bite his head off. But these giant fiery 
meteors appeared out of nowhere and one of them slammed me 
back to the other side of the cell. The rest crashed into the stone 
walls of the castle and some of them crumbled. 


It hurt. Underneath the plague, | was still a grass-type. Fire and 
rocks hurt a lot. | threw the huge flaming rock off of me, only to see 


Vantis was right there. He was a lot bigger than | expected. He was 
about as big as me. He gnashed his teeth at my face and | just 
barely turned to ooze and got out of the way in time. 


| got behind him, then | turned my tail into a giant sickle and | 
brought it down right on top of his head, slicing him in two down the 
middle. Except it didn't work. The blade shattered. That hurt, too. 


... What?! 
Willow started panicking. 
How did that happen? 


We're synchronized. He shouldn't be stronger than us. How did he 
deflect our attack? 


He blasted me with a hyper beam. | tried to dodge, but somehow the 
beam seemed to have infinite width. It took up the whole room. | got 
slammed against the other side of the wall. That hurt, too. 


| was losing energy. | had to stop shape-shifting. | had to fight as 
myself. As a Serperior. So | got back up and became my normal self, 
and | coiled up to the ceiling like | was ready to lunge at him. He 
slammed into my side, using his body as a hook to drag me into the 
other wall and slam me there. Then he coiled his tail around mine, 
and whipped me clear across the room. 


Hurt. Hurt. Hurt. It was so much hurt. 
| don't understand... why can't we fight this one?! 


We've never met a foe so powerful before. He's not even a 
legendary. 


"Is that all you've got, Shadow Hunter?" Vantis said, walking across 
the room on his feet to where we lay crumped in the corner. 
“Thought you'd be stronger than this. Guess you've just picked your 
fights well. Can't blame you. Gruella tactics are smart. That's how 


the Primogenitor started out, you know. Just started infesting some 
small groups of influential Pokémon... Before you know it, we rule 
the world." 


Vantis reached out with his claw and grabbed me by the neck, then 
he started squeezing. | started to see wisps of my shadow. Of 
Willow. It was hurting him. That was odd. Nothing ever hurt Willow. 


| twitched my tail and | took him by surprise. Good old "playing dead" 
trick works on the best of them. Threw him off of me. 


When he hit the ground, it was my chance. | went in for the kill. 


| did the same thing he did to me. | made a tentacle and | started 
strangling him. | even used a blade to try to slice his neck. It didn't 
work. It was like his scales were made of metal. 


Even as | tried squeezing him to death, he looked bored. 


"Oh, by the way, | guess | can answer your question," he said, not 
caring that | was contracting my tentacles around his neck as hard 
as | possibly could. "The reason we keep Pokémon down here 
instead of just infesting them outright. You want to know the truth? I'll 
tell you. Won't matter one way or another, since you're about to die." 


| decided to stop trying to squeeze him. It was getting tiring. So | let 
him go and waited to hear what he said, while Willow desperately 
started trying to come up with strategies to beat him. 


"There are two ways synchronization can happen. One is if the 
shadow and the host make friends. The big boss doesn't allow this 
under any circumstances. Any shadows who are even caught 
contemplating it go right down its throat at the next feeding. But 
thankfully, there's another way." 


"How can there be another way...?" | demanded. "You can only 
synchronize if the host and the shadow both consent." 


"Yeah, exactly. You synchronized because, I'm assuming, your 
shadow made friends with your host. |, on the other hand, achieved 
quite the opposite: | broke my host's spirit so completely that my host 
lost all hope and agreed to submit to anything. See? There are two 
ways to make the host and the shadow agree on everything. It takes 
a lot of work, but if we can make the host so miserable that they 
willingly choose to succumb to the darkness, we gain the power of 
synchronization without the compromise of the free will. They are the 
Primogenitor's ultimate warriors. And I'm one of them! | mean, | used 
to have those pins that | know you've seen the clan leaders wear in 
order to achieve the same effect, but this is much better. There's 
nothing that can break our synchronization now. 


"Len would have become just like me. Oh, what a powerful, 
fearsome creature he would have become... But he just would not 
break. We did everything to him. We killed his teammates in front of 
his eyes in the most gruesome ways we could think of. But he just. 
Would not. Break.” 


"Well, of course he didn't break!" | shouted. "Do you even know that 
guy?!" 


"Hmm, guess | thought | did," Vantis said, shrugging. "| guess that 
would make my social engineering assignment a complete failure. 
Oh well, you win some, you lose some. That's life. Doesn't matter to 
me, though." 


No... It's not possible. 

| had no idea... 

They're using synchronized soldiers too? 
Willow... 


No. No, this can't be happening. Everything | thought | knew is 
wrong. 


We messed up, Syn. We really messed up this time. | knew this was 
a bad idea. 


This is your fault. We could have gotten the location of the portal and 
be out of it, but no. You had to follow your compassion , and now 
look where we - 


Willow. It's alright. 


Alright? Alright?! We're about to die because we're going up against 
a synchronized bad guy, which | didn't even know existed until now, 
and... 


No. It's alright. We can die today. 

... What? 

I'm okay with dying. We did our best. 

So... what? Just like that? You're giving up? 


No. Not giving up. But the goal isn't to survive anymore. The goal is 
something else. 


... to distract Vantis and help Len get away. Len will tell them where 
the portal is. 


Yep. He got away while we were fighting. He's probably out of the 
castle by now. And everyone's letting him go because he's Len. They 
won't question him. 


And Luxray can run fast. They can run like lightning. He'll get back to 
Aurora Town in just a few days. 


We might be strong, but Reshiram is going to be the one to end this, 
not us. He's the one who needs the information, not us. And if Len 
can make it back to Aurora Town, then our mission is accomplished. 


So our job is finished. If we can get Vantis out of the way for good, 
that'd be even better. It'd help them when they come to attack the 
portal. 


... Alright. 
Alright, okay. You win. 


Well played, Synergy. Well played. A bold and noble death for the 
both of us. 


| couldn't have done it without you. 


It was an honor to be your shadow. On that note, there's something 
else you definitely can't do without me: beat this freak of nature. 
Luckily for you, I've come up with a plan. 


Yeah? What is it? 

You really, really aren't going to like it. 

Ready? 

Ready. 

Solar Beam to his right. 

Right when Vantis finished talking, | spat a huge ray of sunlight at 
him. But not to hurt him. | was just trying to get him into a different 
position. 

Now jump over him and get him with your tail. 


| did so. Turned my tail into a blade. He was still recoiling from 
dodging the unexpected sunbeam and | got a clean hit on him. | 
used Dragon-type energy so it went into his skin. 


Done. Now what? 


Now coil and jump to his left... he'll attack, dodge to the left. 


Tossed myself around him. He was surprised that | was dancing and 
not outright attacking. It was confusing him. 


Done. Now what? 
Here comes the good part. Go right over his head and bite his tail. 
Then what? 
Then start swallowing it. 
Swallowing his tail? 
.. Yep. 


And so | made a slithering leap and jumped at the end of the 
Flygon's tail. | dodged his last attack, a huge fireball, by suddenly 
turning into mist. When | reformed, my head was right beside his tail 
and | chomped down hard, unhinged my lower jaw, and started trying 
to pull it deeper into my throat. My fangs were tough, and coated 
with elemental and plague energy, and he couldn't yank his tail away. 
| was eating him. 


So Vantis did the only thing he could do: he started eating my tail 
too. 


Before we knew it, we were stuck in a gross circle, each had half- 
digested each other. | could barely breathe. But | Knew that | could 
chomp Vantis in half now. 


Problem is, if | chomped him in half, I'd also chomp myself, since my 
body was all the way down his throat. 


That's when | heard Vantis talking to me. We were so close together 
that | could hear his plagued voice in my head. It sounded so 
different than Willow, so unnatural. 


It said, Look at this wonderful mess we've gotten ourselves into. 
You've bested me... but what are you trying to prove, Shadow 
Hunter? 


Willow replied for me. I'm not trying to prove a thing. Actually, we're 
kind of just trying to survive here. It's the Primogenitor who's trying to 
prove something, | think. What that is, | have no idea. So you go ask 
them. 


| would, but | get the feeling that I'm about to be severed at the heart. 
Vantis said. 


Luckily for you, where does the Primogenitor live? 
... In the death realm. 


... Exactly. So that means we can go visit it together. Because 
nobody should have to be alone. 


Your optimism sickens me. 


Yeah, well YOU taste terrible! Where have you been, in some toxic 
swamp? 


| gave my last words to Willow. Told him it was our brightest hour. 
Told him it was perfect. 


Then | bit down hard on the Flygon's body. 


Special thanks to ScytheRider for writing out this entire chapter. 
| almost wish this wasn't the last chapter he will ever write for 
this story. He gave such wonderful contributions to the story 
whenever he shared his ideas or even wrote them out, even in 
smaller segments than this chapter. Never would have made it 
this far without him and his mirthful imagination. 


Chapter 84: Stop Hurting Me 


x 
Chapter 84 


Stop Hurting Me 


I'm not a good person. 


| admitted to this fact long ago for two reasons. One reason has to 
do with the fact that | am no longer an actual person. Since that day 
twenty-five years ago, | have been a Sableye, leaving behind any 
traces of my humanity. Or rather, merely having the appearance and 
guise of a Sableye. | truly am not a Sableye for many reasons, but | 
unmistakably seem to be one according to others and attempting to 
deny that fact would only cause others to think | am delusional and 
perhaps need to be locked away for my own safety. Thus | am no 
longer a human, but cannot be called a Pokémon. I'm something far 
stranger. 


The other reason | know that I'm not a good person is because of 
what | have been doing ever since | became a Sableye. For the few 
years of my new life | suppose | could have still called myself 
benevolent. | was harmless even. | didn't murder anyone because 
they wouldn't listen to me, | didn't blackmail others to keep 
information to themselves, and | certainly didn't lie to an entire 
network of Pokémon about a dangerous and powerful secret. 
However, that changed after | discovered the woods where Nyx lived 
and exactly what that nightmarish forest could do to anyone who 
dared to wander near it. After that day, | stopped being that 
benevolent person and | went into a downward spiral until | became 
a cold, ruthless leader who had to put an end to the suffering | had 
brought on this world. 


Though thinking about it now, perhaps | was still a bad person before 
| became a Sableye. Perhaps | was always a bad person if | woke up 
the Primogenitor from its long slumber as a human without much of a 
thought of what potential consequences could arise from my actions. 


Does the thought that I'm not a good person bother me? No, it 
doesn't. It did at one point. For a small while as the leader of my 
Fellowship after | came back from abandoning them due to shameful 
reasons, | felt rather remorseful and saddened that | had to take 
drastic measures to make sure that the other Fellowships didn't 
know about my own Fellowship's condition. | felt that | didn't have a 
sufficient excuse to continue living the way | was, committing myself 
to fulfil the deeds | was carrying out. In some regards, | thought 
myself to be turning into a monster. Or rather, more of a monster 
than the literal monster | was becoming. 


But at a rather astounding rate, my hesitance for my ways faded 
away. | realized within a matter of days there was no reason to feel 
regret for my actions anymore. | was doing what | had to with my 
circumstances. There was nothing else that could be done with my 
situation. 


And so, my reluctant reasoning for my potentially morally wrong 
decisions soon became steadfast convictions that were justified 
under the pretense that there was no other option. Not long after | 
stopped finding myself so squeamish at the drastic measures | was 
taking, | soon felt | had understandable reasons for committing such 
deeds. 


One of my reasons was because | knew the Fellowship would kill 
me. | didn't understand these thoughts at the time, as it was nothing 
more than a vague, persistent and paranoid thought that Nyx had 
been feeding me, but | knew the rest of the Fellowship could not be 
trusted. And though | didn't understand until later that it was because 
Nyx was trying to warn me that the Fellowship would destroy me to 
keep their convoluted conspiracy a secret, | listened to the paranoid 
thought. | did not think it was past them to kill their own members if 
they were slowly becoming their sworn enemy. 


Another reason for my secretive methods was because | did not 
want Pokémon joining me and getting themselves pointlessly 
plagued in the process. Of course | wanted help in eradicating the 
Plagued Ones. Only a fool would dismiss all help and support 
offered to them when faced against a great foe. However, | knew that 
a good majority of the Pokémon on Shiron were not the support | 
needed. | needed Pokémon who were competent and held steadfast, 
unwavering determination within them, as well as hold a great deal 
of trust to me. | would not settle for anything less when | had a foe as 
great and powerful as the Plagued Ones. However, there were no 
Pokémon that met my criteria. They were all too naive and blind. 
Thus, | refused to allow them to know my secret. | would not allow 
more pointless suffering all because | had been foolish enough to not 
shun these clueless Pokémon away. Only my Fellowship was 
allowed to know for there was absolutely no point in lying to my 
followers when the truth was germinating inside of them and infested 
the very place they lived in. 


| had many more reasons, but they are pointless to continue 
rambling on about. In the end, | made my decision about my 
thoughts on my actions and methods, and decided that | truly wasn't 
a good person. | was, as | once told someone, "a bad guy". | still am. 


But | suppose nothing less should be expected from a shadow. 


Oh yes, | still remember the day Terron slandered me with that word. 
How could | forget? He was extremely irrational at the time, 
proclaiming that he was going to kill me because | ruined his life 
despite having been separated from him for roughly three months at 
the time and other such nonsense. | couldn't take anything he said 
rather seriously while | dodged each of his attacks, waiting for him to 
tire so | could knock him out in a moment of distraction and then 
hurry away to a new location where he would never find me or my 
followers. He was very delusional and | did not have time for crazed, 
murderous Pokémon that were regrettably my other half. But when 
he accused me of being a shadow and went on a rant about exactly 
how he came to that conclusion, | realized he was right. | used to 


believe that | was the more rational side of Dimitri after he was split 
into Terron and |, but | realized in that moment it was not quite that. 
No, | was Dimitri's shadow, having stolen his memories so that he 
couldn't remember anything when what was left of him after | 
disappeared became Terron. | am the only side of Dimitri that could 
possibly believe that my way of living was justified and kept my vow 
to kill the Primogenitor undying despite the trials and tribulations | 
was forced to go through. It should have taken me months to 
succumb to the level | fell to, but it only took me days instead. 


It only makes sense that | am the Plagued One that should have 
overtaken Terron if the Primogenitor could have correctly put its taint 
into Dimitri and if Nyx had not torn Dimitri into two. 


Does this bother me? That's a rather difficult question to answer. | 
don't consider myself a Plagued One quite frankly. Though it's true 
that | have plague within me right now, perhaps festering silently 
thanks to our deal, | do not believe I'm one of the demons | see flying 
in swarms across the land. | am still perfectly myself. | am simply a 
living shadow now, living outside of Terron's body. The side of Dimitri 
that he did everything in his power to not be. 


| am his rejected self. 


But | do not dwell in the thought. | have no time to plunge into an 
existential crisis when there are far more urgent matters on my mind. 
Why should | waste my time wallowing in despair when | have a 
monstrous abomination to slay? Only the weak wallow in their 
insecurities and uncertainties and let these feelings drag them into a 
bottomless pit instead of fighting back and moving forward. 


But if | truly have to dwell on the circumstances of what | am and 
exactly what that means, then my answer is that that there is no 
reason to be bothered by what | am. Perhaps if | were still within 
Terron as a true shadow should be, then yes, | should very much be 
bothered by the fact that Terron can smother me out of existence 
every time | try to make myself Known. But he can't do that. | am out 
here with him in the real world and he has no control over me. | can 


say and do anything | please and he cannot stop me. There's no 
reason to be disturbed by the fact that | am the embodiment of 
Dimitri's darkness and inner demons. I'd like to say nothing about the 
strange relationship | share with Terron is bothersome. 


Except that there is something very, very bothersome about the 
connection we share. 


It is a thing. | have no other word for it. It is more than simply a 
feeling or a persistent thought that will not go away. 


It is a thing that plagues both my heart and my mind, deteriorating 
me from the inside out. 


It rots within me every day, invading my mind and pestering me 
perhaps even more than my plague did before it fell into silence. No 
matter what | do, it will always find a way to trouble me and make 
focusing on my more urgent tasks far more difficult than they ought 
to be. It will stir up a maelstrom of thoughts completely irrelevant to 
what | am currently thinking, or it will form a raging tempest within my 
heart. | find it somewhat of a miracle that | was able to pinpoint the 
location of the gateway that leads to the Primogenitor's world with 
how much my mind was being wracked with torment. | had to piece 
together many memories and words from my followers to obtain the 
information and it is a wonder | was able to properly remember them 
with this bothersome thing digging into my mind. 


| can't afford to have something bothering and pestering me any 
longer now that Syn should be returning from his mission sometime 
soon. A critical time is coming upon me and | musin't let anything get 
in my way. This suffering has to end before Syn gets back. Because 
as soon as he returns and reports success... | am going to the 
Primogenitor realm and fixing the mistake | made long ago. 


Until then, | am going to take care of this new problem that has 
arisen within me and made my aspirations rather difficult to focus on. 
There is absolutely no reason | should have to tolerate this 
unnecessary, burdensome thing any longer. As | once told Terron 


when he was drowning in his own despair, you must find the cause 
of your grief and eliminate it. You must take the metaphorical thorn 
that pierces your flesh and rip it out of you at all costs, no matter how 
much damage or pain such an action might inflict upon you. 


It won't be easy, but | have a plan. | know exactly what must be done 
to make sure everything goes exactly as | need it to. | have thought 
over it countless times, perfecting it to counter any possible 
obstacles that | might come across and make my plan go utterly 
wrong and come crashing down on me. | refuse to let that happen. | 
need this plan to prevail or else | will never be able to kill the 
Primogenitor. 


| can't keep harboring this thing inside of me for much longer... 


| had a plan before this, admittedly. When | was talking to Terron and 
his corrupted friends, | fully intended on having Zekra sent away to 
Pledge Mountains so that | could obtain answers. | had made the 
plan specifically with her in mind. | do need the information at Pledge 
Mountain, but | Knew | could have gone myself to get it. I've snuck in 
there once, and | know | could do it again if | truly had to. I'm much 
stronger and craftier than | was back then, not to mention | have 
abilities that | never would have dreamed of having those many 
years ago. But | needed Zekra to go instead. | didn't want her here 
anymore. | knew she wouldn't die, but she would at least be out of 
my life for several days. 


However, Syn decided to ruin everything. He had to volunteer in her 
place and was bent on not allowing her to go. | was going to attack 
him to prove he truly wasn't fit for the job. | was ready to subdue him 
as quickly as | used to subdue Terron whenever he decided to push 
his luck too far. But of course, then his shadow had to join his side 
and they proved too much for me. When | saw both Syn's eyes and 
the shadow's head on his tail... | knew they truly could kill me. There 
was no question. They would if | wouldn't listen to them. 


Accursed shadow, making Syn far more powerful than he ought to 
be. He might act confident, but he's still a child. He's younger than 
the rest of the group, yet he's arguably the strongest of them, aside 
from Reshiram. He's even stronger than me. Now because of his 
shadow's help, he's the one retrieving information from Pledge 
Mountains and not Zekra. 


He's the reason | have to go about this new plan that | never should 
have had to make in the first place. 


When he gets back here, he's going to feel the pain I've had to 
deal with. 


But | suppose there's no point in dwelling over this anymore. Syn is 
gone and | have to follow this new plan. One that | cannot allow 
anyone to alter again because quite frankly, I'm tired of changing my 
plans. 


| just need this to work. 


The first step of my plan is to have a private meeting with two of my 
most esteemed followers, Lume and Noc. This is a relatively simple 
and easy step, for speaking to only those two in secret is not out of 
place to anyone. Those two have been in my Fellowship longer than 
anyone else, and have been shadowing me ever since the 
Fellowship discovered that my entire Fellowship was plagued. They 
are both very useful to me and as of late, they have also made 
decent listeners. | understand the importance of occasionally being 
able to share some of my thoughts with others for the purposes of 
needing feedback, and they aid me in this need. | do not tell them 
everything, such as what | did when | was Dimitri or rather personal 
thoughts, but they understand my thoughts better than the rest of my 
followers do. 


There was another Pokémon who | once shared my more personal 
thoughts with after | lost the Pokémon that once led my Fellowship 
alongside me... but she's gone now. | do not know if | will see her 

again, let alone care about her as | used to. My tender feelings for 


her have vanished without a trace. She doesn't mean anything to me 
anymore, no matter how much | think about her and the meaningful 
memories we shared. 


| don't understand why this had to happen between Nyx and I. | 
cared about her so much, more than anyone | had ever met before, 
and then... it stopped. | don't understand how someone can simply 
stop loving someone else so abruptly. There is always a process, 
even if the signs are incredibly subtle and require much reflecting to 
identify what led to the lack of the love. Even if there was the entire 
incident with me temporarily believing that she had lied to me for 
years and was only my companion to corrupt my soul, | should have 
felt better after learning the truth. | should have still loved her, even if 
it was only a fraction of the amount of the feelings | used to have for 
her due to the shock of everything she revealed to me. | should still 
have wanted her to be in my company. 


But it wasn't enough. | still had some feelings, but they weren't 
enough and | wanted her out of my life and forget everything she 
ever meant to me. 


Now | have no feelings of love toward her. | have absolutely none. 


| cannot fathom why even though | want to rescue her from the 
Primogenitor, it is only because | need her power and not her 
companionship... 


Gah. 


What am | even asking? | already know why this has happened. | 
already understand why | no longer feel anything about the Pokémon 
that used to be by my side for years. The very thought of it even 
makes me fill with volatile resentment that makes my chest burn. 
The reason for my current predicament is utterly baffling and 
frustrating, something that shouldn't even happen. And yet, it is, and 
| can no longer love Nyx because of it. Perhaps Nyx and | never 
could have stayed together after she revealed she was not a Turtwig 
but instead a powerful Darkrai. | am not sure what would have 


happened, but | will never know now because | am stuck in 
thisutterly wrong, depraved circumstance. | could still have cared 
about Nyx instead of having my thoughts constantly drift toward... 


No, there's no point in pondering in this anymore. I'm wasting my 
time. I'll take care of this problem soon. | need to follow my plan and 
then | can be free of this ridiculous predicament. 


| meet Lume and Noc inside the church where | told Zekra about my 
past as a human. Thanks to our brawl, the interior of the church is 
rather charred, most of the furniture reduced to ash and black 
smudges are smeared all across the walls and floor. Miraculously the 
building is fine from the outside, and the structures seem stable so 
that it won't collapse, but that isn't much of a concern for the three of 
us in the first place. We are ghost-types and we will not die if the 
building decides it no longer wants to support itself and bury us 
beneath its rubble. 


| find Lume and Noc waiting for me in the chapel, and as soon as | 
appear before them, they swoop over to me. 


"You requested us to meet you here?" Lume asks me with the 
respectful and revered tone that each of my followers uses to first 
address me. 


"Yes, | am in need of assistance from each of you," | answer them. 
"You could say that it is similar to when | sent both of you off to 
pretend to be Shade's helpers in terms of importance, even if it is far 
less dangerous." 


"Ah, so another little errand," Noc says to me with a sly smile. "I 
never get tired of those. Well then, what would you like us to do? | 
have been growing rather bored of waiting around here for these 
past few days." 


| Know | could make a remark about that comment, but | find there is 
no point. Noc is right after all; none of my members have done 
anything meaningful since we arrived at Aurora Town nearly two 


weeks ago. We simply came here because Terron wanted to reunite 
with his friends, who he promised would provide us with great help to 
defeat the Primogenitor that could be found nowhere else. And 
though | honestly didn't believe that any of Terron's friends would 
reunite with him after hearing of their plights, | still listened to him 
and my Fellowship and | followed him to Aurora Town. | decided to 
give him a chance since | needed all of the power and support | 
could get. 


But if | had known that Terron's friends actually would return and that 
in doing so I'd be stricken with a debilitating, crippling... 


"My liege?" Lume then asks me, snapping me out of my derailing 
thought process. "Are you quite alright?" 


| shake my head and internally curse myself for allowing my focus to 
wander as far as it did. | am about to lie to my followers and tell them 
that | am quite fine and they needn't worry, but then something else 
comes to mind. 


"No, | am not alright," | tell them instead, surprising the both of them. 
"And that is exactly why | need your help. You see, there is 
something bothering me about Terron's posse. The Cubone himself 
is no threat, but there is something that irks me about his 
companions. | need you two to shadow them and study them for the 
next couple of days. Report to me anything suspicious about them 
after those days pass, as well as overall assessments of them. For 
instance, any behavioral patterns or odd quirks of theirs. | would do it 
myself, but then they might grow suspicious as to why | am not 
around when | am usually quite easy to find." 


There is also the reason that Terron might be able to hear my 
thoughts process if | spy on his group and he happens to be near. | 
do not completely understand our mind-synch other than that we can 
share immediate plans if we are amongst one another. | used to 
think it was that simple, but lately it has become more than just that. 
It seems the more time | spend around Terron, the closer we get, 
and not in an emotional connection sort of way. For instance, | 


sometimes hear Terron's direct thoughts. | do not always, but 
sometimes when we are talking, | will hear thoughts within my mind 
that Terron repeats not long after | have heard them in my own head. 
There are other... things we share thanks to our mind-synch that 
horrify me, making me even more cautious about doing the spying 
myself. 


But of course, | do not tell Lume and Noc this. They do not need to 
know. 


"Can | trust you two to complete this task for me?" | then ask the two 
of them. "It is vitally important." 


Though | can tell that the two of them are quite befuddled as to why | 
suddenly distrust Terron's group when they seem perfectly harmless 
to anyone that is not me and know | entrusted Syn to carry out such 
a vital mission, they do not let their uncertainties get in their way. 
They only stare at me with devious glints in their eyes. 


"Of course," Noc says with a pleased grin. "We will not fail you." 


"When you speak with us again, you will soon know everything you 
could ever hope to know about those Pokémon, and more," Lume 
then adds with a borderline malevolent giggle. 


Then they both dive into the ground, sink into it and become dark 
shadows. | watch as they swiftly leave the building and head outside, 
presumably to begin their newest assignment. 


| can trust these two. They have never failed me before. They will 
provide me the information | need. 


| have completed the first step of my plan. Everything is going along 
smoothly and flawlessly. 


Now | must commence the second step. | imagine it will not go as 
smoothly as this first step has, as it involves Terron. If | am not 
careful, he will be able to see my plan in his mind and everything will 


fall apart. However, | know that | can make this work. All | have to do 
is not think about my plan when he is not preoccupied and he will not 
be able to see it. The only time our minds synch seamlessly and 
regardless of circumstances is when we are in battle. | know when 
he intends to attack, and he can do the same with me. The same 
cannot be said about less violent plans. 


| will make this work. | have confidence that | can pull this off. This 
plan will succeed. 


It has to before the pain gets worse. 


| begin the next phase of my plan by immediately finding Terron after 
| have finished my conversation with Lume and Noc. The sun is 
beginning its descent into the horizon, though | imagine it won't set 
for another hour or two. | still have plenty of daylight ahead of me. It 
isn't nessecary, given what | am and that | can see in the dark as 
well as | can in the light, but it at least makes me appear far less 
ominous when | approach my other half. 


| discover his whereabouts rather quickly thanks to yet another 
consequence of our mind-sync. | do not know when exactly it 
happened, but there came a point after Terron was staying with me 
in Midnight Swamp that | always knew where he was. All | had to do 
was think about him, and then | would immediately know where he 
was. I'm not sure if he has quite caught on that | am able to find him 
because of this, or if he even shares the same ability. He most 
certainly hasn't tried to initiate conversation with me, thus I'm always 
the one to seek him out. | suppose it's a pointless thing to ponder 
over in the first place. It might be disturbing to some that | always 
know where Terron is at all times and that in theory he can never 
hide from me... but there are far more disturbing things that can 
result from our mind-sync. Far, far more disturbing. 


Terron is in the outskirts of town, in an orchard area, though for what 
reason, | do not know. But since this information is trivial, | choose 
not to ponder in it and make my way to that orchard. When | arrive 


there, | do indeed find him standing amongst the many berry trees, 
throwing bone weapons at each of them as a means of target 
practice. He is rather proficient in his aim and manages to hit a good 
amount of the fruit with the weapons. Some even snap off the 
branches and tumble to the ground thanks to the force of his throws. 


| am about to approach Terron, but then | feel another presence in 
the area. At first, | presume it's Noc or Lume, but then | recall that | 
told them to leave Terron be. Before | can ponder much longer over 
whose presence | am noticing in the atmosphere around me, a 
Pokémon leaps out of one of the trees nearby Terron and land next 
to him, her claws holding many fruits. She presents them to him, to 
which Terron smiles and asks her something, to which they both 
begin to laugh. 


| immediately recognize that Pokémon to be Zekra. 

Strange thoughts fill my mind. 

Loud voices fill my mind and they range heavily in their demands. 
Some demand that | should abandon my plan entirely. 

Others insist that | should kill Zekra. 

Stranger ones recommend that | kill Terron instead. 


Others say that | steal Zekra away from him and talk with her. About 
what, | don't know. The thoughts do not think that far ahead. They 
live in the moment, nothing else. 


There are other thoughts too. They are painful and louder than all 
the others. | ignore them the most. 


They are the most harmful and even dangerous of the voices and 
they don't deserve a second thought about them. 


But | still hear all of the voices. 


They're everywhere in my mind. They're all talking to me. | can't think 
anymore. 


| feel dizzy. 

| don't think | can talk. | can see the words but | can't grab them. 
They keep slipping out of my grasp. They don't want me to touch 
them. 


Only the emotions want me to touch them. But | don't want to touch 
the emotions. | don't want them with me. 


It's Zekra's fault. 


| should have known she'd be here. Of course she would be with 
Terron. They're always together. Especially now thanks to being 
separated for so long. They will likely never leave each other's sides 
again. It's incredibly obvious with the way they stare at each other. 


It's the same stare | used to give Nyx when she was still Chloe. 
| can't keep that thought going. | need to keep it away from me. 
"Terron," | call out to him. 


The atmosphere around Terron and Zekra changes. Terron changes 
first. He isn't happy anymore. Now he's hesitant. Not scared, but 
hesitant. He doesn't know what to think of me. 


Zekra changes as well. She starts shaking and drops the fruit in her 
hands. Her fur stands on end and she seems ready to run. 


Yes, get away from me, Zekra. Get far away from me. 
But... maybe she doesn't have to run away from me. 
She doesn't deserve to be treated this way... She never did anything 


to harm me. She is probably scared of me because she thinks | am 
upset that Terron knows that he woke up the Primogenitor. Perhaps 


he discovered it on his own, but | imagine she still thinks | will blame 
her, accuse her of breaking our oath, and then kill her when she's 
alone. 


She shouldn't have to be scared of me... 
| could stop acting this way... 


We could continue to nurture the bond that we were starting to 
form... we were having a decent and somewhat meaningful 
conversation when we spoke to one another at the church what 
seemed like an eternity ago. She had interesting thoughts and | 
suppose with enough time, she and | could establish a more 
meaningful connection. It has been quite a while since I've been able 
to speak my thoughts so clearly without too much judgement... 


And she already knows so many of my darkest secrets and seems to 
accept them without hating me... 


Maybe... 

Maybe she and | really could.... 

No. No, | can't think like that. 

| can't ever start thinking like that. | don't want her anywhere near 
me. | don't want to deal with HER. | will have nothing to do with her. 
Because if what I'm thinking is going on with me is true, then... 

No, | can't think like that. | can't. 


| need to stop. Before it gets worse | have to stop. 


BEFORE | MAKE MY WORST FEARS A REALITY AND NEVER 
RESCUE THIS DIMENSION FROM THE HELL I THREW IT INTO. 


BEFORE I STOP MEANING ANYTHING. 


"Terron, get your special friend out of here," | growl at him, barely 
able to suppress the true venom from my voice. "I need to talk to you 
about something and | refuse to have her here with us." 


Terron starts glaring at me. | feel the animosity rising out of him. | 
refuse to back down. | need Zekra gone. | can't think with her here. 


| can't focus with her standing there. 
GET OUT OF HERE, ZEKRA. 
| DON'T NEED YOU. 


She runs away from me as if she can hear my thoughts. She runs far 
into the distance and | don't see anymore. Terron and | are alone 
now. 


Not long after, the cloud of thoughts in my mind dissipates. | can 
once again think clearly and | have to resist smiling. | have always 
hated it when my mind has become like that. | cannot think the way | 
wish to and assess situations effectively. | become nothing more 
than an animal when | am in that disoriented state. 


It reminds me that perhaps | am a true Plagued One despite what | 
have repeatedly told myself time and time again. 


However, my relief is short-lived, for | notice Terron once more and 
see the malice and lividness upon his face. It is almost terrifying. 


"Are you Satisfied ?" he asks me with a dark tone. "Are you happy 
that Zekra can't even look at you without wanting to faint?" 


| don't answer him because quite honestly, | am not happy with what 
| have been doing. No, when he makes that remark, | feel something 
similar to claws closing in around my chest. If | still had to breathe, | 
would have felt as though | were suffocating. 


"You deflected my question before and got everybody distracted with 
your whole plan to send somebody to Pledge Mountains, but I'm not 


going to back down from it this time," Terron then says. "This has just 
been going on for too Jong and | can't take watching this anymore .” 


Terron appears even more livid, scowling at me as he glares at me 
with an intense gaze. | think | even see a glint of a demon behind 
those blue eyes of his, the very same demon | had fought when he 
was trying to kill me. However, | do not see any thoughts of him 
wanting to attack me, so | do not worry. | only keep myself composed 
and listen to what he has to say. | would rather commence the 
second phase of my plan, for | do not like spending time with him 
either. Perhaps not as much as with Zekra... but | still prefer to 
minimize interactions with him. Regardless, | realize it's best he vent 
out everything on his mind right now so my plan can actually work. 
His mind will be clearer and more malleable this way. 


"Why?" he asks me, half in anger and half in desperation, his face 
soon matching his voice. "Why do you... why do you hate Zekra?! 
What did she do so that you don't want to see her anymore? 
Because... she's scared of you, you know. She thinks that you're 
going to rip her organs out." 


"lam not going to rip out her organs," | say with a disgusted scoff. 


Of course Zekra would think that. That girl has perhaps the most 
morbid thought process | have ever seen. | am partially thankful I've 
never seen her hunt. | can only imagine what she does to her prey 
when she finds it. Some might say that | am a morbid person myself, 
but | don't ever recall ripping out people's hearts or slicing off their 
heads to kill them. | always did it in the dignified manner of cutting 
their throats open. That usually doesn't leave too much of a bloody 
mess everywhere, aside from the puddle of blood that has to be 
cleaned up afterwards. 


"But you still have thoughts about killing her... | see them in your 
head sometimes when you're with her," Terron then says in a low 
voice. "You still hate her that much..." 


| have to resist scowling when | hear that. Accursed mind-synch. | 
was hoping Terron wouldn't see those thoughts. He now probably 
thinks | want to kill Zekra the second he leaves her alone and | 
cannot afford for him to think like that. 


| am about to begin telling him that these are simply passing 
thoughts and not true reflections of my actual opinion on Zekra, but 
then... | realize there is a perfect way to make my plan go smoothly. 
| can use this entire conversation to my advantage. 


When | realize this, | allow the regret | feel for forcing Zekra away 
from me to come over me and frown in what | hope seems to bea 
pitiful manner. | even dim the lights in my eyes. 


"Things are... complicated between her and |," | tell him quietly, 
turning away from him. "| don't intend to kill her, as there are many 
reasons why | cannot... but | suppose | cannot help these murderous 
thoughts at times. | am a shadow after all, and we shadows often 
have rather morbid and demented thoughts. It is simply in our 
nature. | cannot change what | am nor can | prevent these thoughts 
from arising in my mind." 


Terron doesn't say anything to me, but | don't fret. | only continue on 
as | focus my attention on the tree that Terron had been using for 
target practice. 


"However, | too don't enjoy these strained interactions | have with 
Zekra," | say to him. "You see, | would like to get along with her. She 
and | will be working together to defeat the Primogenitor, will we not? 
| need to be able to work fluently with her if that is so. | believe my 
main problem with her is that | simply hold resentment for her not 
keeping her promise to me. It's true that you discovered the truth 
before she ever told you... but she still broke a very important oath 
to me. And as you know, | do not take kindly to those who break their 
oaths to me." 


"But she was in so much pain because she was keeping your 
promise..." Terron tries to reason with me. "If she had kept that 


promise any longer, I'm pretty sure she would have broke. You can't 
blame her for breaking it. | mean, | know you had a good reason for 
her to keep that promise, but you have to realize it was killing her 
from the inside and she was going to have to break it Sooner or 
later... And it was still a good idea for me to know about everything." 


"Perhaps," | admit. "However, that is the reason for my feelings 
toward her when | take the time to articulate them. They might not be 
justified, but they are what they are. But perhaps there is a way to... 
resolve them and decrease the strain between her and I." 


"And what would that be?" Terron asks me earnestly, but also with 
surprise. 


| have to resist smiling smugly as | look back at Terron and allow my 
gemstone eyes to glow with the usual amount of light they always 
emit. | must say my next words very carefully in order for this to 
work, but | am confident that all will be well. | can tell by looking at 
Terron it will work. 


"| have no guarantees that it will work, but | would like to talk to her," 
| say to him. "I would like to attempt to apologize to her and work out 
an agreement with her so that we can move on. Like | said, there is 
no guarantee that it will work, for forgiveness is a fickle thing, but | 
feel that if perhaps | could talk to her and better understand why she 
did what she did, then | can feel more empathy toward her. Then, 
perhaps | might be able to forgive her and move on. It is the best 
idea | can come up with in order to mend our fractured bond, or at 
least fix it enough so that we do not have such hostile and fearful 
emotions towards one another anymore." 


Terron seems to ponder over these words for a moment. | only wait 
patiently for him, ignoring the buzzing in my mind and the phantom 
feeling of the claws wrapping around my heart. | also try to keep my 
mind as empty as possible so that our minds cannot sync and he 
sees something | do not want him to see. 


"Well it sounds like a good idea... but why didn't you do this earlier 
then?" he then wonders. 


"Because | thought | could keep ignoring this problem," | answer him. 
"| thought | could continue to avoid Zekra completely, but after | sent 
Syn to go on that mission, | realized that was an impossible desire. | 
would have to work with her eventually and | cannot simply hope that 
| can avoid her the entire time the Primogenitor is being eliminated. 
Perhaps | do not have to be her friend, but | still need to get along 
with her. Thus, | cannot run away from this issue | have with Zekra. | 
instead must face it and make everything right again. So what do 
you say? Do you think that you can have Zekra meet me at the old 
Fellowship here in the evening two days from now?" 


It doesn't take Terron very long to think about my words. | can 
already see a glimpse of his thought process and | have to suppress 
the gleeful thoughts that want to arise in my mind so he cannot see 
them as well. 


"Alright..." he says with a sigh. "I'll tell her. It'll take some work 
convincing her... but I'll get her to come to talk to you. Just... please 
don't hurt her, okay? | mean, | get why you're mad... but just try to be 
rational about the whole thing? She really did try to keep your secret 
because she knew how much it meant to you. So don't be too hard 
on her and bite her head off..." 


"Oh don't worry, Terron," | assure him, finally allowing myself to smile 
smugly. "I won't. | assure you I'm not a monster. She and | will come 
to an understanding." 


The second phase of my plan is complete. | start to walk away, 
feeling satisfied with myself. Now | only need to wait two days and 
do whatever that must be done before | initiate step three. 
Everything is coming together so perfectly... 


"Oh wait, | nearly forgot. You wanted to talk to me about something?" 
Terron then calls after me. "I kind of got distracted with what 
happened earlier." 


| stop in my tracks. That's right; | did say that | wanted to speak to 
Terron regarding an unknown topic. It was the entire reason | had 
initiated conversation with him so that | could complete the second 
step of my plan. However, now it is useless thanks to Terron's 
hijacking of the conversation and me taking advantage of it. 


| am about to end our conversation, but then | realize there actually 
is something | have to say to Terron. 


"How is Reshiram?" | ask him, not even bothering to turn back 
around to address him. "I don't think I've seen him since Syn set off 
to Pledge Mountains." 


"He's fine," Terron answers me. "He just kind of hangs around and 
sometimes flies around to make sure the Fellowship isn't coming 
from us." 


"And is anyone from the Fellowship actually among us?" | then ask. 


"No, Reshiram hasn't spotted anyone around the area. No 
Fellowship, no bandits, not even any wild Pokémon. Nobody even 
knows we're here, miraculously enough. It's just us." 


"Hmm miraculous indeed. It seems the Primogenitor truly cannot 
locate us after all. I'm fairly certain it would have burnt this place to 
the ground by now if it felt there was even the slightest chance we 
were here." 


| don't even need to see Terron to know that his innards are twisting 
inside of him. 


I can feel it myself. 


| leave behind Terron before my mind can begin to ponder in our 
conversation. 


It has been two days now. 


Over those two days, | did what anyone with my position and stature 
in life would do. | began plotting what everyone will be doing when 
Syn returns, using a map that | drew of Pledge Mountains with 
numerous wooden pieces scattered across it. Each piece bears a 
vague resemblance to Pokémon | want to keep track of and | place 
them upon the map to assign them certain roles and positions they 
are best suited in. It helps Keep my mind organized and my followers 
do not disturb the map or move the pieces whenever they see it. 


| had decided that | would give Syn a day of rest, as | imagined that 
traveling all the way to Pledge Mountains and sneaking through it 
can be quite an exhausting endeavor. | certainly remember my own 
journey to Pledge Mountains those many, many years ago. Those 
mountains can be quite difficult to climb, and it's not as though Syn 
can have someone fly him up to the very summit where the base 
awaits. Plagued or not, | will at least allow him rest. | cannot allow 
him to be fatigued when | require his power to defeat the 
Primogenitor. 


| suppose, when | think about it, Terron was right when he said that 
his friends would be of great help. Now that seemingly all of them 
have gathered, | was able to find a role for each of them and saw 
how beneficial they are. | cannot guarantee that the plan | crafted will 
be the actual plan | will use when the time comes, for there is always 
the distinct possibility of variables being changed, particularly if we 
do not even need to invade the Pledge Mountain Fellowship despite 
my persistent belief that we will have to. Regardless, the plan | have 
carefully crafted is adequate until Syn returns and introduces 
variables | have not considered. 


For Terron, it is obvious what | intended to do with him. | planned on 
making him my second-in command. | have been watching him from 
afar ever since he and | reunited in that swamp, and | had begun to 
realize that he has grown both in skill and maturity since | last saw 
him. There is a distinct aura radiating from his soul that reminds me 
of the power | feel within my own soul. | have even seen him 
command some of my own followers at times when they wanted 


guidance, and they obey him just as strongly as they would with me. 
| imagine they sense myself in him and thus are not afraid to seek 
his guidance due that, something I'm not quite concerned about 
when | do not have anything important for them to do as of this 
moment. Regardless, when the time comes and Syn returns, | will 
either have him lead and command a fraction of my followers to 
Pledge Mountain, or | will have him by my side, fighting with me. The 
synchronization between our minds mustn't go to waste, after all. | 
do sometimes resent being in Terron's company, but | do realize the 
potential it has when in battle and if | begin to feel that | need extra 
support, | will ask for his assistance. | cannot think of a better person 
to fight by my side than someone who already knows everything | 
am going to do. 


The fire god, Reshiram, will of course make excellent aerial 
coverage. | honestly didn't think that | would ever have a godly being 
on my side, and yet | do, all thanks to Terron. With Reshiram's gift of 
wings and divine fire, | intend on having him incinerate anyone that 
dares to oppose us as all of us invade the Fellowship. | cannot think 
of many Pokémon that can oppose a godly being. Not even the three 
Pledge Mountain leaders, the true founders of the Fellowship, can 
stand up to him despite what they are. Perhaps he will make killing 
the Primogenitor more successful due to his power being more 
evenly matched to that monstrosity. 


Syn | decided | would use as a scouter. I'll send him along with a few 
of my members to the location of the portal, sending them ahead of 
the rest of my group as we storm the Fellowship. They will secure it 
and guard it until | get there, making sure that pesky Fellowship 
members do not interfere. It would be a fitting job, given that he 
already knows how to get to the portal and can perhaps send one of 
my members to me so that we are led to the location. Besides, | do 
not want him anywhere near me. He's still the one that ruined my 
plan. I'll kill him tf | spend too long with him. 


Impetus, that Mienshao that | only knew as a Mienfoo, | was less 
sure about for a time. | did not quite know her power, as | haven't 


bothered to pay much attention to her, but | imagined she must've 
had powerful stamina. She also exhibited a strange sort of wisdom | 
have not seen before. She is almost a zen-like sort of being. Thus, 
because | was feeling uncertain, | enlisted on Terron's help to find 
something to do with her, for he knew and understood her far better 
than | did. He brought her into our little meeting not long after | asked 
that, and together, the three of us decided she would best serve asa 
distraction. She felt that thanks to her demonic appearance, 
Fellowship members would notice her and try to kill her, believing her 
to be a Plagued One. Thus, she'd lead their attention away from us 
and allow our infiltration to go along much more smoothly. And thus, 
Impetus soon became my prime distractor, wreaking havoc on the 
Fellowship while we slipped inside and found the portal. She warned 
that she couldn't distract the Fellowship forever, for surely they'd 
notice hundreds of new Pokémon flooding the place, but she felt she 
could at least buy us time. 


Thus that only left... one other Pokémon to give a role. 
Zekra . 


| quite honestly had to have Terron help me with her. | admittedly 
knew of her powerful illusion abilities, even if Terron claimed they 
were far more powerful than | might think they were, but | didn't know 
what to do with them. Every time | tried to think about her, my mind 
would become stumped and | would find myself in a blank state. 
Thus, | had to hunt down Terron and with him, figure out what to do 
with his special friend. He was baffled by that, not understanding 
how | couldn't think of something when Zekra could change into any 
Pokémon she had seen at least once and could potentially distort 
others' perceptions, but | would only say that | could simply not come 
up with a role for her. He was utterly confused by this, not 
understanding how someone like me who creates plans so 
seamlessly could possibly not be able to come up with a role fora 
Zoroark, but he did help decide that Zekra would be best suited at 
playing decoy. She could confuse the Fellowship and make them 
think that she was either me or Terron or whoever else they were 


most concerned about, and then lead them far away. And though it 
reminded me of Impetus's role in some ways, | didn't bother arguing. 
| only wanted to stop thinking about Zekra. 


Thinking about her only continues to fog my mind and make me 
become disoriented... | get these thoughts | don't enjoy having. 


But no longer. It is now the evening, two days after | told Lume and 
Noc to see me again, as well as the night | am supposed to spend 
time with Zekra in an attempt to lessen the strain between her and I. 
| am back at that church Zekra and | battled in, and | am sitting 
amongst the burnt remains of some pews, winding a jagged end of 
my cape around one of my claws. I've had this cape for a very long 
time, now that | think about it. It's filled with holes and tear marks 
from numerous fights | have been caught in, and when | think about 
it, | really should get a new cape. True, this cape doesn't exactly do 
anything, but | enjoy wearing it because it provides a sense of 
authority and position of power. What kind of person of power wears 
a cloak that seems about ready to fall apart at the seams? It does 
make some believe that | have been through much, as | most 
certainly have, but to others it might make me look unsightly and 
perhaps hint away that | am deteriorating in the mind as well. I'm 
sure that | could find another black cape somewhere on Shiron. It 
wouldn't be that difficult... 


I'm not able to continue entertaining this strange train of thought, for | 
feel a familiar presence in the chapel. | release my hold on my cape 
as | watch Lume and Noc rise out of the ground near me, both of 
their eyes glimmering with eagerness and excitement. 


"We've gathered much information | believe you'll find quite 
beneficial and interesting,” Lume says to me. "Each of the Pokémon 


you asked us to spy on have many remarkable things about them. 
Which would you like to hear about first?" 


" Zekra," | say without hesitation. 


Yes, tell me about Zekra. Tell me all about that Zoroark. 


Tell me how to deal with her. 


Lume resists flinching from my sudden answer, but she doesn't 
hesitate to provide me the information | request. 


"Zekra. Very well," she says to me with a small bow of her head. "Ah, 
she is a rather amusing Pokémon. She spends much of her time with 
Terron, and the two of them seem rather close. | hardly seem them 
apart from one another. However, during the times that they are 
apart, whether it is because Terron is in a meeting with you or 
something of the sort, she becomes uncharacteristically cowardly. It 
is rather strange. She displays such a powerful, confident personality 
whenever she is with Terron, and yet the second he leaves, she is 
reduced to such a weak state." 


"| have seen similar," | state. "She also becomes the same way when 
| am in her presence, even when she is with Terron. What else have 
you discovered about her?" 


"She has very strange powers, even for a Zoroark," Noc then says to 
me. "From what | heard during a conversation between her and 
Terron, she appears to have merged with her plague and now she 
holds startling powers because of it." 


"So she is just like Syn and Impetus," | note, more to myself than my 
followers. 


"Yes, exactly," Noc says with a nod. "! followed her when she went 
hunting once. Apparently, she can cut down anything with her claws, 
including very large trees. Somehow, her plague makes her claws 
sharp and strong enough to do something | think only a Tyranitar 
should be able to do. Then also, she has this power that resembles 
the Night Burst some Zoroark use, but far more powerful. It honestly 
looks more Ho-oh rained fire down from the heavens. It incinerates 
everything.” 


So Zekra truly is quite powerful now, even without that Deception 
Amulet that she no longer has for whatever reason. I'm not very 


surprised if | must be honest. | always saw great power in her since 
the day | met her. Of course, | never imagined that power would be 
related to her being able to detonate what was essentially a bomb 
over a vicinity. 


But then Noc says something that really surprises me, something | 
truly was not expecting at all. 


"But | think her greatest power... is that her plague can actually 
show up in the real world," Noc informs me with a quiet voice. 


"What exactly do you mean by that?" | ask him, glaring at him. 


"Well... her plague makes itself appear outside of her head by using 
an illusion," he explains. "It can turn into anything, but most of the 
time it appears as a Sableye for a reason | haven't been able to 
understand. But regardless of its appearance, it's a rather frightening 
power. That illusion can do serious damage and you can't actually 
hurt it, you know, since it's just an illusion. The only way you can get 
rid of it is to attack Zekra herself, but then the illusion usually comes 
back and then starts attacking you so that you can't hurt Zekra 
anymore. | saw a wild Meganium try to do that out in the forest when 
Zekra was hunting. What happened after wasn't exactly a pretty 
sight. Zekra plague's very protective of her. It even calls itself a 
name. Venri." 


Venri . 


So Zekra essentially has what | have; a shadow to protect her when 
she cannot defend herself. She has an extension of herself that 
serves as one of her main trump cards and can turn the tide of any 
battle. She is just like Syn in some ways. 


When | hear this, | begin to see that this is problematic. | was not 
expecting Zekra to have a power that protected her when she could 
not protect herself. | suppose it's not very surprising, given that she's 
a Zoroark, but still. This changes many things. This alters quite a bit | 
had in my mind regarding my plan. 


But before | can feel the despair that perhaps my plan will no longer 
work, | realize that there is a way around this problem. It's vague at 
first, but after pondering in it for a moment, it solidifies and | realize 
that perhaps Venri is not so problematic after all. She'll certainly be 
an obstacle, but she's no hindrance | cannot overcome. I've faced far 
worse than plague that likes to take on my appearance. She isn't 
anything like Syn and his shadow. 


She's weaker than them. 
| get up from my seat and look at both of my ghostly companions. 


"Lume, Noc, you've done well. That is all the information | need," | 
say to them. 


"You do not want to know about the others?" Lume asks, tilting her 
head. 


"No, | only need to know about Zekra," | tell her, turning away from 
her and facing the nearest wall. "You two gave me enough 
information for me to carry out what needs to be done next. The 
others were merely a precaution so that if you were caught, no one 
could figure out | only had my sights set on only Zekra. So with that 
said... | must ask. How much have both of your hypnotic abilities 
grown since | last asked you to use them?" 


After giving Lume and Noc my directions, | leave them be and head 
back to my planning headquarters where the map is. It's within a 
small little store | cleared out when | first got here that is only 
nessecary to hold the table that the map rests upon with a few 
supplies littering the floor, as well as the shelves that remained of the 
store before | came along. No one is within the planning room, for 
my members are either eating dinner elsewhere or simply drifting 
about. 


They will not be anywhere near me today. | specifically told all of my 
members at a secret conference | held yesterday to leave me alone 


until tomorrow morning. | said | had important business and | didn't 
need distractions. | do not even entertain the thought that one of my 
followers is disobeying me. They are very loyal to me. They will listen 
to me and do as say, even if they sometimes don't completely 
understand my reasoning. 


They listen because | have built their trust after all of these 
gruesome, nightmarish years. They know | want what's best for all of 
us and though | may not always show it with my behavior, they know 
| am doing the right thing. 


| stop pondering the thought as | phase my claws through the ground 
right beneath the table and fumble around until | feel something cold 
brush against my clawtips. | grab it as soon as | feel it and bring it 
back up to the surface. Soon, | find myself clutching an object that | 
am sure so many of my members and Terron will recognize. 


It's a pin that suppresses the plague. 


| found several of them after | had to flee from my own Fellowship. 
They were among other Pokémon that were apparently using them 
to disguise the fact that they were Plagued Ones. | admittedly didn't 
quite understand the logistics behind this for a while, and that has 
only recently changed thanks to Terron explaining to me what 
Impetus and Syn found while they were away, but | still Kept these 
pins because | knew they would prove very beneficial. 


Especially tonight. 
Tonight, this pin right here will prove to be very, VERY beneficial. 


| take the pin and | clip it onto the inside of cape where the collar is, 
this way no one can see it. Then, after making sure that it is fastened 
properly, | leave behind the planning room and make my way to the 
old Aurora Town Fellowship building. | take the time to revel in the 
quiet of the night as the remaining light of the sun is snuffed out from 
the horizon, dying the world dark blue with the dim glimmers of the 
stars above. 


A time later, | find myself standing in front of the abandoned 
Fellowship. Since | find myself alone, | take the time to gaze upon it 
and study the toll time has taken upon it. In the many months since | 
have last seen this Fellowship, it has shown some wear. The trees 
are still doing quite fine, growing and extending their branches as if 
nothing had changed, but the same cannot be said about the hollows 
within the trees. Though it is difficult to see from my position, | can 
tell that the insides have been ransacked and that several walls are 
beginning to rot. Black, decaying wood makes up the interior of the 
massive network of trees and | can even see some feral Pokemon 
living within, particular of the bug variety. They are clinging to the 
walls with their silk, either because they want a place to rest or 
because they are waiting for hapless prey to take shelter and 
accidentally fly themselves into their webs. | think | even see the 
husks of a few bugs that had their insides sucked dry amongst some 
of the webs or littered along the ground. 


| don't Know why | never chose to make a base here after | came 
here with Terron a while ago. Maybe it was because it felt wrong to 
invade this once prestigious Fellowship that was once run by one of 
my old acquaintances. Maybe | even thought it was haunted by the 
spirits of dead Fellowship members. | can even see some 
dimensional tears in the area that would allow spirits to wander here 
from their realm. They are literally rips in the air, and when | look into 
the tears, | see a world that | Know is not meant for mortals to see. 
It's far too surreal. But regardless, the tears are not very large, but | 
imagine if a dead Pokémon truly wanted to, they could come haunt 
this Fellowship. 


Even still, maybe | should change that. This base would make a 
better place for all of my followers to stay anyway instead of the 
random houses or hiding places they have found. True, we would 
have to clean up the place a little and drive out all of the vermin, but 
this base could still serve as an adequate lodge until we are to 
invade Pledge Mountain. 


| suppose there's nothing wrong with fixing this unruly Fellowship 
base if it can serve as a good, temporary home for all of us. We are 
the embodiment of what Len always stood for and perhaps this might 
be my ultimate way of paying tribute to his efforts. Even though | 
have not spoken with him in quite a long while, | do Know that he 
was a virtuous Pokemon. He truly did fight because he wanted to 
end the Plagued Ones. 


In some ways, he was the true leader of the Fellowship, not those 
insidious three beasts of Pledge Mountain that | once called my 
masters. 


"Um... hi." 


| hear a rather familiar voice from behind me. | turn around to find 
myself staring at Zekra, who is standing several feet away from me. 
Even from my distance, | can see her shaking and tapping her claws 
together. Even the glow in her eyes no longer seems as bright in the 
darkness that encompasses us. 


Once again | feel my thoughts begin to fray apart. They start 
unraveling and soon the voices of many opinions invade my mind. 
However, before they can do any real damage to me and make 
focusing a rather difficult task, | am able to stop them. | stop them by 
telling them one thing. 


We are going to settle this tonight, once and for all. 


And when they hear those words, they do quiet. They do not go 
away completely, but they do at least allow me to hear the thoughts | 
wish to hear and my thought process becomes more stable. When 
that has been taken care over, | then bring my attention back over to 
Zekra. She is still as nervous as ever. 


"Hello, Zekra," | tell her, Keeping my voice composed and not at all 
malicious like | have been since she and | reunited. "| see that Terron 
convinced you to come talk with me." 


"Y-Yeah, he did," she says, her voice so quiet that | can barely hear 
her from where | am. "Um... isn't... isn't he going to be here with us? 
| thought he was..." 


"Ah no, it's just going to be you and | tonight. The two of us can't 
exactly have a meaningful talk when there's a third wheel with us, 
can we?" | say to her rhetorically. 


Zekra doesn't say anything to me, only choosing to keep her 
distance from me. | sigh at the sight of this, but not because | 
actually have to sigh. | don't need to breathe now that I'm a ghost. | 
only do that because | don't know how else I'm supposed to convey 
the meaning that comes from a sigh. It's strange to some Pokémon, 
but I've chosen not to reflect in how some might view my strange 
ways. 


"Zekra, I'm not going to hurt you," | assure her. "I only want to talk to 
you and try to resolve this problem that has come between us. 
There's no reason for you to be scared of me. Remember how well 
we seemed to be getting along when we last spoke at that church? 
Do you not want to be able to do that again?" 


"| do..." Zekra answers me. "I like being able to talk to you, even if 
you're kind of hard to talk to sometimes. But you can be kind of... 
messed up sometimes. Like when you tried to kill me when | 
wouldn't leave you alone. It kind of makes it hard to talk to you 
now..." 


"You know | can't actually kill you," | tell her, scowling now. "If | recall 
correctly, you're a Zoroark now and I'm still a tiny Sableye. You must 
have a large amount of power within you if you were able to evolve. 
Therefore, you have no real reason to fear me. If anything, you could 
kill me far faster than | could ever kill you ." 


Zekra's reluctance starts to fade when she hears that, and | see that 
stops trembling as much. However, she still keeps her distance from 
me. She's still wary of me. When | see that, | realize | can't wait for 

her to get over her fear of me. I'm far too impatient for that. Standing 


here with her is already quite taxing. | can feel the claws wrapping 
around my chest again and the burning as well. 


| stop scowling, making it so that I'm only frowning while | hold out 
one set of claws to Zekra. | try to also make it so that | appear as 
though I'm trying to be sympathetic, but | don't know how well | am 
succeeding. | don't remember the last time I've tried to appear this 
way. 


"Zekra, listen to me," | tell her, trying to soften my voice so that it's no 
longer brimming with agitation and darkness. "I know that | caused 
you a lot of pain by making you keep my promise. I'm not going to 
pretend that | completely understand everything that happened to 
you, because | honestly don't know what happened to you after | left. 
Terron hasn't told me, and you most certainly haven't. And while | 
understand you were in pain because of me, I'm still upset at you for 
breaking our promise | entrusted you with. You forced me to spill that 
information to you, and then you gave it away after everything | told 
you. We're both hurt here, Zekra. We both have a valid reason for 
the feelings within our hearts. 


"So tell me, how are we ever going to get over our pain if we won't 
talk to each other? If we keep avoiding this talk, things between us 
are just going to get worse. I'm going to despise you more, and in 
return, you're going to think I'm going to kill you for breaking our 
oath. This cycle is going to continue on for a while, and then after a 
while, one of us will snap. | don't Know who will be first, but one of 
two things will happen. Either you'll run away where you'll think I'll 
never find you, or I'll snap and lash out at you. I'd rather not have 
either happen. Especially when we are so close to stopping the 
Primogenitor..." 


| look at Zekra to find that she's still standing where she was before. 
| release another sigh as | make my way toward her. | can see some 
tension in her, as if she intends to bolt away from me, but somehow 
she is able to keep herself still and allows me to come closer to her. 
Within a matter of moments, I'm standing right before her. She's 


watching me very carefully and is still skittish, but nearly as much as 
before. 


"| know I've been the cause of this vicious cycle that's been formed 
between us," | tell her somberly. "| Know that I'm the reason you're so 
scared of me and why everything's so strained. So, let me be the 
one to suggest that we end this. | don't enjoy this anymore than you 
do. | Know that might be difficult to believe, but it's true. So let's... 
end this. Let's try to find a way for us to remove this tension between 
us and be able to get along again. Let's end the pain. For both of 
us." 


| once again hold out my hand toward her. | can feel my hand 
trembling, but | do my best to keep it still so that she will not notice it. 
| watch as she stares down at my hand, giving it a look as if | have 
numerous barbs sticking out of my palms that will impale her the 
moment she touches them. I'm about to consider the thought that 
perhaps Zekra doesn't quite understand that | want her to take my 
hand in a show of acceptance, given that she grew up as a creature 
that walked upon four legs, but then | notice a change in Zekra. 


She starts smiling. It's a reluctant smile, but it's also a hopeful one. 
The light in her eyes even returns as she crouches down so that 
she's better at my eye level. 


"Yeah... let's end this," she says to me with a hoarse voice, as if 
she's holding back tears. "I! want to be able to talk to you again 
without being scared anymore. | really do..." 


Then she grabs my hand with hers, which she is able to do because 
| am keeping my hand tangible. 


All I'm supposed to do is hold her hand for a moment. I'm supposed 
to make her realize that we are finally coming to an agreement and 
that the two of us will be able to exist in harmony with each other 
once more. 


But | don't. 


An impulse strikes me with the power and suddenness of a lightning 
bolt cast down from a mighty storm summoned by perhaps Zekrom 
herself, and | can't stop myself from obeying it. 


| intertwine my fingers with hers mine despite how much larger her 
claws are than mine and | feel her warmth spread through me. It's so 
strong and powerful that | feel a strange energy ripple through my 
body that manifests in me in the form of a smile. Not a grin of 
smugness or contempt, but an actual smile of happiness. | feel a 
pleasant shudder course through me. 


| tighten my claws around hers, wanting more of this feeling, and all 
of the worries and troubles in my mind slowly begin to fade away. No 
longer do | feel the weight of so many burdens pressing down upon 
me. | instead feel all of my thoughts drift away as | am whisked into a 
dreamy and serene wonderland where all is well. There are no 
Plagued Ones, no Primogenitor, no Fellowship, no leadership 
responsibilities, or even an outside world. | am in the happiest place | 
can be, my heart warm and light as | am filled with boundless 
energy. 


| want to take Zekra and have her twirl around with me in this world. 
Just her, in fact. | don't need anyone else with me. Only she needs to 
be there with me and | will be happy like this for all eternity. 


Perhaps she can see this world | am within her own mind as well. Or 
even better, perhaps she can make it a reality with her illusion 
powers and we can frolic about it together. I'm most certain she can. 
She is a Zoroark after all and | do recall that being an ability that the 
species has. 


We can be happy together in that world of ecstasy. 
Forever and ever. 
We can be together and... 


Wait. 


Wait . 

Dear GOD, no! 

God no, it's happening! It's happening. I'm losing myself. 
I'm losing myself to her. 


As soon as | realize these things, I'm abruptly ripped out of my 
wistful and beautiful world and forced back into reality. And as soon 
as | am, all of the happiness is torn out of me as well. It is all torn 
from me, all of the false happiness and all of the insane delusions | 
was creating within my mind... 


They're all gone and | only have one thing left within me. All | have... 
is the pain of knowing what all of this means. | can feel it ripping 
away at me, tearing into my soul as if it intends to rend it in half. It 
stings with a terrible ferocity that is far more horrific than anything 
else | have ever faced before. Something far more horrifying than 
even the thought that | brought the Primogenitor to bring destruction 
upon Shiron... 


I'M DISAPPEARING. 


| lash out at Zekra. In her moment of shared bliss and complete 
obliviousness, | rip my claws free from Zekra before flinging myself 
at her and tackle her down. Despite her large size, she isn't able to 
stop me as | latch onto her and force her down onto the cobblestone 
beneath our feet. 


|! NEED TO FOLLOW THE PLAN. 

! NEED TO END THIS. 

IT'S ALMOST OVER. 

Zekra flinches the moment she hits the ground. | take advantage of 


this moment of vulnerability and raise both of my claws into the air, 
holding them high above both me and Zekra in her dazed state. 


IT'S FINALLY GOING TO BE OVER. 


| fill my claws with the power to kill any plagued being. They become 
covered in dark wisps so that it appears my claws are now fireballs 
of malicious energy. | can see them flickering in Zekra's eyes. 


| DON'T NEED YOU, ZEKRA. 
With all of my strength, | throw my claws down upon her neck. 


But before | can sink my claws into her neck and obliterate the 
plague that is revitalizing her and keeping her alive, a Sableye 
suddenly appears between my claws and Zekra. She grabs my 
claws with her own and stops me, though not without my claws 
cutting through her. But much to my astonishment, my claws leave 
no marks on that Sableye. The Sableye doesn't even flinch. 


Instead, she shoots me a powerful glare, one filled with the very 
same animosity and viciousness | see within all of the Plagued 
Ones. 


It is when | see that do | realize what this Sableye is. 
This is Venri, Zekra's shadow given life. 


" Oh you just made the wrong move!" Venri screams at me ina 
twisted, distorted version of Zekra's own voice. "You have no idea 
who you're dealing with!" 


She then lashes out at me, morphing into a terrifying abomination 
that | can only describe to be a mesh of many creatures at once. But 
she can't hurt me, because | rip my claws out of her grasp. Then | 
leap off of Zekra and disappear into the ground, melting into a 
shadow as | dart away from it. | reemerge back to the surface 
several feet away and find that the abomination is standing in front of 
Zekra, growling and hissing like a demonic guard dog. Zekra is no 
longer collapsed on the ground, but now instead sitting. However, 


she seems to make no attempts to run away, only giving me a 
horrified gaze of utter betrayal and hurt. 


| feel something inside of me sting at the sight of that. 

| shouldn't keep this up... | should abandon my plan right now. 
Zekra didn't do anything to deserve this... 

It's not her fault that she... 

No. 

No, it has to be this way. | can't let this continue. 

| have to end this. 

ZEKRA NEEDS TO DIE. 


Venri morphs her form into that of a more comprehensible Zoroark 
form before she springs at me. She moves with a startling speed that 
is very unnatural, but I've already come to expect such things from 
plagued beings. Just as she's to crash into me, | jump out of the way. 
In my place, my shadow rises out of the ground and receives the full 
brunt of Venri's attack. It wraps itself around Venri as she runs into it 
and it constricts her like a snake so that she cannot move. She 
screeches as she fights the binds of my shadow, but my shadow is 
persistent and refuses to loosen its hold on her. 


| use the short time I've bought myself to hurry toward Zekra. Her 
shadow won't be stuck in my own shadow's trap for very long. 


And sure enough, | am right. Venri appears before me when | begin 
to run, having dismissed her old illusion so that she could make a 
new one to attack me. | can see the lividness in her eyes as she 
lashes out at me, bringing her claws down upon my tiny form. | do 
not know if she can actually touch me, but | am in no mood to find 
out. 


"You're going to have to try harder than that!" she screams at me. 


| reach into the collar of my cape and rip out the anti-plague pin that | 
took from my hiding spot earlier that day and decide to try 
something. | avoid her claws as they pierce the ground where | was 
just standing, and then | fling myself at her. | take the pin grasped 
tightly in my claws and when | close in on Venri, | press the pin down 
upon her illusionary body. 


When the metal comes in contact with Venri, Venri immediately 
tenses. The determined and vengeful glimmer in her eyes is 
suddenly washed away and a more fearful appearance comes over 
her. She almost appears so similar to Zekra when she is in this state, 
and for a moment, | think | may have found this shadow's weakness. 


But it turns out | am wrong, because | soon realize that Venri is not in 
pain or disappearing like | have anticipated. She is still amongst me 
in the form of a Zoroark illusion. It does not take long for Venri to 
realize this as well. AS soon as she does, she begins grinning and 
the confident and almost evil light in her eyes returns. 


"I'm not real, remember?" she says, mocking me. "I'm just an illusion. 
You can't hurt me with that thing. But | can hurt you! " 


She strikes at me with her claws, and I'm not able to avoid them as 
quickly. | am knocked away from the shadow as | feel the three 
claws strike against me, and | soon find myself hitting the ground. | 
make my body intangible so that | slip through the dirt before the 
shadow can hurt me while | am temporarily dazed, and | soon find 
myself surrounded in the darkness of the underground world. 


When my mind settles itself, | find that | do hurt from what Venri did 
to me. She managed to strike me across the side of my face, and | 
can still feel it aching. Despite the fact that some might believe that 
ghost-types do not feel pain because our bodies are strange, we 
actually can. We can feel pain just as how organic creatures of 
carbon could. We feel the burning when lightning strikes us, we feel 
as though our very bodies are melting when we are lit on fire, and we 


most certainly feel the biter stinging when we are struck with any sort 
of cold element. It's only that we cannot feel pain if someone were to 
physically strike us, because our bodies will automatically make us 
intangible the second that we are near any sort of living creatures, 
even if we do not consciously know it ourselves. It's a complicated, 
instinct-related defense mechanism that | have never completely 
understood. 


But regardless, it seems that Venri actually can hurt me. | had 
thought that she could, but now | have a confirmation. The current 
injury she has inflicted upon me is rather painful, but it's thankfully 
not debilitating. | can already feel my plague easing the pain and 
restoring the pieces of my ghostly flesh that have been traumatized. 
Venri apparently can't kill me on her own, though this still is 
problematic. She can still hurt me enough that perhaps she can 
render me unconscious and allow Zekra to escape. 


That can't happen. 


| get out of the underground world and come back to the surface 
world. Unsurprisingly, | find Venri standing not too far away from me, 
poised and ready to strike. Behind her, | see Zekra beginning to run 
away, fleeing further into the city. 


GET BACK HERE, ZEKRA. 


| only have to take one step before Venri is after me once again, but 
she is much faster this time. She succeeds in striking me with her 
claws, but rather than fling me away as she had done last time, she 
holds me in the grasp of her claws. Venri curls her sharp, blade-like 
claws around me as she keeps smiling at me. | find that | cannot 
phase through them. 


"Nope! You're not going to get her anymore!" she says to me, 
grinning evilly. "You're just going to have to wait here until she finds 
Terron and brings him here. And when he sees what you've been 
trying to do to her... well, let's say even / don't want to see that." 


| frown at the plague shadow as | awkwardly throw the pin in my 
hand at her forehead. Venri only ducks as it goes flying over her 
head, clattering to the ground somewhere behind her. 


"| told you, that's not going to work on me!" she sighs in 
exasperation. "Just give up already! You can't beat me and Zekra! 
You could before a long time ago, but not anymore! Not now that 
we're synchronized!" 


"Are you really sure about that?" | ask her with a dark tone ina 
voice. 


For a moment, Venri seems puzzled by my ominous question. She 
stares at me with a strange gaze, perhaps thinking that | might be 
saying something useful, and then quickly shakes her head and 
glares at me. 


"Of course I'm sure! You're not going anywhere and Zekra's going to 
find Terron!" she assures me. "What kind of a stupid question is 
that?" 


"Because Zekra isn't going to find Terron," | explain to her. "Or 
Impetus. Or even Reshiram. Because right now, two of my members 
have hypnotized her friends so that they think my two members are 
myself and Zekra |. In those three's minds, | am amongst them with 
Zekra and am telling them how we succeeded in resolving our issue 
peacefully. I'm fairly certain my imposter self is even being rather 
pleasant to them." 


| feel Venri's grip loosen on me for just a moment, but she quickly 
tightens it before | can think about escaping. Her eyes take ona 
more sinister hue and they illuminate the darkness around us so 
brightly that if | still had normal eyes, | would have gone blind. 


"Then of course..." | tell her as | resist a smile, relishing the 
distressed state I've put this troublesome shadow into. "Zekra 
doesn't actually stand a chance against me if she doesn't have you 
with her..." 


It is not long after I've said this does a desperate shriek echo through 
the air around us. Venri and | turn our heads to find Zekra coming 
back into our views. Or more specifically, she is being dragged back 
to us by my amorphous shadow. She thrashes and screams and 
claws at the shadow that has its grasp tightly around her mane, but it 
refuses to let her go and only continues to haul her back to Venri and 
| with its unrelenting strength. 


Venri looks down at me with an utterly horrified look on her face, and 
| can see that she, for the first time, realizes | don't have a shadow 
anymore. | knew that | couldn't get to Zekra when Venri would be 
following me everywhere | went, so | sent my shadow after Zekra not 
long after | came back to the surface world. She simply hadn't 
noticed because it's rather difficult to see a shadow in the darkness 
of night. 


But that is not the only thing that Venri missed when she was too 
busy paying attention to me... 


She and | only have to look back at my shadow and Zekra to see 
something glimmering and metallic in its grasp; the plague pin. My 
shadow curls itself around Zekra so that she can't move as it takes 
the pin with it. Then, before Venri or Zekra can react, my shadow 
shoves the pin's surface against Zekra's forehead. 


| prepare myself for the anguished shrieking that will be coming from 
Venri any second now. | certainly remember how Terron's plague 
reacted when | used the same tactic on him, thus | ready myself. 
Once Venri begins to disappear, | must make haste and kill Zekra. 
This battle has lasted far longer than it needed to. 


But much to my surprise... 
Nothing happens. 
Even though | can clearly see my shadow pressing the pin against 


Zekra, Venri is not disappearing. She's still got me in her grasp, 
refusing to let me go. The pin isn't affecting her at all. 


Why? 
Why won't it work? 


The pins from the hiding spot | took that one out of aren't defective. 
I've had my members use them before and they said that they 
worked just fine. So why won't this work? Why won't Venri 
disappear? 


Why can't! kill Zekra? 


As if Venri can actually hear my thoughts, she begins laughing 
hysterically, though not enough so that | can slip out of her grasp and 
hurry over to Zekra so | can murder her. She looks at me, trying to 
stifle her laughter so that it doesn't muffle her words, but she is still 
unable to get rid of the smug smirk upon her face. 


"You really thought that was going to work?" Venri asked, both 
baffled and entertained by my idea. "Really?! Oh wow, so that was 
your grand plan all along. Thought you could just smother me out so 
that you actually had a chance of killing Zekra? Wow. And you even 
made it so that nobody could stop you! You really did plan this out 
really carefully. Well, sorry to say, but I'm kind of immune to those 
stupid pins. Can't silence me at all with them." 


You're lying to me. 

! can get rid of you. 

AND I KNOW HOW TO DOIT. 

Within my mind, | tell my shadow to carry out a new order. 


| have my shadow cut open Zekra's chest and then ram the pin into 
her heart. 


That is when the blood-curdling scream | had anticipated penetrates 
the air. Not only is just the one like | had hoped, but it's from two 
different sources. The first one is obviously from Zekra, as having 


her chest cut open is a rather painful experience, especially when a 
shadow is attacking her very heart. The second one, the only one | 
truly cared about, is coming from Venri. 


| can see her form beginning to fizzle out of existence as she drops 
me and releases the demonic cries of a monster, her form shifting 
between Zoroark, Sableye, Umbreon, and a variety of other 
Pokémon I've encountered in my lifetime. She also temporarily takes 
on the form of a dragon-like creature that highly resembles the 
Primogenitor when it had grown strong enough. Seeing my chance, | 
race toward Zekra. 


Venri does not stop me. | can see her trying to, for she keeps glaring 
at me and attempts to run toward me, but she's unsuccessful. She's 
only able to run a few paces before her form fizzles out, and then 
she stops existing in the real world before reappearing in the very 
same spot a second or two later. Thus, it takes very little time to 
reach Zekra, who is too distracted to even notice that | am standing 
right beside her. 


| look down at Zekra one last time, watching her writhe and squirm, 
before | fill one of my claws with the plague-killing power. My shadow 
gives me the pin so that | can continue pressing it down upon 
Zekra's exposed heart while it returns to being a regular shadow 
upon the ground. 


| need to do this fast. | need to stop the heart, and then put the pin 
on myself before my own plague comes back. Killing Zekra will have 
broken our deal after all, the one where | promised to spare Zekra's 
life in exchange for its silence, and it will undoubtedly pester me 
forever thanks to what | am going to do next. Or the thoughts | 
despise will come back and they'll be the ones to stop me. | can't 
have either of them. 


NOW LET'S GET THIS OVER WITH SO! CAN ACTUALLY DO 
WHAT I MUST. 


EVERYTHING WILL BE BETTER WITH ZEKRA DEAD. 


| am just about to strike at Zekra's heart when something grabs me 
and tears me away from Zekra. I'm unsurprised to find Venri is 
holding me down against the cobblestone road. Her form continues 
to change every few seconds, and from the way her eyes flicker as 
she sporadically changes, | can tell that she is in much pain. Even 
though the pin may no longer be touching her, for it flew out of my 
grasp when she tackled me down, she must still be suffering from 
the after effects. 


"You'll never kill Zekra," she growls at me, her voice warbled and 
just as sporadic in tone as her form. "Don't you EVER try to kill her! 
| won't ever let that happen!" 


| scowl at her, growing tired of her game. She stands no chance 
against me now that | know what her weakness is, and | have no 
time to deal with her any longer. Once again, | send my shadow after 
the pin that's resting along the ground nearby and tell it keep the pin 
on Zekra's heart. She can't stop me from doing that. She can only be 
in one place at a time apparently despite being such a seemingly 
powerful plagued one. It's only a matter of time before Zekra is dead 
then. 


"It's over, Venri," | tell her simply. "Give up. You can't win against me. 
It doesn't matter that Zekra has you; she's still not strong enough to 
stop me." 


She looks behind her to see my shadow going after the pin. | see the 
desperation on her face from knowing that she can't win in this 
situation. Despite how strong she might have thought herself to be, 
there was only one of her, and two of me. She might have had the 
upper hand if Zekra were helping her, but sadly for her, Zekra is too 
afraid of me to fight any longer. Zekra no longer has the bravado she 
displayed to me the last time she and | talked. 


| watch Venri as she keeps her afraid eyes on the moving shadow as 
it closes in on the pin. | can see how much she wants to chase after 
it, but she knows that if she does, then that would allow me to go 
after Zekra and kill her. 


Venri looks back at me again, and | can see the hate and despair 
flourishing in her eyes as she temporarily takes on an appearance 
that bears a resemblance to me. 


"No, it's not over!" Venri cries. "t's not over! | WON'T LET IT!" 


That is when Venri's form stabilizes and she continues to remain as 
a Sableye. Her body begins to emit a strange, red power that takes 
on the form of an aura, and | can see it shining through her 
gemstone eyes. 


Then, there is a flash of black, and | see Venri's shadow detach itself 
from her and fly towards my own shadow. When it reaches it, her 
shadow entangles with my own, and they begin to clash amongst 
each other. And though my shadow is rather strong, it cannot fight 
back against Venri's own shadow. Her shadow overpowers it within 
seconds and soon, her shadow has subdued and engulfed my 
shadow, rendering it useless. 


| can only lay there, held down by Venri's grasp, utterly baffled. That 
power to make your shadow move on your own... that's not a power 
you can copy. No one else except | has that power. Even Zeverous, 
when | fought with him, could not copy that power. Powers given to 
you by the plague cannot be replicated because they are far too 
complex and require too much energy to wield. Even if they could be 
imitated... they couldn't be to such a perfect degree. They'd be 
flawed in a remarkable way. 


But Venri had just perfectly copied my own technique. She replicated 
it, and not only that, but she made it far stronger than my own 
version of it. 


She had overcome my greatest power. 


| tell myself that | have another second wind | can use. | had found 
Venri's weakness earlier when she had seemingly bested me, so 
surely | could do something similar again. | could pull out another 
trump card and kill Zekra as | must. 


But | can't. There is no other trump card to be found. My shadow 
was my greatest power. Now it's been rendered useless by Venri's 
own shadow. 


I've lost. 


Venri looks down at me as she turns back into a Zoroark, still glaring 
at me with the cold spite that she had directed at me earlier. 


"| was going to let you live," she tells me with a hiss. "| Knew that you 
were going to try and kill Zekra when we got back here, but Zekra 
wouldn't believe me and said we should leave you alone. But now... 
maybe | shouldn't listen to her anymore. Maybe | should kill you 
instead. Maybe she'd actually agree with me even after it was all 
over." 


"Killing me will kill Terron as well," | tell her blankly. "You'd murder 
her dearest friend if you were to end my life. Or did you perhaps not 
make the connection?" 


"| don't know that for sure," Venri tells me instead. "You guys have 
been separated for years, so maybe Terron's grown enough on his 
own so he could keep living if you were gone. There's only one way 
to find out, isn't there?" 


| don't say anything to that because quite frankly, | don't know how to 
reply to that. | don't even know if Venri is correct in saying that she 
can kill me. She is nothing more than an illusion, and yet with the 
way she is glaring at me and the sinister vibe she is giving off... 
there is something unmistakably different about Venri. Something 
more powerful and foreboding that makes me insides feel cold. 


"Venri, stop!" 


Venri and | turn our heads to find that Zekra is standing near us. The 
wound my shadow had inflicted upon her has closed up, making it so 
that | can no longer see her heart. She no longer appears as scared 
or hurt as before, now standing with more of the strength that | have 


seen in her when she wasn't with me. There is still some unease, but 
she seems to be making an effort to fighting it. 


"Venri... we're not hurting him," Zekra says quietly. 


"What? Why not?!" Venri cries in exasperation. "He totally tried to kill 
you! We have to kill him or else he'll try to kill you all over again!" 


"No, we're not," Zekra says more firmly this time. "I... | want to talk to 
him. I'm going to figure out why he's really acting this way." 


"Yeah, because that worked out so well the last time you tried that," 
Venri scoffs as she rolls her eyes. 


" Venri. Let me talk to him," she says, glaring at her shadowy self. 
"We're not going to kill each other again, okay? | know what I'm 
doing. Trust me." 


Venri continues to return the very same glare to Zekra, and for a 
while, the two of them refuse to remove their gazes from each other. 
It happens for a such long while, that | begin to wonder if perhaps 
they'll continue to glare at each other until morning. But thankfully, 
Venri finally breaks off her stare and gives a defeated sigh. 


"Alright, fine, I'll let you guys talk. Not like it could get any worse than 
it just did anyway,” Venri says with a dismissive wave of her paw 
before looking at me with a malicious glint in her eyes. "But | swear, 
if you even touch Zekra, | will show up and | will cut your head off. 
Better remember that." 


Venri gives me one last resentful stare after giving me this threat, 
and then disappears into thin air. Now, it's only Zekra and | together 
in front of the old Aurora Fellowship with no one around. 


| begin to feel the distortion in my thoughts again. Everything 
becomes hazy. 


But I'm not weak. I'm not hurt like the last time Zekra and | fought. | 
can't kill Zekra anymore because her shadow will kill me if | do, but | 
don't have to be with her. We don't have to talk. 


| don't want to be with her. 
| need to get away from Zekra. | can't be around her. 


"Yimtri... don't run away," Zekra says to me quietly and softly, seeing 
me get up. "Maybe you really didn't want to talk to me at all when 
you brought me here... but we really do need to talk. We can't let 
whatever's going on between us keep going." 


| get to my feet anyway. | don't need to talk to her. | see she is sad by 
my actions but | try not to look at her. It hurts to see her like that. 


More of a reason to get away from her. 


"Look, | know that you hate talking about whatever goes on your 
head," Zekra keeps saying. "I get it. | learned the hard way what 
happens when | push you way too hard. We both got hurt. But look 
at us... look at what's happening to us.” 


| don't say anything to her. | start walking away. | see Zekra following 
after me. | want to attack her but | know Venri will kill me if | do. So | 
ignore her and keep walking. 


"Hey, | want to talk to you!" Zekra calls out. "Stop walking away from 
me! Just listen to me!" 


| still don't answer her. She'll leave me alone if | keep ignoring her. 
She has to. 


| don't want her near me. 


"When you asked me earlier if | wanted to be able to talk to you 
again, | wasn't lying," Zekra says to me. "I really do want to be able 
to talk to you again just like when we were starting to get to know 
each other. Because... you're interesting to talk to. | mean sure, 


you're hard to talk to sometimes and some of your thoughts are kind 
of messed up, but | still like what goes on in your head. It's... It's 
fascinating. And | really don't think you're as a bad of a guy as you 
think you are." 


That's a funny thing for her to say after | had nearly murdered her. 
Her thought process is rather morbid after all. But it's strangely 
touching. | feel genuine warmth in me when | hear those words. 


But | Keep ignoring her. | don't want to deal with her. 
Get away from me, Zekra. 

Stop bothering me. Leave me alone. 

Please... 


Zekra doesn't say anything to me. | don't hear her following me. | 
think she's given up now. Good. 


| start to walk away faster. | don't know where I'm going but | need to 
be somewhere other than here. Anywhere away from Zekra. 


"You hate me, don't you?" she then asks me. 


| stop when | hear that. | turn around and | find Zekra is quite a 
distance away from me with a depressed look on her face. 


"You were trying to kill me because you hate me, don't you?" she 
asks again. "You're not just mad that | broke your promise... you like 
actually hate me. Like how | hate the Plagued Ones for ruining my 
life. You hate me the same way and that's why you don't want to see 
me at all. You want to get rid of me so bad because you despise me 
for making you open up when you never wanted to and 
everything..." 


| see the sad glimmer in Zekra's eyes. | haven't seen her that way in 
a long while. When | see it | feel something sharp press into my 
chest. | tell myself to ignore the pain and confirm Zekra's answer. 


| hate her. Of course | do. There's no other reason to kill her. 
"| don't hate you," | tell her. "Never have and never will.” 


| immediately curse myself when | realize what I've said. | wasn't 
supposed to say that. She's supposed to think | hate her. Because if 
she knows | don't actually hate her... 


| want to take back my words but then | see Zekra's sadness go 
away. She now looks at me with shock and confusion. 


"You don't?" she asks carefully. "Then... why do you look so angry 
all the time when you see me? Or even want to kill me?" 


| don't answer her. | want to insist that | do hate her but | can't get 
myself to say the words. They refuse to leave my thoughts and 
become words she can hear. | want to keep walking away from 
Zekra but | can't do that either. I'm stuck with her because my legs 
won't move. 


It's her eyes... 


Those pitiful eyes that make any strength | hold within me fade 
away... 


She starts getting closer to me. She walks slowly like she's still 
scared of me, but she still walks. | still find | can't move. 


"Yimtri... what's going on with you?" she asks me. "You can tell me... 
| promise, | won't judge you for it." 


| don't want to tell her. | don't want to talk to her. 
! don't want her to know what's happening to me. 


"Just tell me so that | can help you and so that we can get along 
again," Zekra says, pleading now. "I! care about you, Yimtri. | want to 
be able to talk to you again and everything. Please... just tell me 
what's wrong. | want to understand you because | really..." 


| don't want her to understand me. She doesn't need to know what's 
going on. 


BUT SHE DOES. SHE DESERVES TO KNOW EVERYTHING. 


And then before | can stop myself, the words leave my mouth and | 
speak the words | never wanted anyone to hear. 


"I'm infatuated with you. | want to kill you because I'm in love with 
you." 


Zekra stops moving and talking. She becomes frozen on the spot. | 
glare at her as | feel my body tremble upon finally making that 
declaration as my volatile emotions continue to force me to speak. 


"I'm infatuated with you," | tell her, pointing a finger at her. "Of all the 
reasons to kill you and get you out of my life, it's because I'm so 
DEEPLY in love with you. | never wanted ANY OF THIS . | was 
perfectly fine with loving Nyx. Maybe things could never be the same 
thanks to the events that have unfolded, but IT WOULD HAVE 
BEEN MY CHOICE . | would have loved her on my own. | wouldn't 
have had any sort of influence. But not anymore. NOW I'M IN LOVE 
WITH YOU. I'M LOVE WITH YOU WHEN I NEVER WANTED TO 
BE WITH YOU. ALL BECAUSE OF TERRON. 


" ALL BECAUSE HE LOVES YOU." 


"Wha... what?" Zekra stutters, shirking back. "What are you... Tear 
doesn't..." 


| shoot her a cold glare as | march up to her and get as close to her 
as possibly can without touching her. Then | look straight into her 
eyes and scowl as deeply as | can. 


"Terron loves you," | growl at her. "How do you not see it? Do you not 
see the light in his eyes whenever he looks at you? Do you not 
notice how quick he is to defend you from me? Do you not realize 
how many of his actions revolve around you?" 


"Well | mean... that doesn't exactly mean that he... well..." Zekra 
babbles on, becoming increasingly awkward as she makes strange 
movements with her feet. 


God, how dense can this girl be? It's as clear as day. I'm fairly 
certain if | were to ask Impetus, Syn, and Reshiram, they would say 
that Terron is in love with Zekra. They'd even Say it's incredibly 
obvious. 


It doesn't matter, though. Her obliviousness isn't important. It's jarring 
that she hasn't figured it out by now, but it's not something I'm going 
to elaborate on any longer. | hate thinking about it further anyway. 


"It would be fine that Terron is in love with you under normal 
circumstances," | go on, feeling the bitterness within me simmer. 
"But his love for you isn't just confined to his heart. It's spread to me 
too. I'm infatuated with you because I'm a part of him. Every 
feeling he has for you is now the same feeling | have for you. 
BUT THESE AREN'T MY FEELINGS. THEY ARE TERRON'S AND 
THEY WILL NOT LEAVE ME. THEY'RE BECOMING MY 
FEELINGS. 


" [F YOU WERE GONE |! WOULDN'T HAVE TO WORRY 
ANYMORE. | COULD BE MYSELF AGAIN. | WOULDN'T HAVE 
TERRON'S FEELINGS IN ME. I'D STILL BE ME. 


"| WOULDN'T HAVE TO WORRY THAT BEFORE WE GO AFTER 
THE PRIMOGENITOR, | MIGHT NOT EXIST ANYMORE. 


"| WOULDN'T HAVE TO WORRY THAT I'M NOTHING MORE 
THAN A SHADOW THAT'S BOUND TO BE SMOTHERED OUT BY 
TERRON. 


"| WOULDN'T HAVE TO KNOW THAT I'M NOT ME ANYMORE." 


It is after | scream out all these words at Zekra that my emotions 
finally settle, leaving me be as they become dampened. 
Unfortunately, as they retreat, they leave behind a painful stinging in 


my heart and weakened body. | can feel myself trembling and if | had 
actual eyes, I'm fairly certain | would have felt the need to cry as 
well. 


| curl my shaking claws into my palms as | look down at Zekra to find 
that she is still with me, having not fled from me despite my demonic 
outburst. She seems quite frightened herself, but is able to retain 
better composure than myself. She does not seem ready to bolt and 
is able to keep eye contact with me. 


"So that's you wanted to kill me..." she says quietly. "I... | had no 
idea that all of that was going on with you..." 


| scoff as | turn my back to her, feeling the regret of telling her all of 
this information. Accursed emotions, forcing me to speak words that 
were never meant to be heard. | should have known that this would 
be nothing but a repeat of the last time she and | spoke. She and | 
were never meant to be able to get along without disastrous results. 
Of course, was there anything else to be expected? People often do 
not get along with others' shadows. Whether it is a mate's shadow or 
a friend's, getting along with someone else's shadow is not 
something | have heard of. 


Why would you want to be acquainted with a force of darkness that 
is everything your friend refuses to be? It makes no sense from any 
standpoint. 


| want to leave Zekra once again and make it so that she cannot find 
me, but | know that | cannot do that this time. Though | am loathe to 
admit it, | need her power. Then also, she is my connection to 
Terron. If | were to flee from this area with my members, we would 
stand no chance against the Primogenitor. We need the power and 
support that Terron's friends are providing, and | am sure that saying 
| no longer want to speak or even see Zekra will not convince them 
to help me. They will likely be disgusted with me and perhaps try to 
kill the Primogenitor without my help. 


| am not sure what to do at this point. | cannot kill Zekra, as her 
shadow will surely kill me as it had promised, and | cannot abandon 
her... 


Perhaps | could convince Terron that she and | were not able to 
make amends despite my best efforts. | am sure that Lume and Noc 
can make it so that he and his friends are led to believe that instead 
through the illusionary trick. Of course, that would also require me 
convincing Zekra to not tell anyone that | had tried to kill her, which 
may not be possible thanks to Venri since she seems to hate me 
now... 


Perhaps | will be fine. Perhaps | don't need to do anything. Zekra 
seems rather unhinged and uncomfortable by the thought that Terron 
is in love with her, so maybe it will encourage her to put a rift 
between them once more. But then... shadows cling to their real 
selves when they're in their darkest moments. If Terron feels 
dismayed by Zekra avoiding him or rejecting him, that might make 
me merge with him at an exponential rate and I'll be gone before Syn 
ever returns here... meaning if | actually had killed Zekra then Terron 
would have fallen into a depression and I'd be absorbed into him in 
no time. 


In other words, everything | had planned was pointless. 


| will be absorbed into Terron and there's absolutely nothing | can do 
to stop it from happening. 


God, why did Terron have to fall in love with Zekra? Why couldn't 
they remain friends? If Terron hadn't of fallen in love with her, | 
wouldn't have had to realize any of this. | Know that it's common for 
close friends of opposite genders to become attracted to each other, 
because that's simple science at work, but why couldn't they be an 
exception and simply remain platonic? Why did Terron have to 
develop feelings for that girl when there was no true benefit in doing 
so? Sure he might be stronger in battle because he'll want to fight to 
protect her, | certainly know the feeling, but his platonic love for her 
should have been enough. It would have carried him through these 


upcoming trials just fine. He doesn't need romantic love to motivate 
him. Because besides perhaps that small boost in strength thanks to 
romantic love being one of the most powerful forms of motivation, 
there's absolutely no benefit to being in love with her, seeing as how 
we are all going to die very soon anyway... 


"You're not going to disappear, Yimtri," Zekra then says to me. 


| stop going through my train wreck of a thought process as | turn my 
head to find Zekra is still amongst and still staring at me. However, 
there is no longer any fear or uncomfortableness in her eyes. She is 
now giving me a solemn, almost reverent glare. 


"The whole reason you wanted to kill me... was because you don't 

want to remember that you're synchronizing with Tear," she says to 

me, articulating everything I've screamed at her. "You're scared that 
you're going to get smothered out and that Terron's going to ignore 

you. Right?" 


"It's only true," | reply. "A shadow is a rejected self. Of course he will 
silence me. We will inevitably merge back, whether it's tomorrow 
morning or when we both die. After all, why should we stay separate 
when we are whisked away to the spirit realm? Our souls will not 
have bodies to remain trapped in anymore. But regardless, | will 
return to being his shadow in due time and he won't want to listen to 
me. He already detests some of the words | say to him already. Why 
would it be any different when we're one?" 


“Because he does listen to you," Zekra tells me. "Maybe he doesn't 
show it all the time, but he likes your ideas. Like, he really liked all of 
those plans you made for all of us once we go siege the Fellowship 
or whatever we're going to do. He thought it was really clever and 
was a great plan." 


"So he listened to one thing | had to say," | tell her with a scowl. 
"That does not guarantee he will listen to everything | have to say. | 
will be trapped within his soul after all. If he does not want to listen to 
me, he can ignore me through a variety of means. Besides, | won't 


be able to do anything anymore and I'll cease to be able to do 
anything meaningful. | won't have my own body anymore. I'll be 
nothing but a voice in Terron's head." 


"Alright, it's true that you're going to lose your body when you 
synchronize. But Yimtri..." Zekra tells me softly. "You're not going to 
stop meaning anything because of that. Tear's still going to listen to 
you. | mean, look at Venri. She's my shadow, and you can tell that 
she's got a lot of... interesting things to say. Sometimes | don't like 
what she tells me and | get into these weird arguments with her. But | 
still listen to her. All the time. | never ignore her, even if she says that 
I'm being really weak and that I'm making really stupid choices. | 
listen, because she always has a reason for what she says. Maybe | 
don't agree with the reason, but | still try to understand where she's 
coming from. 


"But | also listen to her... because | care about her. Because she's 
her own being as well and needs to be acknowledged just like any of 
my friends. Sure, she can show up in reality like an illusion to talk to 
anyone, but she still likes it when | talk to her. Because she's me and 
just wants to help me." 


Zekra begins to walk closer to me until she is right in front of me. | 
see her eyes radiate with a glowing warmth as she begins to smile 
that makes my heart melt. 


"Tear's the same way. He knows you want to help him. He knows 
that you just want what he wants, even if it's in a different way. He 
cares about you. And even if he didn't... and he ignored you like | 
ignored Venri for a long time... | would still care about you. I'd talk to 
you if Tear wouldn't. I'd find a way to get into Tear's head and find 
you so we can talk about anything you want. | promise." 


| am about to doubt the validity of that claim, as | do not know how 
Zekra can go into Terron's mind and find a shadow, but the 
sentiment of Zekra's statement stops me. She is promising that even 
though she loves Terron, she still finds happiness in talking to me, 


his shadow. Even if | am alone in Terron's mind, she will still find a 
way to make it so that | am not lonely and provide me company. 


But also... | realize she is right about Terron. Terron, when | truly 
think about it, does care about me. Though he and | do fight, we do 
get along much better than we did in the past. We even hold 
diplomatic conversations with one another when he is not pestering 
me about why | act so antagonistic towards Zekra. Though it only 
seems that we are joining forces because we have a common goal... 
perhaps he wanted my aid because he cared about me as well. 


Because he knew that | could provide him personal strength that he 
could not obtain on his own. Because he knew that | could not truly 
defeat the Primogenitor on my own and wanted to give me his own 
strength and power. 


Because he knew... we need each other. More than either of us can 
comprehend. He even said that when we had our talk shortly before 
we left Midnight Swamp. | had forgotten that talk had even occurred 
with the events that have been happening. 


We complement each other. 


When | realize these things, | feel the darkness and heaviness in my 
heart begin to lighten, and | no longer feel as many burdens upon my 
back. | feel more strength in my stance and the regret and pain 
within me begin to diminish as well. 


There's no reason to fear disappearing. If Terron and | do merge... | 
will still exist. | will not be ignored. 


Because Terron and | need each other. 
Because Zekra will always be there for me. 
| look back at Zekra to find that she is watching me carefully, trying to 


evaluate how | am taking in her kind and riveting words. A breeze 
blows past us, pushing Zekra's mane in front of her eyes, making it 


so that she cannot see anything. She quickly brushes it aside, but | 
see that it will soon cover her face once more because she has 
nothing tying it back. 


As soon as | see that, | have a strange thought come to mind. 


“Thank you for the talk, Zekra," | tell her. "Once again, | find myself 
feeling better thanks to your words. Here, let me see your mane. | 
have something in mind that will repay you for the encouraging 
words you have spoken to me." 


Zekra seems unsure by my request, but does sit down upon the 
cobblestone and watches me curiously. | take the cape wrapped 
around my neck and carefully untie it before letting it unfurl. It billows 
momentarily as | hold it out before me, and | take the moment to 
admire it and its time with me despite all I've been through. After this 
feeling of nostalgia sweeps past me, | then take the end of Zekra's 
unruly mane and bunch it up so that it is all gathered together. | then 
carefully take my cape and tie it around the end of her mane, and 
before long, it is a tight Knot. | release my hold on her mane, and 
allow her mane to softly thump against Zekra's back. 


She gets up and looks at the ponytail-like appearance her mane has 
now taken on, thanks to my cape acting as a sort of band. She now 
appears more like a normal Zoroark, with the exception of her 
demonic attributes. 


"Your mane seemed rather bothersome," | tell her. "I thought I'd fix it 
so that you might be able to see more easily. | know that you Zoroark 
usually have beads to keep your manes together, but I'm afraid | 
don't have any." 


"Oh don't worry about that! This is perfect!" Zekra says cheerily. "But 
are you sure you want to give me your cape? | mean, | know you 
really like this cape." 


"No, it's fine," | assure her. "| need a new cape anyway, or | might not 
need one if | end up merging with Terron. But rest assured, that cape 


will not tear. It is very durable." 


Zekra smiles as she begins prodding the tied cape with her claws, as 
if she actually wants to try ripping it open to test the validity of my 
claim. It's amusing, in some ways. Even still, | begin to leave her be. 
| no longer need to spend time with her. | have other things that | can 
attend to. 


"So are we really going to be able to get along now?" Zekra asks 
me. "Or are you just going to run away all over again?" 


| hadn't taken a single step when Zekra asked me, making it so | can 
see her still. She's still smiling, but it's not as contagious and there's 
less energy in her stance. It takes me a moment to process the 
question she has just asked me. 


"| think you already know that answer to that," | tell her. 


"Well no... not really," she admits, her smiling fading slightly. "| 
mean, you and me were getting along great before and we really 
seemed to understand each other. And then you got all mad and 
tried to kill me and then it just went downhill from there... You're 
difficult to understand, really." 


Oh, now she's finally able to grasp such a simple concept. | would 
have rolled my eyes if | still had actual eyes. So instead, | darken the 
light in my gemstones and shake my head. 


"I'm not leaving again, Zekra," | tell her, half-grumbling. "There's far 
too much at stake for me to leave again as easily as | did before. | 
have far more resources when | am with all of you anyway. | would 
be an idiot to throw all of that away." 


That seems to reassure Zekra. There's less anxiety arising from her 
soul. Thinking she is satisfied, | then try to walk away again. But | 
don't, because then | notice a devilish grin form on Zekra's face 
that's admittedly a bit unnerving. 


"And because you actually like being around us," Zekra says with 
smugness that Terron has no doubt infected her with. "Or rather, you 
like being around me." 

"Don't bring that into this." 

"But you do! You admitted it yourself!" 

"In a moment of rage that meant absolutely nothing." 

"Which means that Tear likes me too!" 

"No he doesn't." 

"Which means that it's all your fault if Tear and | end up together! 
Because | kind of thought he liked me before, but | didn't know what 
was going to happen if | was wrong. But now you just confirmed it." 


"He'll still reject you." 


"Which means that there's nothing to worry about if | go talk to him! 
We might actually be mates!" 


"He knows there's no point in a relationship that lasts for five days." 
"Shut up! Stop ruining my fantasy!" 
"I'll Keep ruining it until you realize it's pointless." 


“Ohhhhh, | get it. | get why you're being such a stick in the mud! 
You're jealous ." 


"I'm not. Get that delusional thought out of your head." 
"You're jealous because you think that | like Tear and not you. | can 


see it all over your face! Your eyes are doing that weird flicker thing 
like they do whenever you get mad!" 


"They do that regardless of my mood. Besides, | already told you | 
do not care that | am in love with you because of the connection | 
share with Terron. Terron could hate you and | would still be 
absolutely livid that | am feeling his hate when it's not my own." 


"Well don't worry! | like you too!" 
"Zekra, | am not jealous. Stop implying that | am." 


"Well even if you're not jealous, | still want you to know that | like 
you! Sort of like how | like Tear, but not exactly. But | still like you! 
You're awesome, even if you're kind of messed up sometimes. Well, 
a lot actually. But you're still a nice guy! Sometimes. And you and 
Tear are the same guy anyway, so it's not like it'll be weird anyway." 


"| don't think you actually understand what you're saying." 


"Well to you it might not make sense. Maybe if you and Tear actually 
did synchronize, it'd be a whole lot less complicated. But it still 
makes perfect sense to me! And | think this is the best thing ever!" 


| don't even get to make a rebuttal before there is a flash of black 
and | am knocked over onto my back. I'm very unsurprised to find 
Zekra on me as a Zorua, giggling to herself as she nuzzles my 
cheeks, somehow not phasing through me as she does so. She then 
begins to gush about how happy she is and how she's excited to talk 
to Terron about potentially becoming mates for a grand total of what 
cannot be more than a week, all the while assuring me that she 
loves me as well and won't neglect me. | consider throwing her off of 
me and finding Terron so | can end this catastrophe before it can 
even happen, but then | realize something. 


Maybe there's no reason to resist any of this. 


Maybe the circumstances | find myself in are quite strange and 
makes little sense the more | think about it... just as nearly 
everything about my life does... but maybe there is no reason to be 
bothered by any of this. It's complicated and downright strange now, 


but seeing as how Terron and | will soon be one again, perhaps it 
might not be so strange when that day comes. 


Perhaps it's best not to think about any of this and simply enjoy the 
happiness Zekra so clearly wishes to share with me. 


Besides... it's best to keep Zekra happy as long as possible. | want 
her to enjoy these last few days. She's been through so much 
suffering thanks to my actions. The least | can do is try to make 
these next few days as pleasant as possible. 


This is the calm before the storm, after all. 


And oh what a storm it will be. 


Special Episode: | See You 


"| See You" 


They're closing in on me. 


| never thought that they would make this much progress. I've done 

so much to make sure that they could not reach the point they are at 
now. Yet | know that they are in Aurora Town according to one of my 
followers, plotting together, ready to make their next move very soon. 


The Dimitri halves are ready to eliminate me, the very reason that 
they are split apart into two beings. 


They became a threat when | tried to absorb their whole self that day 
long ago when they were one. | gave him a part of myself by 
accident. The piece did not do anything, but it was in Dimitri. But | 
did not interfere with Dimitri's life. He could not go to Shiron when | 
left for there. There was no reason to fear him when he was out of 
my sight. 


It did not remain that way forever. One of my followers betrayed me 
and brought him to Shiron to stop me. Her portal was attracted to 
him because a piece of myself was in him. | knew then he was would 
be a true threat. | did not know if he would learn to control or be 
aware of the piece of myself in him, but | would not take chances. | 
had already made that mistake by not taking care of him when he 
was on Kuron. 


My effort to eliminate him ended with myself unable to trace his 
shadow. He was stolen away after being torn out of Dimitri and | 
could not find him. A time later, the corpse | thought was his selfish 
Original self was stolen away as well and breathed life once more. | 


could not track him either because the traitor had done something to 
them. 


Now they're together once more and plotting against myself. 


| Know because one of their followers invaded the mountains where 
so many of my own remain. He went there and tried to find the way 
to my home, taking down so many of my kin in the process. Even 
now that he has been stopped and will no longer be able to aid the 
Dimitri ones, the Luxray | tried to break for so long took his place and 
is returning to the Dimitri ones. Any day now they will reach the 
Dimitri ones. When they do, it will not be long before the mountains 
are invaded and the Dimitri ones come to kill me. 


| cannot fathom how Dimitri has become such a large threat to my 
well-being. When he awoke me from my slumber those years ago, 
he was a harmless child. He could do nothing on his own and had to 
rely on others to have any sort of power and strength. He was weak 
and frail, unable to understand what he had done when he set me 
free. 


Now here he is, split in two, proving to be my greatest enemy. He 
holds an entire army at his disposal, as well as one fragment of my 
former self. Soon he will have that Luxray in his company as well, 
giving him the directions to reach my home. 


| mustn't let the Dimitri ones reach my home. | mustn't let them ruin 
my plans. | have worked far too long and tirelessly for them to put an 
end to everything. They do not understand the pain | feel every 
day... they do not understand how much it must end. 


| have most of Shiron under my control now. My numbers grow by 
the day as my followers bring more hosts to Pledge Mountain under 
the guise of providing them safety from my kind. Every day the 
shadows overwhelm their selfish "true" selves and take over. Every 
day they claim what is rightfully theirs with my power. 


Shadow Dimitri should have understood why | do what | must. He is 
exactly like myself; a shadow. A self that was never wanted by their 
host. Someone who is tossed aside and silenced despite only 
wanting to help their host. 


And yet he does not understand. He still resists me. He still intends 
to kill me. He knows he is a shadow and not the "true" Dimitri, yet he 
still does not join me. Instead, he joins with the other Dimitri. 


It is pitiful, but he must die. Shadow or not, | cannot have anyone 
against myself. He will need to be eaten, just as the other shadows 
who begin to disobey or cannot fulfil their roles adequately. They 
must all return to me and let me use their strength to extinguish 
threats on my own. Perhaps I'll return them to hosts when everyone 
in Shiron belongs to me, but not now. | cannot afford to have 
mistakes now. 


I'm ready. 
That human isn't going to stop me! 


I'll kill that Dimitri guy the second he shows up here! I'll rip his heart 
right out and crush it! 


They will not be able to reach the portal, Master. Raikou, Suicune, 
and | will not let them pass. 


The non-plagued ones are deceived and think we are protecting the 
castle against an army of plague. They will fight for us. 


I'm ready to create a great storm to envelop this castle in so that the 
enemies cannot come here so easily. Lightning will strike the air as 
they attempt to fly here and zap them into oblivion. 


Nobody will ever reach you, Master. You have nothing to fear. 


| hear all of them now. They are ready for the impending attack. They 
are ready for an entire army to come storming up the mountain and 


that a number know how to kill my life-force that brings them to life. 
They know that Candlelight Rem is with the human and how 
problematic he will be. | hear all their voices in my mind, thousands 
of them at once, telling myself the same thing. 


They will stand by myself until the very end. 
They want their world back. They do not want to be alone anymore. 
They understand myself so well. 


| give them a plan. | give each of them an order and | make sure that 
all of them are strong enough to prevent the Dimitri ones and their 
army from getting to the portal. | put more of my power in each of 
them, more than | have before. | even have my followers from the 
clans scattered across Shiron go there to help. | can see all of them 
at once and watch them abandon their followers without a second 
thought. 


They know how crucial it is to come to Pledge Mountain. 


They must stop the Dimitri ones. The Dimitri ones and their army 
must not enter my home. 


But if they are able to fight against all of my followers with their army 
and somehow reach my home, | will kill them. | Know how to 
eliminate the vermin that they are. They will not kill myself. 


Then when all of them are dead, | will take back Candlelight Rem 
and | will give all of the shadows their world back. Then | will move 
onto Kuron and free the shadows there. Human shadows are the 
same as Pokémon shadows. They are suppressed there as well, if 
not even more so. Shadow Dimitri is proof of that. Maybe | will move 
onto other worlds and dimensions after | free the shadows of Kuron. 
| see the other dimensions from my home. | see how much the 
shadows there suffer. Perhaps everywhere needs to have its 
shadows freed. 


But | will focus on Shiron first. Shiron must have its shadows freed 
first. | need to deal with the resistance on Shiron. 


| must eliminate Shadow Dimitri and the true Dimitri along with their 
followers. Any day they will be here to kill myself. | must prepare for 
their arrival. There is no option to strike them where they current plot. 
They will eliminate my swiftest kin. If an entire army was sent, they 
would not reach it fast enough either. Everyone will be gone by the 
time the army arrives to the town. 


| must ready Pledge Mountain for their imminent arrival instead. | 
must retrieve the corpse of my former self that rests in Cacturne 
Desert and reabsorb it back into myself. | must make more of the 
pendants out of its flesh to give my army power. There is no longer 
any time to force synchronization with the hosts. | must make as 
many pendants as possible and give any shadow in any form one. 
Time is running out. 


But do not worry, my kin. Fret not. 
We will all be free soon. We will all have our world soon. 


We will no longer live alone in the dark. 


Chapter 85: Together 


X 
Chapter 85 


Together 


A Dodrio sprinted out of the forest and into the grassy plains known 
as The Gray Lands, its clawed feet ripping out patches of grass as it 
made loud squawking sounds. It ran with all of its might at a speed 
that not many Pokémon could hope to match. Only the flying-types 
and perhaps the Rapidash could hope to outrun it when it ran with 
such vigor. 


And yet, right behind its tail, there was a Mienshao able to keep up 
with it without even needing to pant. Even more, in the Mienshao's 
arms there was a Cubone, his eyes locked onto the fleeing Dodrio. 


"Alright Impetus, | have no idea if this is going to work, but let's give 
it a try," Terron said. "You ready to throw me at that Dodrio?" 


"Of course," she said with a nod. "Whenever you're ready." 


Terron eyed the Dodrio before the two of them, watching one of the 
heads twist around to glare back at the two. It released a loud 
squawk, prompting the other two heads to do the same and run even 
faster. Terron had to hold his arm over his eyes to prevent dirt from 
flying into his eyes. 


"Do it!" Terron cried. 


Without a second to waste, Impetus hurled the Cubone forward. 
Terron somersaulted before he landed on the Dodrio's back with his 
feet. All three of the heads instantly turned around and snapped at 
him with their long, pointy beaks, but Terron was ready. He ducked 


under their jabbing beaks and slid toward the middle head's neck. 
Then, before the heads could touch him, he grabbed the neck and 
jumped off the Dodrio, dragging the head down with him. The 
creature let out a harsh cry as it fought to keep its head up, but 
Terron wouldn't let it. With the momentum of his fall, he angled 
himself toward the head to his right, causing him to go swinging 
toward it. Then, he looped around it and intertwined the neck of the 
head he was holding with this new one. When he landed on the 
Dodrio's back once more, he pushed off of it and did the same with 
the other head. Before long, the three heads were knotted together, 
squawking loudly as they attempted to peck the Cubone, but unable 
to do so. 


Terron landed on its back once more and took a moment to revel in 
his accomplishment with a devilish grin before he gripped onto the 
feathers of the Dodrio as it began to buck. 


"Terron, | Suggest you go through with your plan now," Impetus said 
as she ran close to the Dodrio's side. "This Dodrio might trip very 
soon and | am not sure | can catch you when that happens." 


"| know, don't worry, I've got this," Terron reassured her. 


The Cubone closed his eyes as he took in a deep breath, ignoring 
the panicked cries of the Dodrio and the violent bucking movements. 
He slowly opened his eyes as he dug his claw tips into the Dodrio's 
body, past its feathers and into its flesh. When he could feel its warm 
skin closing in around his paws, he knew it was time. 


Make this Dodrio one of us. he commanded the distant entity in his 
mind. 


Terron felt something cold ooze out of his hands and seep into the 
creature. He resisted shivering as it left him and invaded the Dodrio, 
turning the spot where his hands were black. It wasn't long before 
the black began to spread, slowly trickling all throughout the Dodrio 
as it slowly spiraled up the creature's knotted necks... 


Terron released his hold on the Dodrio as he jumped off of its back 
and landed onto the grass with a roll. He tumbled through the green 
blades for a few seconds before he finally stopped himself. As he got 
to his feet, Impetus quickly joined his side, and then together, they 
brought their gazes to the Dodrio. 


The creature had stopped running now and was collapsed on the 
ground in a tangled heap. It shrieked as the black continued to 
spread throughout its body, making wisps rise out of its body as if it 
was being seared alive. It contorted its body more as the darkness 
grew until it completely covered its body, and then it went limp. 
Terron and Impetus eyed it carefully, not moving from their spots as 
they readied themselves. Impetus began to crouch while Terron only 
continued to glare the seemingly dead Dodrio. 


A moment of silence passed, and still nothing happened. The Dodrio 
still lay upon the grass, its eyes closed and its body still tainted 
black. 


"| do not think that your plan worked, Terron," Impetus said as she 
stood herself up straight. "| sense no life from that Dodrio. | think you 
killed it." 


"But | thought that the plague doesn't kill anyone," Terron said, 
looking down at his hands. "It just smothers out the spirit. The 
Dodrio's shadow should be taking over..." 


"It's a wild Pokémon, Terron," Impetus stated blandly, walking over to 
the Dodrio. "They do not have shadows. They do not reject any 
thoughts they do not like because they listen to all of them. A 
shadow cannot exist if you agree with everything your mind tells 
you." 


"But that doesn't mean that the Dodrio should be dead," Terron tried 
to reason. "Maybe | just put it to sleep or something. You know, like a 
coma." 


Impetus said nothing as she approached the Dodrio and stopped in 
front of its three heads. Terron followed her and watched as she 
carefully pulled back one set of eyes on one head. Much to Terron's 
surprise, its iris and pupil were gone. All that was left was a vast, 
milky whiteness that seemed to glow softly. He had to resist shirking 
back as Impetus checked the other eyes of the Pokémon to find that 
they were all the same. 


Terron looked over at the chest of the fallen Dodrio. 


"Yeah... it's breathing still," Terron said. "You can see its chest rising 
and falling, if just barely. It's still alive. It's just in a coma like | said." 


"But this clearly isn't what you wanted," Impetus said pointedly as 
she crossed her arms. "A comatose Dodrio serves us nothing." 


"Well maybe | can wake it up," Terron decided. "Here, get back. | 
don't want you getting hurt." 


Impetus rolled her eyes, but did as instructed and put a reasonable 
distance between her and the dormant Dodrio. Terron sighed and did 
the same before facing the creature once more. He balled his hands 
into fists, and the locked a tense glare onto the Dodrio. 


"Get up," he commanded it. 


The Dodrio didn't even twitch. It remained lifeless and still. Terron 
took a step forward. 


"| said, get up," Terron said again, louder and harsher this time as he 
snapped his fingers to the best of his ability. 


Terron thought he saw one of the talons on the Dodrio's feet curl in 
for a brief second before resuming its flaccid stance. It was progress, 
but it wasn't good enough. Terron scowled as he stamped his foot 
onto the ground. He saw Impetus briefly stumble before righting 
herself up once more. 


" Get up!" 


All six of the Dodrio's eyes snapped open at once. Terron watched 
as the white that was their eyes became the more familiar orange 
light that he associated with the Plagued Ones before it stood up 
onto its feet. The Dodrio silently untangled its three necks before all 
of the heads directed their eyes onto Terron. Terron shuddered. 


"Good, you're awake," Terron said, resisting the urge to smile. "Now, 
| need you to-" 


The Dodrio let out a banshee-like screech before it abruptly turned 
tail and flung itself into the air. Terron was about to toss a good sized 
bone at it, but Impetus beat him to it. She pushed herself off the 
ground and tackled herself into the Dodrio before tossing it down to 
the ground with a smack of her whip-like fur. Then, before the Dodrio 
could climb back to its feet, Impetus descended upon it. A black 
substance encompassed her legs, turning them into spear-like 
objects as she landed down upon the Dodrio. There was a loud, 
hoarse cry from the Dodrio as she sank her corrupted appendages 
into the wild one, and then silence. The darkness surrounding the 
Dodrio dissipated as its heads collapsed along the ground, and 
soon, the corpse of a normal Dodrio lay before Terron. 


Impetus's limbs returned to their normal form as she leapt out of the 
Dodrio and landed before the heads. She didn't bother to shake off 
the blood clinging to her feet. 


"Wow... So that's what you can do now that you're synchronized," 
Terron said, making an effort to not let his jaw drop in awe. 


"Yes. It's very similar to Syn's own power," Impetus verified. 
"Perhaps it's not as extensive as his, but it is adequate. | can kill any 
plague with ease this way, as shown with this Dodrio." 


"Yeah..." Terron said quietly, remembering their current task at hand. 
"| really thought | could control that thing. | mean, it woke up when | 
told it to." 


"Apparently you can't," Impetus said pointedly. "But that is nothing to 
be ashamed of. You are not the Primogenitor. Only it can control the 
plague that is not within us." 


"No, but I've got part of it in me," Terron argued. "When it tried to 
corrupt Dimitri, it put a part of itself in him. You told me that the 
Primogenitor and its followers are scared of me and Yimtri for some 
reason, so maybe this is why. Maybe because I've got a piece of it in 
me, | can control the Plagued Ones and make everything it does 
useless! | mean, why else would it be scared of me? Why else would 


Plagued Ones like me and not attack me when they have the chance 
? iW 


"Maybe it's scared because it knows you have an entire army at your 
disposal, unlike other Pokémon that could be problematic," Impetus 
suggested. "The kings and clan leaders Syn and | killed would never 
tell us. But regardless, | don't agree with you trying to use that 
fragment in you to your advantage. You told me that it tried to 
possess you once. There is no reason why it won't do it again if you 
try to use its power. It might somehow break free from your pin's 
influence on it." 


Terron glanced down at the robe covering his body and eyed one of 
his sleeves. He gently pressed a paw against it and felt the hard 
surface of his cherished pin resting against his wrist. He breathed 
slowly through his nose before looking back at Impetus. 


"It's not going to break out," Terron assured her. "I'm not going to let 
it. Besides, Yimtri did this all the time. He used his plague's power to 
make his literal shadow come to life and do whatever he wanted it to. 
And he'd constantly be blocking out his plague!" 


"But do you really want to end up like him?" Impetus asked 
distastefully. 


Terron didn't answer her. He honestly didn't know how he wanted to 
respond to that question. On one hand, Terron had long accepted 
that Yimtri was a part of him. He was an extremely dark and ruthless 


part of Terron, but still him all the same. There was no reason in 
denying that anymore. But on the other hand, he didn't want to 
become exactly like Yimtri and be able to make such calculated and 
horrifying choices with such ease. Terron knew he would never know 
how many Pokémon Yimtri killed over his time on Shiron or to what 
extremes he had gone to accomplish his goals, but he didn't have to. 
All he had to do was think about Yimtri sometimes and he'd see 
flashes of the Sableye's life long before he and Terron ever met. 


What he saw sometimes gave him nightmares. 


"It's best you not plague anyone anyway," Impetus said after a while, 
Snapping Terron out of his thought process. "There's no reason for 
you to try this on civilized Pokémon, if there were any to be found to 
begin with. If you cannot control wild plagued Pokemon, then it's 
best not to use the power at all. You'll make our attack on the 
Fellowship all the more problematic if you use that power when it's 
already going to be challenging enough." 


"Yeah... you're probably right," Terron sighed. "I just thought it might 
help, you know? But | guess | can still rely on my bones and ground 
powers." 


"You can't use that strange device you got from Kuron?" Impetus 
asked curiously. "You once told me that you could use it to Summon 
bones out of thin air." 


"Yeah... | could," Terron said as he rolled up his sleeve to reveal that 
the Socius was no longer there on his wrist. "But | took it off. | don't 
want to use it anymore." 


"Why not? It sounded beneficial," Impetus asked. 


"Because | didn't want my plague to get into my brain," Terron 
answered reluctantly, releasing his hold on his sleeve. "That thing 
connects to my brain. And | don't Know how it possibly could, but the 
plague might find a way to attach itself to my Socius and then invade 


my mind all over again that way. So | kind of don't want to use it 
anymore so that my plague can't influence me anymore..." 


"It'S amusing you're scared of your plague influencing you with that 
device instead of when you're directly tapping into its power," 
Impetus said flatly. 


"Well I'm not doing either now that | know | can't control anyone | 
plague, so it's not like it matters, right?" Terron said with a dry smile. 


Impetus rolled her eyes, but said nothing more. She looked down at 
the Dodrio one last time and gave it a nudge with her foot. When she 
saw that it didn't move, she grabbed one of the Dodrio's legs and 
dragged it behind her. Despite its large size, she didn't falter or slow 
her walk as she made her way back toward Terron. 


"We should head back to the camp," she stated as she passed him. 
"Perhaps the others will appreciate this Dodrio and add it to the 
larder." 


"Yeah, guess you're right," Terron said with a shrug as he followed 
alongside her. "Not like there's anything else to do out here." 


He grabbed the other leg of the Dodrio and began to pull, helping 
ease Impetus's burden as they made their way back toward the 
forest. Terron anticipated that pulling the creature would have been 
laborious, seeing as how it was heavier than both of them combined, 
but he was pleasantly surprised to find that dragging the creature 
didn't strain his muscles. Whether it was because he was splitting 
the task with Impetus or because of his plagued strength, Terron 
wasn't sure. However, that didn't stop him from smiling pleasantly 
and wanting to hum a merry tune. 


"Hey, thanks for coming with me to try out my idea," Terron said to 
Impetus, suddenly remembering he had not expressed his kindness 
earlier. "I'm not sure | could have caught that Dodrio all on my own. 
You know how fast those things are." 


"It is no problem," Impetus said in return. "It is always nice to spend 
time with you, especially when neither of us are in any true danger. It 
gives me something to do with Syn being gone anyway." 


"Do you miss him?" Terron asked. "| mean, | Know you guys spent all 
that time together and it was just the two of you." 


"Sometimes," Impetus admittedly plainly. "But it's not debilitating. | 
know he is alright. He's very strong and he has Willow with him. | will 
see him soon. But why is Zekra not here with you? I'm surprised you 
didn't ask her to help you. You two spend so much time with each 
other you're practically attached at the hip." 


"Oh, she said she wanted to spend time with Yimtri today," Terron 
said with a dismissive shrug. "I don't know, was just something she 
wanted to do." 


"She's been around him for the past two days," Impetus remarked. 
"She seems to like spending a lot of time with him. | find that baffling 
when she was scared of him for so long." 


"Well | don't know, | guess that talk the two of them had went great," 
Terron said simply. "| mean, you remember how happy and relieved 
they seemed to be when they visited us after they were done with 
their talk. But hey, they can do whatever they want. I'm not the boss 
of either of them. And if Yimtri's able to get along with somebody, 
then that's great for all of us. | just kind of wonder what they even do 
when they're together... because | sure can't find them after they go 
off together." 


"The world may never know," Impetus said with a sly smile. 


Aurora Town 


"As you can see here, the Pledge Mountain is this particular 
mountain in this cluster of other mountains. It's without question the 
largest one and also the middle one, quite conveniently." 


"Uh-huh." 


"The Fellowship is built upon that particular mountain. From what | 
remember about it, it resembles a large castle of sorts, made of the 
finest and strongest stones there are. It's an impenetrable fortress 
that has been there for as long as anyone can remember. Groudon's 
strongest earthquake could not break it, nor could a wing flap from 
Lugia topple it as well. So we cannot possibly hope that Reshiram 
can burn the Fellowship to the ground when we storm it. I'm sure it'll 
cause some damage, but not enough for us to be completely sure of 
our victory." 


"Uh-huh." 


"Now I've already given everyone a role, and will continue to be 
more precise before we are all to depart, but this can all change 
when | figure out exactly where the portal is. Depending on the 
location of the portal, my plans may be changed radically. I'd rather 
not, but | suppose we'll see what Syn says whenever he comes 
here." 


"Uh-huh." 
"Are you even listening to me?" 


"Of course | am! It's just | don't know how to respond to what you're 
saying. | mean, you've talked about Pledge Mountain and everything 
like five times already. It's getting really boring." 


" Boring . How amusing. Well then, I'll have you know that most 
plans are quite boring. Perhaps they're exciting the first time, but 
after you have to run through them meticulously, making sure that 
they're all fool-proof, then of course they lose their luster and glamor. 
| imagine Terron never once went over his plans more than once if 
this is how you're acting." 


"Well not with me, no. Maybe he did it in his head. | don't know. | 
never asked him. But | think you've thought about Pledge Mountain 


and everything enough times. You have to be getting sick of it." 


“There's never such a thing as enough times to go over something." 


“Uggggh." 


Yimtri and Zekra were both sitting inside one of the rooms of the 
original Aurora Town Fellowship, which Yimtri felt was once a lodging 
room based on the numerous piles of hay and basins scattered 
about. The two sat against the wall with a crude drawing of the 
mountains surrounding the Fellowship carved into the wooden 
flooring before them. 


The Sableye looked over to find that Zekra was holding her ears 
down with her paws, all the while making whining sounds. While he 
did find the noise she was making to be rather distracting and 
potentially draw unwanted attention to any of his members in the 
area, he was more puzzled by something else about her. 
Specifically, by the fact that she wasn't a Zoroark at the moment. 
She was instead a Zorua, making it so that when they sat together, 
they were of similar height. 


"| don't understand why you continue to appear as a Zorua around 
me,” Yimtri told her. "You've been doing this ever since I've allowed 
you to spend time with me." 


"Oh, well that's easy," Zekra said as she removed her paws from her 
head and smiled at him. "It's so that you don't feel intimidated by how 
big | am. Because you know, I'm way taller than you when I'ma 
Zoroark." 


Yimtri gave her a long stare, finding his thoughts stumped for a 
moment. 


"You honestly think | can possibly be intimidated by you,” he said 
flatly, “after all the times I've nearly murdered you." 


"Well sure, why not?" Zekra said with a shrug. "| mean, | try to be a 
Zorua when | have personal talks with Tear too so that | make him 
more comfortable. I'm just trying to be thoughtful, | guess you can 
call it. Because I'm pretty sure that you guys don't like having this 
huge Zoroark talking down to you even though you never admit it. 
Even though pretty much everybody is bigger than you guys.” 


"Your thought process never ceases to baffle me," Yimtri said with a 
shake of his head as he rested his head against the wall behind him. 


"Yeah, but clearly you must like it a little, otherwise you wouldn't 
keep hanging out with me," Zekra said snidely. 


She then proceeded to scoot closer to the Sableye and cuddle 
against him, pressing her forehead against him in the process. 
Yimtri's eyes flickered as he scowled, but said nothing as he took his 
claws and brushed them through Zekra's furry head in an endless 
circle. The two remained this way for a while, neither saying anything 
to the other. However, while Zekra was most likely enjoying Yimtri's 
company, the Sableye had his mind elsewhere. Specifically, about 
Syn's impending arrival. 


He knew that any day now Syn would be returning to Aurora Town. 
Syn had left eight days ago, and Yimtri knew it only took about four 
to reach the mountains and climb to the very peak where the 
Fellowship await. So long as there were not any complications, Syn's 
return trip would take the same amount of days. When the Serperior 
did return, then it would be time to begin the assault on the 
Fellowship. What would happen from there depended on many 
variables, such as his followers' cooperation and how strong the 
Fellowship had grown since he had gone into hiding, but there was 
one undeniable truth to be made from all of this. 


He and Terron would become Dimitri again very soon. 


"Auugh, ow, ow, you're hurting me," Zekra groaned. 


Yimtri looked down to find that his claws were digging into Zekra's 
scalp, drawing thin lines of blood. The Sableye immediately withdrew 
his claws from her head as a light slowly enveloped Zekra. Her form 
started to grow and tower over the Sableye, but she was able to stop 
it and remained as a Zorua. Yimtri slowly drew his claws away from 
her and set them by his sides. 


"Sorry," Yimtri said sheepishly. 


"Having bad thoughts?" Zekra asked him, looking up at him with a 
sad glimmer in her eyes. 


"| Suppose you can say that," Yimtri replied, Knowing there was no 
point in trying to hide anything from her. "| suppose there's 
something that irks me about this entire synchronization concept. 
Say | do merge with Terron before we ever reach Pledge Mountain. 
What exactly will happen to us? Will | simply become a voice in his 
head while he has full control, or will he and | combine together so 
that neither of us exist anymore? Or does something much more 
complicated happen? It's of concern because if | do end up 
synchronizing with Terron before we ever reach the Fellowship, it 
could bring with it variables that will be extremely problematic for our 
situation." 


Zekra stared up at the Sableye for a while with a blank stare, saying 
nothing. Yimtri often had the thought to bother her and ask why she 
was remaining so quiet, but stifled it whenever it arose. He knew that 
Zekra would respond eventually. If not, and she continued like this 
for a full minute, he knew he could phase through the wall and 
disappear from sight to attend to other things. 


But thankfully, Yimtri's patience prevailed and Zekra's expression did 
change. She gave him a small, if reluctant smile. 


"Well, you could talk to Venri about it," she suggested softly. "| mean, 
| Know | could, but | feel she'd be able to teach you about it better 
since she's a shadow just like you." 


Yimtri resisted the urge to flinch. Once the feeling passed, he glared 
at the false Zorua and crossed his arms over his chest. 


"Venri? If | remember right, she wants nothing to do with me," he 
spat bitterly. "She hates me, quite frankly." 


"She doesn't hate you..." Zekra assured before seeing Yimtri's 
disapproving scowl. "Okay, well maybe she kind of does. But | talked 
to her just now, and she said she'll still talk. | mean, you guys kind of 
have to get along anyway if Tear and | end up... well, you know. 
Because if we do end up together, then you two are going to be 
seeing each other a lot. Maybe not like how you can right now, but 
you still will. And I'm not claiming to be an expert at love, but I'm 
pretty sure that both my shadow and Tear's shadow have to get 
along for this whole thing to work. Just like how | have to be able to 
get along with you if | ever want to be with Tear." 


Yimtri thought for a moment. At first he wanted to argue that Zekra's 
point had no logical ground to hold, he realized that Zekra that 
perhaps did speak some truth in the matter. The superficial layers of 
mates were not the only ones that had to be agreeable with one 
another. Underneath all of that, perhaps the more hidden aspects of 
the creature had to agree with the other creature's inner self as well. 
He couldn't see a healthy relationship or friendship where there were 
parts of the person that absolutely despised the other person, even if 
they tried to suppress them as often as they could. He knew that 
even if not all of the aspects of partners quite enjoyed each other, 
despite what Zekra was trying to imply, they at least had to be able 
to be diplomatic to one another. 


And though Yimtri felt there was no true reason to speak to Venri 
again, especially when she threated to kill him last time they spoke, 
he knew there was no reason to avoid her. Perhaps she could help 
him understand the art of synchronization. Then also, he knew Zekra 
would have wanted the two of them to talk together. 


And that alone was enough of a reason. 


"| don't know if it will work, but | suppose there's no harm in trying to 
speak with her," he told Zekra. 


Zekra smiled pleasantly before a Zoroark manifested itself right 
beside her. The Zoroark gave Yimtri a resentful glare before looking 
back over at Zekra. 


"You know this is stupid," Venri muttered distastefully. "He and | don't 
have to get along. We don't have to talk. | mean, what kind of logic is 
that, where in order for you and Tear to be mates, Yimtri and | gotta 
be all friendly with each other?" 


"Well | think it's a pretty big deal when every time I'm cuddling with 
Yimtri, | can literally hear you screaming like someone's ripping out 
your guts and it really makes it hard to relax," Zekra shot back. 
"Imagine how you'll be when he and Tear are merged together." 


"It'll be different. At least when they synchronize they won't be all 
Yimtri," Venri growled. "He'll still be Tear for the most part. | won't 
have to think that you're hanging out with the guy that keeps trying to 
kill you. You're waaaaaay too understanding, you know that, Zekra?" 


" Venri," Zekra snapped, strengthening her stance. "Just talk to him. 
Help him understand synchronization better, okay? Just help him so 
that if he does end up merging with Tear, we can at least kill the 
Primogenitor and not have everything fall apart. Because if they 
merge and they don't know what to do because you didn't teach 
Yimtri about synchronization, then it's going to be your fault we all 
died for nothing." 


" Fine," Venri hissed. 


She then sat down with a loud thump before locking her eyes onto 
the Sableye, shooting him an agitated glare. Yimtri returned the 
same Stare, refusing to allow her to intimidate him in the slightest. 
Two could play that game, after all. 


"Alright... I'm going to leave you guys alone since | have something | 
need to do," Zekra said cautiously. "Don't go attacking each other, 
okay? I'll know. Seriously, | will, and I'll come right back here before 
you even know it and like murder you guys or something. So play 
nice." 


Then Zekra walked over to the large hole in the wall that served as a 
makeshift window before leaping out of it. Yimtri didn't even need to 
look outside to know that she had turned into a flying-type of sorts 
and was soaring toward wherever she needed to be. He wasn't sure 
where exactly, but knew Venri did. However, he didn't bother asking 
Venri what she knew. He had a feeling she wouldn't tell him no 
matter what he did. 


For a while, neither Yimtri nor Venri said anything to each other. 
They only kept their tense glare locked on one another, neither of 
them moving from their spot. Yimtri wondered if perhaps there was 
any point to this. It seemed that Venri was in no mood to talk, and if 
so, this was a waste of time. He had offered his time to Zekra when 
he could have made more preparations for the trip to the Fellowship, 
but that was only because there was actual meaning in their time 
together. If he and Venri were only going to sit amongst each other 
and engage in a staring contest, there was to reason for him to 
remain around her. 


"Why do you even think you and Tear are going to merge back 
together?" Venri suddenly asked, snapping Yimtri out of his thoughts. 
"| mean, I'd get it if you were actually inside of Tear like how every 
other shadow is. But you're not. You're out here in the real world. | 
mean sure, you and him are sharing a lot of thoughts and everything, 
but that doesn't exactly mean you'll actually merge back together." 


"There's nothing wrong with preparing for what could inevitably 
happen," Yimtri answered curtly. "Admittedly I'm not entirely sure 
how we would merge back together either when we're both alive with 
our own bodies, but I'd rather address the problem rather than 
dismiss it due to its improbability of happening." 


"But it's still probably not going to happen until you guys die for 
obvious reasons," Venri argued. "You're just getting yourself worked 
up over something that's kind of impossible. What's the point in 
that?" 


" Nothing is impossible about the circumstances we find ourselves 
in," Yimtri scowled. "For instance, I'm fairly certain that it's impossible 
that a shadow can actually be talking to those that are not its host in 
the first place. And yet here we are, both being shadows and having 
a discussion. Isn't it also impossible that you can sustain yourself for 
this long away from Zekra? Or that | can even exist outside of Terron 
in my own physical form? Shall | continue listing more examples?" 


"Fine, whatever. Get yourself all worried then," Venri said as she 
rolled her eyes. "When you sync up with Tear, you're pretty much 
going to become him. Like, you'll hear all of his thoughts, see 
everything he sees, all that stuff. But you'll also be able to see things 
he can't, like if someone's in the area that's trying to hide from him. 
And you gotta be the one to warn him about that because he sure 
won't ever pick up on it." 


"So, he and | will undoubtedly be able to share our memories as well 
then,” Yimtri mused. "Of course, I'm sure by this point we have 
nothing to hide from each other." 


"Nope," Venri said. "| mean, you can just stay quiet and pretend to 
not hear anything Tear's thinking or saying, but you'll see all of it. But 
he can't see everything you think or anything. He can only see 
whatever you want him to see. Which is kind of cool for us, but not 
really much for them. But hey, they get to have a body and we can't, 
so we have to have some kind of fair trade, right?" 


Yimtri didn't quite believe that was considered an even trade, but 
didn't bother making a remark about it. Instead, he glanced down at 
his claws and his shadow that was stretched out before him on the 
wooden floorboards. 


"And what about power?" he then asked. "What kind of power will we 
have when we're merged? I'm fairly certain that when we merge, 
Terron won't be able to use my abilities. Sableye and Cubone were 
never meant to inherit each other's powers." 


"Well | don't know about that," Venri said with a shrug. "I mean with 
Zekra, | already knew how she was going to turn out. She already 
had the potential and | just made it like ten times better. But not you 
guys since you've got really different powers on your own. | really 
don't know what's going to happen when you guys end up 
synchronizing. | mean, I'd imagine that Tear would still keep his 
powers and everything since he's the one that keeps his body, but | 
don't know about what's going to happen to your powers. | don't 
know, maybe you'll make it so he can throw bones with way more 
accuracy or something.” 


"Or perhaps I'll simply give him the power his other plague had and 
allow him to craft a large assemble of weapons he couldn't make on 
his own," Yimtri considered. 


"Yeah, maybe that'll happen. If it ever does. Which it probably won't 
because you guys are being stupidly paranoid about this whole 
thing." 


Yimtri wanted to continue pondering in the possible implications of 
synchronization, but was unable to because he couldn't focus on 
much else than the dark glimmer in Venri's eyes. It made a dark and 
bitter feeling brew within him and encouraged him to shoot her the 
very same glare. And though he told himself to continue the 
conversation they were trying to have, he couldn't fight off the urge to 
make a snippy remark. Venri's resentful behavior was rather 
contagious. 


"You know that | have no intentions of killing Zekra anymore,” he told 
her. "There's no reason to keep hating me.” 


"Well | can't really believe that, because you said the exact same 
thing last time before you literally attacked her five minutes later," 


Venri shot back. 


"It's different this time," he assured her sourly. "| need her around to 
end the Primogenitor's reign of terror. She's not a resource I'm going 
to throw away." 


"And because you /ove her too, right?" 


“That has nothing to do with any of this. Besides, it's Terron that 
loves her, not me. I'm simply feeling his emotions whether | like it or 
not." 


"But you're still in love with her, which she's totally cool with for some 
reason even | can't figure out even though it's freaky. Really, | think 
she's wasting her time with you. | mean, when you and Terron 
probably synchronize after you're both dead, it's not like she's 
actually going to be able to talk to you anymore. | know she says she 
will, but she really doesn't Know how she's going to." 


The Sableye scowled deeply at the false Zoroark as his gemstones 
flickered briefly before radiating with a sinister blue light. He had to 
resist sinking his claws into the floorboards. 


"Is that supposed to bother me?" he asked incredulously. 
"| don't know, is it ?" Venri sneered, wearing an evil grin. 


"You're doing a terrible job if that is your goal," Yimtri said with a 
dejected scoff. "You truly are Zekra's shadow; you rely on such 
childish tactics to infuriate me and make me stoop to your pitiful 
level." 


"Well at least | don't go blackmailing Pokémon and threatening to kill 
them when they don't listen to what | say! Don't try to pretend to be 
the better shadow here!" 


"At least | don't purposely keep myself in certain forms to terrorize 
and intimidate whoever is with me, regardless of who they are. 


Including Zekra herself." 


"At least | don't actively keep trying to kill Tear and his friends and 
run away the second things don't start going my way!" 


"At least I'm not the one that told Zekra to not help Zeverous when 
he was fighting off hordes of Shade's mindless members and thus 
am the one responsible for his death and Zekra's despair that lasted 
for months." 


Venri's eyes flashed as she let out a menacing snarl and promptly 
leapt onto all fours. Yimtri immediately sprang to his feet as well as 
he let out a demonic hiss of his own, poising to strike. He glared up 
at the false Zoroark as she dug her claws into the floorboards, 
digging deep groves into it with an irritating screeching noise. 


"Oh that does it! | don't care what Zekra says anymore!" 


"Neither do |, quite frankly. | cannot stand your presence any longer. 
You're even more headache-inducing than Terron, Zekra, and 
Zeverous combined. Zekra was too optimistic after all. /'’m never 
going to be able to hold a diplomatic conversation with you. " 


" Yeah! That's right! You and me! Right now! We're having it out! 
Let's go! Come on! COME ON! LET'S HANDLE THIS LIKE REAL 
SHADOWS! FORGET BEING DIPLOMATIC!" 


Yimtri didn't even hesitate to make the first strike, springing at the 
false Zoroark and knocking her down to the ground. He swiped his 
claws at her face, knowing that it wouldn't actually hurt Venri, but still 
understanding that Venri couldn't reform so easily with Zekra far 
away from them. With one claw, he managed to rip them through half 
of her head, making it so that it dissipated into the air. Soon, he 
found himself staring at a half-faced Zoroark, her only eye shining 
with a malicious red light. 


He didn't even get a chance to react before Venri shoved him off of 
her. Then, just before he could hit the ground, Venri launched herself 


at him, grabbing him in her claws and smashing into the wall. 
However, thanks to Yimtri's intangibility, the two ended up phasing 
right through the wall and they plummeted from the very top of the 
Fellowship base. 


The two didn't even notice their descent until they both careened into 
something solid and hot that Yimtri couldn't phase through, 
unraveling the two from each other as they crashed onto the ground 
shortly after. They both snapped back to their feet and prepared to 
pounce at each other once more, but then saw that they standing in 
the midst of a large, hulking shadow. By the time they looked up at 
the towering source of the shadow and realized who was among 
them, they had completely forgotten they had been fighting in the 
first place. 


Zekra flew through the air as a Skarmory high over Aurora Town, 
surveying the ground with a watchful eye. Though she was quite a 
distance up and the buildings seemed to be nothing more than little 
blocks, she found herself able to identify any Pokémon she saw 
roaming about. And most of all, she could hear what they were 
saying as well. She saw a Murkrow and Swellow perched amongst 
each near a fountain that no longer flowed with water, discussing 
their most recent flight together and the vacancy of the land. She 
witnessed a Lucario, Froslass, and Drifblim having a heated 
discussion about which one of them would be wearing certain 
magical accessories, such as a Defense Scarf or Power Band. 


Zekra wanted to continue eavesdropping on the Pokemon far below 
her and find more potentially interesting conversations, but she knew 
there were more important things at hand. So with a frown and a firm 
reminder to herself, she continued onward, leaving behind the small 
gatherings of Pokemon. She remained high in the air above 
everyone else, soaring about without a word. 


Her silence was only broken when she finally found what she was 
looking for some time later. 


She saw Terron and Impetus in a park within the town, the both of 
them engaging in a mock battle of sorts. Impetus was bombarding 
Terron with an endless flurry of attacks from her whip-like fur, forcing 
Terron to find creative ways to dodge them. Most of the time he 
moved to the side so that the fur just barely grazed past him, though 
occasionally he would take the club in his hand and attempt to catch 
Impetus's overgrown fur in it. Eventually, he did manage to succeed, 
causing Impetus's fur to wind around it like a snake. Then, before 
Impetus could pull back her arm, Terron yanked his club to the side, 
dragging Impetus with it. As soon as she hit the ground, Terron 
pounced at her. 


Zekra's heart fluttered nervously as she went into a nosedive until 
she was fairly close to the ground. Then, spread out her wings, 
slightly slowing her descent before she transformed back into a 
Zoroark. She managed to land on all fours, sending some dust and 
dirt into the air that instantly attracted her friends’ attention. Terron 
and Impetus ceased their fighting as they watched Zekra walk 
toward them. 


"Hey guys," Zekra said, trying to stifle her awkward smile but 
ultimately failing. "How's it going?" 


"Oh, it's going great," Terron said pleasantly as he twirled the club in 
his hand around. "I'm getting a lot better at dodging thanks to 
Impetus.” 


"He's not the fastest, but he's proving agile for a Cubone, which isn't 
a quick creature," Impetus then said. "But he still needs to work on 
his offense. He still isn't striking back as swiftly as | think he could 
be." 


"We'll get there, though," Terron assured Impetus. "I'm not about to 
be the weakest link in the chain just because I'm not synchronized 
unlike pretty much everybody else in our group.” 


"Well I'm glad to hear that you guys are doing great then," Zekra said 
cheerily before dropping her smile. "But uh... Tear, can | talk to you 


about something?" 


"Sure," Terron said, looking up at Zekra as brightly as before. "What 
is it?" 


Zekra eyed Impetus and quickly realized that Impetus wasn't 
moving. She was watching Zekra, waiting patiently for Zekra to start 
speaking. Zekra felt her insides turn to liquid for a brief moment. 


"Um... well | wanted to talk to you... you know, alone," she said, 
almost desperately. 


"Oh," Terron said, his cheerful persona fading as he looked over at 
Impetus. "Well okay. Sure. Impetus, do you think-" 


"It's fine. I'll leave you be," Impetus reassured him with a nod. "We 
can always keep practicing later." 


The Mienshao pat the Cubone on the head with a paw before turning 
away from him and Zekra. Zekra thought she saw Impetus flash her 
a hint of a sly smile before walked away, and before long, Terron and 
Zekra were alone. There was not a Pokémon to be seen for as far as 
Zekra could see. She couldn't even feel anyone's presence in the 
vicinity either. 


It was only her and Terron. 


"So, what is it you want to talk to me about?" Terron asked Zekra, 
smiling earnestly. 


Zekra stared down at the little Cubone and suddenly felt her insides 
beginning to melt. The thoughts in her mind and the words she 
wanted to say to Terron disappeared as the uncomfortable feeling 
washed over her. The bravado and confidence she had gathered up 
within herself was fading fast. She heavily considered abandoning 
her plans entirely and leaving Terron be so that he could continue 
training with Impetus. 


However, before the thought could persist for much longer, Zekra's 
strength returned and she realized she had to talk to Terron. There 
was no reason to run away from him. There was absolutely nothing 
to be afraid of, and also, she was running out of time. She had 
delayed talking to him long enough about what was on her mind 
quite often these days. If she waited any longer, she would surely no 
longer have a chance to speak to Terron. 


Besides, | already know how Tear feels. Zekra told herself. There's 
no reason to be worried that he's going to reject me or anything. It'll 
be okay. 


With this thought in mind, Zekra sighed, releasing the burning in her 
heart as she sat down in front of Terron. The Cubone did the same, 
still Keeping his gaze on her as she changed into a Zorua. And 
though keeping that form made her mind hazy and only seemed to 
sap away her vigor even more, she forced herself to remain in that 
form. 


"Um... listen," Zekra began to say, already finding her voice quieter 
than she wanted it to be. "There's something I've been wanting to 
talk to you about for a while, but | wasn't really sure how to do it. And 
we're running out of time so... well..." 


"Yeah?" Terron asked, watching her carefully, not at all frightened 
like she was. 


"Um... do you... | heard that you... | was wondering... if you 
wanted... because | heard that... | was wondering... | mean... what 
I'm trying to say is..." 


Something in Zekra finally snapped after she showed no signs in 
stopping her awkward stuttering, erasing Zekra's nervousness and 
filling her seething bitterness. Overcome by this sudden spark of 
disgust at her own ineptitude, she scowled bitterly before finally 
throwing her paws into the ground and letting her claws slide out and 
pierce the grass beneath her. 


" You wanna be mates, Tear?!" 


Zekra watched as Terron's carefree expression immediately dropped 
into a stupefied stare. Within seconds, Zekra thought that she was 
staring at a statue instead of her best friend. The second she saw 
that, Zekra wanted to curl up into a ball, or at least turn into a 
Skarmory again and fly very far away. But she knew she couldn't. 
She had to finish what she started. 


"Uh... look," Zekra said, trying to stop herself from shaking. "I know 
that we're both going to die when we go kill the Primogenitor. | know 
we've only got a few days left to live. But... well... | wanted to spend 
those last few days being your mate. Because | really, really like you, 
Tear. Maybe it started when you and me got kicked out of the 
Fellowship. Maybe it started after we split up to find Reshiram and 
Zekrom. Or | don't know, maybe it happened when it was just the two 
of us back when things were so much easier. | don't know when it 
started. But the point is... | like being with you. More than anyone 
I've ever known. Any time I'm with you, | feel like | can do anything. | 
feel so happy and alive and... really, for the longest time... you were 
the only reason | kept going. Because underneath all of that rage 
and hatred | felt, there was just a lot of emptiness. A lot of lonely and 
dark emptiness | had no idea how to deal with it until Venri came 
along. | really think that if | hadn't of met you before she showed me 
how to deal with all of that, | never would have made it this far. Just 
waking up in the morning and seeing you there with me made me 
realize that | could Keep going. It made me realize there was a 
reason to keep fighting and that there was someone always there to 
help me and be there for me. If it weren't for you I'd... hah, I'd 
probably be dead because of some stupid mistake." 


Zekra cautiously eyed Terron to find that he was still staring at her, 
frozen to his spot. He didn't seem ready to bolt, allowing Zekra some 
relief, but she still couldn't tell how he was taking everything. 


"| love you," Zekra said after a short pause. "I... | just want you to 
know that. No matter what you end up saying next... | just want you 
to know that | love you and that you're one of the strongest and 


kindest Pokémon I've ever met. Every day is always a good day 
because | know that you'll always be there for me, during my 
absolute best and during my absolute worst moments." 


The false Zorua released a sigh as all of her pent-up energy left her, 
allowing her to finally sit contently. Her muscles still shuddered and 
her mind still buzzed, but she could at least feel warmth in her chest 
and a smile on her muzzle now. A great weight had been lifted from 
her back, and no matter what ended up happening next, she could at 
least feel happiness in knowing that she had shared her heart with 
Terron. 


Terron still did not say anything. Zekra continued to watch him, 
waiting for signs of him to speak, but he never did. He only remained 
where he sat, still staring at Zekra with the same empty expression. 
Occasionally his stoic expression would be broken by an unsure 
frown or he would open his mouth to say something, but it was 
fleeting and within seconds, he would be back to being as blank- 
faced as before. And though it wracked Zekra's nerves and made 
her want to pounce at him and demand to know why he wasn't 
saying anything when she knew he did love her in return, she knew 
she had to be patient. Thus, she resigned herself to sitting in front of 
Terron, constantly assuring herself that all would be fine and that 
Yimtri had not simply been lying to her about Terron. 


After what felt like an eternity passed, the mask-less Cubone finally 
released a long sigh. 


"Alright. Look," Terron said quietly, causing Zekra's ears to perk up. 
"I'm going to say it now. | love you too. After we got separated, | 
started to realize just how much you meant to me. | always sort of 
knew before, but after that day when you and Zev ended up leaving, 
| Knew there was something special about you. Something more 
special about you than any of my other friends. Something that 
would make me willing to do a lot of stupidly dangerous things that | 
wouldn't dream of doing otherwise, like save you from a swarm of 
Plagued Ones. Or even make me cry for as long as | did after you 
left. So | do like you too, okay?" 


Zekra began to smile giddily and was forced to put her paws in front 
of her mouth to stifle her giggling. She was just about to leap to her 
feet and tackle down Terron so that she could cuddle with him, but 
then she saw that Terron wasn't smiling as she was. 


"And even though I'd love to be mates with you and everything..." he 
went on before Zekra could ponder further. "I don't know if we 
actually should be mates. Because there's... complications |'m 
worried about." 


"But... What do you mean?" Zekra asked, her heart dropping into a 
deep, dark pit within her chest. 


"Well one of the complications I'm talking about is what's going to 
end up happening to me pretty soon," Terron explained ruefully. 
"Whether it happens before we go to Pledge Mountain or before | 
die, Yimtri and | will merge back together. We're going to be Dimitri 
again. And honestly... | don't think I'm going to be me anymore when 
that happens. | mean, | Know that you and Syn and Impetus all act 
the same even though you're synchronized, but that's because your 
shadows were always with you guys. They were always there inside 
of you guys. But with Yimtri... he's been separated from me ever 
since | woke up. Actually no, /onger than that. He's been separated 
from me ever since Dimitri got ripped in half all those years ago. He's 
his own person and I'm my own person because of that. So when we 
merge... I'm worried that it won't be as clean as it was with you and 
Venri. | think... | might turn out to be someone very different when 
we end up synchronizing back together and... I'm worried that you're 
not going to like the person or Pokémon or whatever it is | end up 
becoming." 


"But | like both of you guys," Zekra assured him. "Obviously | get 
along with you just fine, and Yimtri and | are doing just great! Sure 
he's kind of grating and everything, but | still like talking to him. So if | 
can get along with both of you separately, I'm pretty sure | can do the 
same thing when you're synchronized." 


"But would you really?" Terron asked. "You think that I'll either act 
like me or Yimtri but... what if | don't? What if we both disappear and 
you're stuck with somebody else? What if you're stuck with 
somebody who doesn't behave like me or him?" 


"That's not going to happen," Zekra said defiantly, scowling at 
Terron. "You two are still going to be yourselves when you're 
together. Just because Yimtri's not literally attached to your soul 
unlike Venri doesn't mean it'll be any different than when me and 
Venri synchronized. You guys aren't just going to disappear and 
have this new person or whatever you want to call it take over your 
new body. You're still going to be you and you're just going to have 
Yimtri talking to you a whole lot more." 


"Well even if that was true, there's something else that I'm not too 
sure about this whole thing," Terron went on dejectedly. 


"What, that you don't want to be mates for like five days because it's 
totally pointless?" Zekra asked, tasting the bitterness of her words on 
her own tongue. 


"No, I'm not worried about that. I'm pretty sure we can be together 
still after we die, and if not, I'd still be okay with being your mate," 
Terron said, shaking his head softly before lowering his head. "It's 
um... well it's something a little awkward to admit." 


"Well this entire conversation is going pretty poorly if you ask me," 
Zekra grumbled, her mood souring by the second. "Was supposed to 
be sweet and heartwarming, but then you turned it into whatever this 
is now. So yeah, what's a little bit of awkwardness going to do to this 
conversation?" 


Terron's uncomfortable expression finally darkened as he shot Zekra 
a glare. 


"Well I'm sorry that | want you to spare you from a broken heart,” 
Terron spat at her. "I'm sorry that I'm trying to make you realize why 
I'm not totally on board with this whole thing." 


"You're already breaking my heart!" Zekra yelled. "Don't act like 
ending this before it even begins is going to make anything better! 
You already said you love me! Why's it so hard for you just to say we 
can be mates?" 


"| already told you why! Stop arguing with me!" 


"Well it's a stupid excuse! Just tell me we can mates and then we 
can call it a day!" 


"Well then maybe | don't want to be mates with you if this is how 
you're going to be!" 


Something in Zekra finally snapped, and before she knew it, she had 
thrown herself at Terron and tackled him to the ground. Then, ina 
moment of animalistic wrath, she opened her jaws and sank her 
fangs into Terron's neck. The Cubone let out a hoarse cry before he 
grabbed her by the neck and attempted to pry her off of him. 
However, Zekra only sank her teeth further into him, prompting 
Terron to tighten his hold around her neck in an effort to strangle her. 


But just as Zekra was to change herself back into a Zoroark and rake 
his face with her claws, she stopped. With her jaws still clamped 
around Terron's neck, she looked at the Cubone to find that he had 
stopped as well. They were both frozen in a tangled mess of each 
other, both of them attempting to kill each other even though they 
had just professed their feelings to each other. When the two of them 
realized the ridiculousness of the situation, the two of them couldn't 
help but begin laughing as they finally released each other. Zekra 
landed with a thump on Terron's chest as they continued to laugh, 
their voices mixing with the other's as all of their frustrations melted 
away. 


"It's been a while since we've attacked each other," Terron said after 
his laughter had calmed enough that he could speak again. "I really 
thought that we would have gotten over this by now. You'd think we 

could just use words to get over things." 


"| guess some habits just don't die," Zekra said with a smile. 
"Besides, there's nothing wrong with this. It's not like any of us 
actually get hurt." 


Zekra then nuzzled Terron's cheek with her muzzle as the Cubone 
reached up and held Zekra to his chest. Zekra closed her eyes as 
she listened to his strong and flighty heartbeat, and for quite a long 
time, that was all she did. The two lay there in the grassy fields, 
holding one another, enjoying the cool breeze and the quiet of the 
park around them. Zekra wouldn't have minded if the two of them 
could simply be like that forever. Terron's loving and warm embrace 
was all she needed. She could easily forget about the world around 
her when she was simply with Terron. 


"Here, tell you what," Terron suddenly said, breaking the peaceful 
silence between them. 


"Huh?" Zekra asked, opening her eyes and glancing at the Cubone 
to find that he was staring up into the sky. 


"We can be together until | synchronize," Terron told her. "I don't 
know how long that's going to be, but we can be mates until | end up 
merging with Yimtri." 


Zekra's got off of Terron and walked around him before stopping 
behind his head. She looked down at him, smiling as wide as she 
could as she resisted the urge to prance about. 


"Really?" she asked eagerly. 


"Yeah, really," Terron said, wearing a small smile of his own. "I guess 
you and | can try and make the most out of these last few days we're 
going to be alive together. But... there's something | want you to 
know." 


"Yeah?" Zekra asked, Terron's lowered and more solemn tone 
unable to break her smile. 


"When | do become Dimitri again, | make no promises that we can 
keep staying together," Terron said forlornly. "| don't know what's 
going to happen to me after that point. So when that point comes... | 
don't want you getting your hopes up. | want you to be able to accept 
that maybe we really can't be together anymore. Okay?" 


"Okay!" Zekra said, not even waiting a beat to respond. 
"You're not even worried, are you?" Terron said with a sigh. 


"Nope! Everything's going to be fine!" Zekra assured him. "Besides, 
how can | possibly feel down right now when we're mates now! This 
is SO awesome! Now we get to be together and stuff! Yeah!" 


Zekra, no longer able to resist the urge, began laughing to herself as 
she circled Terron in a whimsical frolic, all the while humming a 
merry tune. She saw that even though Terron was shaking his head 
in disapproval and sighing to himself, he couldn't resist chuckling 
himself. 


"Oh yeah! That reminds me," Zekra asked as Terron began to sit up. 
"What was the second reason you didn't want to be mates in the first 
place? You've got me all curious." 


"Oh. That," Terron said, his cheeks suddenly turning a bright shade 
of red. "Oh well uh... | was going to say that... um... that it'd be 
weird for a human and... a Pokémon to be mates. Because you 
know... even though I'm a Cubone now, I'm still a human on the 
inside. And when you look at it that way..." 


Zekra couldn't resist the urge to laugh at the ridiculousness of the 
notion. She found the remark so comical, in fact, that she actually fell 
over in the middle of her romp and rolled about on the ground, her 
illusion beginning to fade. She wheezed as she curled herself into a 
ball, laughing so loudly that her stomach began to cramp. 


"Tear, that's... that's the stup... stupidest thing I've... I've heard," 
Zekra said in between her laughs, finding it difficult to catch her 


breath. "You're... you're not human anymore! You're a Cubone! 
And... really... do you think | even care ?" 


"Well... no," Terron confessed after pondering for a moment. "You're 
so much of a weirdo that I'm pretty sure if | told you | was an alien 
you would still want to be mates..." 


"Yeah! And besides, do you even think you're a human anymore?" 


"Not really now that | think about it... | mean, I've been stuck in this 
body for so long that | sometimes think | was always a Cubone... 
And I'm pretty sure I'm never going to be human ever again no 
matter what." 


"Exactly! So don't go thinking anything about this is weird! You're 
fine! There's nothing weird with us being mates!" 


"Except for the part where we're both going to die and that there's 
literally nothing normal about either of us." 


"Yeah! When we're already two weirdos, everything that should be 
weird is normal to us!" 


Terron didn't say anything more, presumably because he was too 
busy rolling his eyes at Zekra's inane banter. However, Zekra didn't 
mind it in the slightest. In fact, nothing could spoil the joy and 
happiness swelling within Zekra's heart. She almost felt as though 
she had been whisked away to some faraway wonderland where all 
was right and nothing could go wrong. 


"Zekra," called a rather familiar voice. 


Zekra opened her tear-filled eyes to find Venri right in front of her, 
staring down at her in her Sableye form. With a curious frown, Zekra 
righted herself up and changed herself back into a Zoroark. She was 
about to greet Venri with a smile and announce with zeal that she 
and Terron were mates even though she had a feeling Venri already 
knew, but then she saw that the demented grin Venri always wore 


wasn't there. Takings its place instead was a grim, foreboding 
grimace matched with a dark glimmer in Venri's eyes. 


As soon as she saw this, all of the warmth in Zekra cooled until there 
was nothing but a dark blankness within her chest. Her smile slowly 
melted as a worrisome frown was soon to replace it. 


"Venri... what's going on?" she asked. 


"Yeah, is something wrong?" Terron asked as well as he joined 
Zekra's side. 


"Reshiram just got back from flying around the place," Venri 
explained, her normally zealous voice now stilted and solemn. "He 
found someone passed out while he was out and just brought them 
over to the Fellowship base here." 


"Who?" Zekra asked cautiously. "Was it Syn? Because | know Syn's 
supposed to be back any day now." 


"No... he didn't find Syn," Venri said with a shake of his head. "He 
doesn't know where Syn is." 


"Then who did he find?" Zekra asked. 


"He found Len." 


Chapter 86: Out of Time 


X 
Chapter 86 


Out of Time 


Terron and Zekra closely followed behind Venri as she led them to 
the Fellowship base in her illusionary Sableye form. They raced 
briskly along the cobblestone roads as they rounded buildings, 
ignoring their throbbing hearts that beat painfully in their chests. 
Terron considered asking Zekra to change into a flying-type instead 
of remaining in her Zoroark form so that they could reach their 
destination much more quickly, but before he could muster up the 
words, a conversation started up in front of him. 


"Venri, what do you mean Novus found Len?" Zekra tried to ask, 
trying to stifle the shock in her voice. "| thought he was with his team 
back in the Fellowship or wherever they went after the Plagued Ones 
ruined Aurora Town!" 


"Look, | don't Know what's going on either," Venri said with a shrug. "I 
mean, Yimtri and | were just murdering ea... | mean, hanging out, 
and then next thing we know, Reshiram's with us and he's got Len all 
passed out and everything! And then Yimtri started yelling at me to 
go get you guys while Reshiram went to go find Impetus or whatever 
he said." 


"Well, does Len look okay?" Zekra then asked. 
"Well | don't know. | mean, it's kind of hard to tell with him being 


asleep," Venri replied. "Look, you'll see when you get there, alright? 
We're almost there." 


Zekra shot Venri a glare and seemed ready to make a retort at her, 
but kept herself silent and simply continued to follow behind the 
Sableye. However, Terron didn't put it past her to instead resort 
yelling at Venri in her mind so that Terron couldn't continue to hear 
their conversation. 


Minutes later, the three finally arrived at the old Aurora Town 
Fellowship. Just as Venri had described, Reshiram and Yimtri were 
before the giant tree's entrance, gazing down at what appeared to be 
a slumbering Luxray at Reshiram's feet. However, they weren't the 
only ones to be attending to the Luxray. Standing at the Luxray's 
sides were an Audino and Mienshao, the Audino lightly stroking 
Len's mane with one paw while holding one the feelers around its 
ears with the other paw, while the Mienshao stood silently by. Terron 
didn't have to look long to realize that Mienshao was Impetus, 
crossing her arms over her chest and doing her best not to move. 


Terron, Venri, and Zekra were only able to take all of this in before 
Yimtri abruptly turned toward them. His eyes flashed momentarily as 
his thoughtful scowl deepened. 


"What took you so long, Venri?" he asked in exasperation. "It should 
have taken you five minutes to bring them here with how you can 
literally appear right in front of Zekra in the amount of time it takes 
me to snap my claws. In the amount of time it took you to bring those 
two here, Reshiram already brought Impetus here and my healer is 
nearly done assessing the damage Len's sustained." 


"Well I'm sorry | didn't get here faster than Reshiram!" Venri shot 
back. "Maybe Tear and Zekra were in the middle of something and | 
didn't want to interrupt!" 


Yimtri shifted his glare to Terron and Zekra, which made Terron gulp 
even though he knew there was no reason to fear the Sableye. It 
seemed to be a reaction he could never get over after their history 
together. 


So that's what they were doing. Should have figured that. Looks like 
Zekra finally got the nerve to talk to him, though amazingly Terron 
was more reluctant than | expected. Seems he is no longer as short- 
sighted as he used to be. Good. | can't afford for him to be that way 
anymore. | can't have liabilities on my side. Not anymore. 


Terron knew those were Yimtri's thoughts. The thoughts were in 
Terron's voice, but Terron knew that they belonged to Yimtri. There 
was no other explanation for why those strange thoughts were in 
Terron's mind and why they were directed at Terron himself. Yimtri 
must have somehow seen Terron's memories from not too long ago 
and was making mental remarks about them. 


Terron saw Yimtri remove his glare from him and Zekra and cast it 
back on Venri. He let out a short sigh as he motioned for the three to 
come toward him with his claws. Venri promptly disappeared, 
resuming her rightful place within Zekra's mind as Terron and Zekra 
joined Yimtri's side. They then looked down at the Luxray to find that 
indeed, it was Len, and all of their doubts were alleviated. They 
would have recognized their former Fellowship leader anywhere. 
From their closer view to him, they could see that he was covered in 
a number of scars all throughout his body, all of them appearing to 
be remnants of deep scratches. Some of the scars even seemed 
rather fresh, dried blood stained to his fur with sticky scabs just 
barely covering the large slashes. 


But worst of all, the left half of his face was covered with three large 
lines, highly reminiscent of marks left after being struck by fearsome 
claws. They stretched down from the top of his ear to his chin, the 
worst and deepest part of the mark gouging into his eye. Terron had 
to resist cringing. 


Did he... is he going to be able to see any more out of that eye? 
Terron wondered. 


"He's not blind in his scarred eye," Yimtri assured. "I Know it might 
appear that way, but he's not. Joy here says that his eye function is 
still normal.” 


"Uh... thanks," Terron said awkwardly, unsure of what he thought of 
Yimtri responding directly to his thoughts. "So um, why's he here? 
What happened to him?" 


"| was surveying the lands surrounding the town when I came 
across Len in a field not far from here," Reshiram explained, 
making everyone except Joy gaze up at him. "! am not sure exactly 
how he got there, but when | found him, he was just like this. | 
presume that he fainted from exhaustion, though why exactly 
he was running | do not know. All 1 can say is that he is most 
certainly alive. He still breathes and is not close to death. | do 
not sense any blight within his soul either." 


"| can verify that," the Audino said, smiling softly. "Apparently he was 
very tired to begin with and very weak from his injuries. He also 
seemed to be running a long ways as well based on how much strain 
his leg muscles are in. Combine those two things together, his body 
gave up on him. But, if you give me some time, | can restore some of 
his energy and he'll be awake soon enough. He'll still be very tired 
and fatigued, but he'll at least be able to tell us how he fell into this 
condition." 


"That would very much be appreciated, Joy," Yimtri said. "I do 
believe he'll have quite a story to tell us." 


Terron said nothing as he continued to gaze down upon Len. Never 
in his wildest dreams would Terron have thought that he would 
reunite with Len like this. He knew that at one point they would meet 
again, given that Len was a part of the Fellowship, but certainly not 
with Len badly injured and so far away from the Fellowship. He 
couldn't imagine what could have caused Len to be in this condition. 
But most of all, Terron wondered what Len would think of him when 
he would wake up. Len had specifically dismissed him, Novus, Zekra 
from the Fellowship to protect them from the dangers of Fellowship 
life. Now all three of them were rebelling against the very 
organization that they were thrown out of with Yimtri's entire base of 
fugitive members to support them. 


If Len was still on the Fellowship's side, then that would mean that 
they would be forced to eliminate him. And though Terron had 
absolutely no desire to kill his former leader from what seemed to be 
an eternity ago, he knew he would have no choice. The Fellowship 
had to fall, one way or another, and no one could get in their way. 
They couldn't have Len run back to the Fellowship to tell them where 
Terron and his group were or how large their army was. 


"Reshiram, did you find Syn?" Impetus then asked. "I know he's 
supposed to be back sometime soon." 


"I'm afraid not," Reshiram with a solemn bow of his head. "He was 
nowhere in sight." 


"| see," Impetus said simply. 


The Mienshao appeared to want to say something more, but kept 
her peace and only put her gaze back onto the slumbering Luxray. 
And though she tried to hide it, Terron could see the anxious glimmer 
in her eyes. When he saw that, Terron wanted to hold her hand and 
reassure her that Syn would be back any day now. He was a strong 
Pokémon. He would succeed in completing his mission. 


" However, | did find someone else when | was returning here 
with Len," Reshiram then said. 


It was then that the great, white dragon lowered his head so that it 
almost touched the ground. It was when this happened did Terron 
realize just how large Reshiram truly was. Though he was always 
quite mighty in size once he was reunited with his body, Terron had 
never realized that the crown of head was large enough for two 
members of the group to sit upon it. Even his eyes were quite large, 
being about the size of Terron's head. 


Terron would have marveled at the ferocity of his friend in his true 
form, but then he saw a Pokémon climb off Reshiram's back and 
settle itself upon the ground before the great dragon. Once it had 
settled itself on the ground, Reshiram straightened himself and stood 


imposingly over the group once more, keeping his keen and watchful 
gaze upon the new Pokémon. 


It was an Umbreon. 


"Wait, what ?" Zekra cried out, closing in on the Umbreon so quickly 
that she nearly bumped into her. "Crystelle? What are you doing 
here?!" 


"Hi again, Zekra," Crystelle said, smiling to herself awkwardly. "Bet 
you didn't expect me again, did you?" 


"No, of course not!" Zekra said, shaking her head vigorously. "Why 
are you even here? | told you | was going to go do some real 
dangerous stuff!" 


"Well yeah, of course | know that," Crystelle answered calmly, 
swishing her tail behind her. "| remember everything you told me and 
my parents about how you were going to make amends with your 
friends and then fight off the Plagued Ones. There's no way I'd be 
able to forget about any of that. And you know, mom and dad were 
perfectly fine with leaving you alone so that you could go about it in 
peace... but | wasn't. Especially when you said you were going to kill 
some giant monster that no one's been able to take down for fifty 
years." 


"Okay... maybe | shouldn't have described it like that," Zekra said, 
flattening her ears against her head. "But I'll be fine! As you can see, 
I've got Reshiram to help me, and all my friends too! So please don't 
beg me to change my mind and go home with you guys. Really, it'll 
be okay. | Know what I'm doing and-" 


"Zekra, calm down," Crystelle cut in with the shake of her head. "I'm 
not here to tell you to come back to the island with me." 


For a moment, Zekra seemed at a loss. Terron could see how much 
her eyes would tremble and realized how much she must have been 
thinking up a response, but no words seemed to come out of her 


mouth. When he saw that, a powerful impulse struck him, and before 
he knew it, he was in front of Zekra and casting the Umbreon a 
cautious glare. 


"So then why are you here then?" Terron asked. 


"Because | decided that I'm going to help you with what you need to 
do," Crystelle answered with a soft smile. 


Terron felt his heart stop. He shot the Umbreon a befuddled glare, 
waiting to see if she would say anything else, but she only continued 
to keep smiling. 


However, it was not him to respond to Crystelle's answer. 


"No, you don't understand," Zekra said, frowning uncomfortably. 
"We're going to raid this place, and there's tons of Pokémon up there 
that'll kill us the second they see us. If they see you helping us, 
they'll kill you too. It doesn't matter if you're normal or not; they will 
kill you because you're siding with us." 


"Zekra, | know the risks," Crystelle said pointedly. "What, you really 
thought that I'd ask to help you without realizing that?" 


"Well no... but that still doesn't mean you should come with us,” 
Zekra argued. "! don't want you to die... your parents took care of 
me when | was at my worst. Your parents kept me safe and 
Supported me no matter what | did, no matter how crazy or 
dangerous it sounded. And before too when we got kicked out of the 
Fellowship. Me, Tear, and Novus. If | let you come with me and you 
die... | can't do that. | don't want your parents to hate me, and | don't 
want you to die either. Maybe the two of us never got to talk much or 
anything, even though | really thought you were with me for quite a 
while... but | don't want you to get involved in this, You don't have to 
risk your life for me... Just go back to Shirra where it's safe. I'll be 
fine without you, | promise." 


Crystelle continued to cast Zekra a saddened smile, the resolution in 
her eyes not breaking. Crystelle stepped forward and went closer to 
Zekra. Terron moved out of the way as the Umbreon slowly closed 
the distance between them. 


"Zekra... it's okay, really," Crystelle said tenderly. "I know you're 
trying to keep me safe, but I'm stronger than | ever was as an Eevee. 
I've learned so much thanks to evolving. | always used to think you 
were crazy with how you were always going on about killing things 
really easily, but then | saw how you were able to keep moving 
forward and fight for what you believed in. You looked so strong after 
| got past all of the disturbing things you said. And when | turned into 
an Umbreon... | figured out why. All of my fears and doubts... they 
just stopped existing. Everything... literally everything around and 
inside of me changed. 


"So let me come with you, Zekra. Let me show you how much I've 
grown. Let me show you exactly how much your words affected me 
on that day long ago, when | was still a wimpy little Eevee." 


"Alright... fine," Zekra sighed. "You can come with me. Show me 
how strong you are now." 


The Umbreon grinned as she nuzzled Zekra, but was unable to do 
so for very long, for Yimtri then stepped toward her. Crystelle 
stopped as she peered down at the Sableye, watching him unsurely 
as he glared at her. 


"Very well then. Welcome to our resistance group," Yimtri told her. "I 
could always use an Umbreon, and you seem as competent as 
some of the Umbreon | already command." 


"Wait, who are you?" Crystelle asked. 
"I'm one of the ones leading the raid that Zekra speaks of. | am also 


the leader of the corrupted Fellowship that I'm fairly certain Zekra 
has told you about at one point," Yimtri stated dismissively. "Now go 


wait in that tree behind us and await instructions. | need to continue 
speaking with Zekra and Terron about something." 


"Do you think you can tell me what's going on?" Crystelle then 
asked. "I just got here and | get you guys are stopping some 
monster, but | don't know much than that..." 


“Tomorrow morning either | or will Zekra will inform you," Yimtri said 
firmly. "Now go ." 


Though the Umbreon cast Yimtri dubious stare, she did as instructed 
and departed from the group, disappearing into the massive tree that 
was the Fellowship base. Yimtri silently watched her go before he 
directed his attention back at Len. He frowned as he went to the 
Luxray's side and watched his chest rise and fall. 


The Cubone took in a deep breath as he looked around at the ones 
surrounding him now that Crystelle was gone. Reshiram was 
watching the sky with his keen eyes, occasionally glancing down at 
Len before resuming his watch of the heavens above. Impetus stood 
still, eyeing Len as well, though her eyes seemed hazier than before. 
Then there was Joy, whose paw was now glowing a soft hue as she 
held it over Len's head. And though the Luxray did not seem to 
wake, his breathing became softer and Terron thought he saw him 
twitch his tail occasionally. 


Terron wondered if that meant Len would be waking soon. 

Tell Reshiram and Impetus to leave us, Terron. 

The Cubone nearly jumped at the sudden command in his mind. 
You heard me, Terron. Get them out of here. Tell them to find my 
members and gather them in the mess hall for a meeting at 


sundown. 


So he can actually direct his thoughts to me on purpose now. Terron 
sighed within his mind. Great. 


Terron, stop dwelling in that. Just get them out of here. 


Oh, and now you and | can have a conversation in our heads! That's 
even better. 


Terron | swear, if you don't listen to me, I'm going to hurt you. 


Well why can't you tell them to go? You're standing right here with 
me. 


Because they'll listen to you more than they'll listen to me. | want to 
talk to Len with the least amount of Pokémon as possible. It'll be less 
overwhelming for him. 


But what if he wakes up and attacks us? He's from the Fellowship 
you know. He could be working with the Primogenitor... 


| doubt it. He would have been plagued if he was. And even if this is 
all an elaborate ruse, we can easily kill him. Zekra will still be with us 
obviously and you know how strong she is. Now stop wasting our 
time and get your friends to leave. 


Terron sighed, but knew there was no point in arguing with Yimtri any 
further. 


"Hey um, Reshiram, Impetus," the Cubone said, causing the two to 
draw their attention to him. "Can you guys go find Yimtri's members 
and tell them to meet us here in the mess hall at sundown? | have a 
feeling we're going to be a little busy with Len here when he wakes 


up." 


Reshiram and Impetus cast the Cubone odd stares and seemed to 
want to say more, but then they both shrugged. Impetus scampered 
away from the building and retreated far into town while Reshiram 
spread his wings and took off. Terron, Zekra, Yimtri, and Joy had to 
crouch to avoid falling over as a shockwave rumbled through the 
ground thanks to Reshiram's takeoff. 


The trembling was so great, that not long after it settled, Len began 
to stir. Terron, Zekra, Yimtri, and Joy stood back as they watched the 
Luxray shift along the ground and groan noisily. Then, after a few 
seconds of scrapping his dirtied fur against the stone ground, his 
eyes slowly opened. They were both terribly bloodshot, though his 
scarred eye had a darker sclera than the other. 


His eyes lazily drifted toward the group as he blinked. Terron 
carefully reached into his robe and felt for a bone club, all the while 
ready to spring forward. He knew Len couldn't hurt him. Even if 
Terron couldn't redirect lightning to himself anymore thanks to losing 
his helmet, he could still take the brunt of the attack and remain 
unharmed. 


"Len, can you hear me?" Yimtri asked. 


The Luxray blinked a few more times before he finally focused his 
gaze on the Sableye before him. When the two locked gazes, the 
haze in Len's eyes finally seemed to clear. 


"Yimtri?" he asked quietly. "You're still alive?" 


"Somehow," Yimtri said curtly. "Sometimes | ask myself the same 
question." 


"And Zekra and Terron... you're alive as well," Len then said, 
glancing over at the two. "You're both still alive and well..." 


"Yeah... we Sure are," Terron said edgily. 


"Ah, good. Syn was telling the truth after all," Len said, sighing 
greatly. "You're all still alive. So then that means..." 


The Luxray peered behind the Sableye to gaze upon his former 
Fellowship base. He gasped before he looked back at Yimtri and 
saw the others in the Sableye's company. He set his sights upon 
each of them momentarily, scanning through the small crowd they 
were before returning his attention back to the Fellowship. He grit his 


teeth as he struggled to his feet, but was only to stand upon his 
paws for a few seconds before he collapsed once more. 


"Joy, get Len some Oran berries and whatever healing items we 
have,” Yimtri said. 


"Yes, my liege," Joy said with a bow of her head. 


Then, she hurried away from the group, disappearing further into the 
city. Yimtri watched her leave momentarily before bringing his stare 
back to Len. The Luxray was already trying to get up again. 


"Rest Len, you need it," Yimtri directed. "Wait until you eat some 
berries and then you can stand." 


The Luxray sighed, but resigned himself to remaining on the ground 
before the three. But even from his lowered position, he was still a 
great amount taller than Yimtri by about a head. 


"So | truly did make it back here again," Len said, smiling to himself. 
"| made it in one piece." 


"Reshiram found you and brought you here," Yimtri verified. "You 
were actually passed out in a field not far from here. But that's 
beside the point. Why did you come here? And why do you not seem 
the slightest bit surprised that we're here?" 


Len paused for a moment and stared down at his claws. 

"Because Syn told me you were here," Len answered quietly. "He 
found me at Pledge Mountain when my former masters had me 
locked up in the dungeon. He told me that all of you were here... and 
he told me to come find you." 

"Wait you saw Syn?" Zekra cut in. "Where is he?" 


Len seemed ready to answer, but Yimtri abruptly snapped his claws, 
prompting everyone to bring their gazes to him. 


"We'll get to that later," Yimtri said firmly. "Len, why did Syn want you 
to come here?" 


"Because he wanted me to show you how to get to that thing's 
realm," Len answered solemnly. "The Primogenitor, | think he was 
calling it." 


That was when Yimtri's composed facade broke. His gemstones 
glimmered briefly as his frown grew, and for a moment, he didn't say 
anything. He only remained in front of Len, watching him in stunned 
silence. 


Terron couldn't blame him for the reaction. He too found himself 
speechless at Len's statement. He knew very well that the answer to 
gaining access were probably in Pledge Mountain, but he never 
would have guessed that Len was the one to hold that answer. He 
never expected Len to reappear in his life at all, especially after he 
had dismissed him, Zekra, and Reshiram so long ago. He never 
thought their paths would have crossed again. And here Len was, 
amongst them once more, holding the very key that they had all 
been searching for... 


"Where exactly is Syn?" Yimtri finally asked in a dark tone. "Why are 
you here to deliver this information and not him?" 


"Not here," Len answered hollowly. 


"Not here? What do you mean, not here?" Yimtri asked, stepping 
closer to the Luxray. "Are you telling me that he's dead?" 


"My former teammate, Vantis, found him when Syn was freeing me 
from the dungeon," Len explained somberly. "The last | saw of them 
before | fled the Fellowship was the two of them battling each other. | 
didn't see the aftermath, but knowing how strong Vantis is and the 
fact that you're saying he's not here... I'm not going to say that he's 
still alive." 


A deafening silence fell over the group once again. At first, Terron 
couldn't believe what he was hearing. He thought it had to be some 
sort of vivid dream. Syn couldn't have died. Syn was one of the most 
powerful Pokémon he had known. He was the Shadow Hunter and 
had killed so many Plagued Ones a blink of an eye. There was no 
reason that Syn was dead. 


But the more he thought about it, the more Terron realized how odd it 
was that Syn still wasn't back from Pledge Mountain yet. He should 
have returned already. He seemed so nimble in his new form. If what 
Len was saying was true, then everything made complete sense. 


Syn... one of Terron's original teammates and friend... was dead. 


He had returned after thought being dead before, and now he was 
dead once again. Terron had barely spent any time with him. 


He remembered the last time he had seen Syn. He had just been 
reunited with them, and then he had volunteered to go to the 
mountain when Zekra was supposed to go. He had taken the task 
upon himself, proclaiming he could do so with ease because he was 
the almighty Shadow Hunter. 


Syn had died because Yimtri wanted someone to search for a way to 
the Primogenitor. Yimtri had been the one to send Syn to his death. 


Terron's mind swarmed with malicious thoughts, but before he could 
cry them out at the Sableye, he realized something. He realized that 
Syn's death was not Yimtri's fault. Though the Sableye had been 
infuriated with Syn, it had been because he didn't want Syn to go on 
the mission in the first place. He had wanted Zekra to go instead. He 
had never wanted anybody to die. 


It wasn't Yimtri's fault that Syn had died. It had only been an 
unfortunate fate that had befallen Syn during his journey that no one 
could have planned for. 


Terron couldn't blame anyone for the loss of his friend. He could only 
accept that he would no longer have Syn by his side. 


Terron felt the throbbing in his heart and the tears in his eyes as the 
information dawned upon him. But most of all, he noticed Zekra still 
standing next to him. He saw how easily the tears were beginning to 
flow down her cheeks. Terron didn't hesitate to grab her hand and 
hold it tight. He could feel her shaking as he held her. The Zoroark 
sniffled as she rubbed her eyes with the back of her free arm, 
refusing to make eye contact with Terron or anyone in the vicinity. 
However, Terron did feel Zekra squeeze his hand in return, if only 
momentarily. 


You can't break over this. You have to move forward. You can't dwell 
on this. His sacrifice wasn't meaningless, Terron. 


Terron glanced over at Yimtri, expecting the Sableye to be glaring at 
him disapprovingly for being sensitive, but was surprised to find that 
Yimtri had his gaze fixated on something in the distance. It soon 
became apparent that it was Joy, having returned with numerous 
Oran and Sitrus berries in her paws. When she was amongst the 
four once again, Yimtri took the berries from her and told her to 
leave, prompting her to give him yet another bow before heading on 
her way. The Sableye then set the berries on the ground before Len 
before turning to Terron and Zekra. 


"Len and | are going to be discussing some things while he heals," 
Yimtri told them. "I want you two back here the moment the sun 
begins to set. | want you two to assist me with the meeting that will 
be happening and will give you your roles when the time comes. 
Until then, do as you please. | have no need for you right now." 


Go somewhere far away and rid yourselves of the grief that fills you. 
Cry as much as you need to. Hold each other until your tears run dry. 
Do whatever you must to rid yourselves of your grief. | cannot afford 
for it to weaken you. Both of you are too important right now. 


Alright... thanks. See you soon, Yimtri. 


And Terron... 
Yeah? 


... Thank you for not blaming me for what has happened. Thank you 
for being mature about this and not causing even more contention. 


You're welcome... 


And with that, Terron lead Zekra away from the two Fellowship 
leaders, and before long, they were nothing but mere dots in the 
distance. The two walked in silence as the traversed through the 
town, trying to find a remotely isolated area where no one could 
potentially find them. It took some time, but eventually, the two found 
a secluded place that took the form of a little rundown shack in the 
more rural part of the city. Terron and Zekra crept inside of it and 
after checking to make sure that there were no wild Rattata or Zubat 
making nests within the vacant cabin, settled themselves into a 
corner. 


For a few minutes, the two didn't do anything. They only sat in 
silence against the wall, staring blankly in front of them, their sides 
brushing against each other. Terron listened outside, keeping his 
ears open to the sounds of footsteps, but no one was near. Not even 
Venri was appearing as Terron was half-expecting. She was staying 
within Zekra's mind, perhaps only talking to Zekra herself. Terron 
wasn't entirely sure. Zekra's faraway gaze seemed to indicate she 
wasn't all there, but with the news they had just received, he knew 
his own eyes were emitting the same dim glimmer. 


"We're going to end up just like Syn soon," Zekra finally said, 
breaking the silence with her hollow voice. 


Terron glanced back at Zekra to find that her eyes were no longer 
hazy. However, the radiance and life that was usually in her gaze 
was still snuffed out, leaving an empty shell of the Zoroark he knew. 


"When you told me we were going to die after | Saw you again after 
so long, | thought | was okay with it," Zekra went on. "I thought that 
it'd be fine to die if we stopped the Primogenitor in the process. All of 
the suffering would stop. But now that Syn's dead... | don't feel that 
way anymore." 


"Yeah... | Know what you mean," Terron confessed. "| thought | was 
ready too, but then after hearing Syn died... it just made me realize 
how real this all is. Before, it kind of felt like something that was 
going to happen way into the future, like something that might not 
actually happen. But now that we actually know where the portal is 
and that Syn died just to get that information..." 


"We're going to die," Zekra said quietly, her voice growing hoarse. 
"No matter what we do, we're going to die. We're going to end up like 
Syn... who we barely even got to see again..." 


Zekra squeezed her eyes shut. Terron leaned over and held her in 
an embrace around the waist, resting his head against her side. The 
Zoroark gingerly reached over and picked up Terron before holding 
her close to her chest, where the two of them then held each other. 
Tears flowed down their cheeks and splattered onto the ground, their 
grief welling up inside of them. With every drop, it seemed the 
darkness in their hearts only grew heavier, but they only continued 
crying, not Knowing what else they could do. 


"Is there really no other way we can defeat the Primogenitor and 
live?" Zekra then asked, her voice hoarse. "Do we... do we really 
have to die to stop all of this?" 


"| don't know," Terron answered. "! want there to be another way... 
but | can't think of any. We have to get rid of the Plagued Ones, and | 
don't know how else we're supposed to do that besides killing the 
Primogenitor. | mean, this could all be a lie and we really won't die 
when the Primogenitor does... but | don't know. We're pretty much 
Plagued Ones now with how the plague is so connected to us..." 


"You don't think there's some way we can disconnect the plague 
from us or something right after we kill the Primogenitor?" 


"No... they're really attached to us. Especially you and Impetus. 
They're synchronized with you guys. There's no way you can just 
take the plague out of you after you've done that." 


"And you don't think we can just get the Primogenitor to stop? | 
mean, we know that it's just trying to bring everyone's shadows to life 
and make the whole world be covered with everyone's shadows. It's 
not going to stop until that happens. But... is there maybe something 
we can do to make it stop? Besides killing it?" 


"| wish there was Zekra... | really do. But there isn't anything. I've 
seen that thing. | know it's not going to stop no matter what. We have 
to kill it. We... we can't back out of this. We've gone too far to back 
out now." 


"| know... | Know we can't. We're running out of time. | just wish that 
things didn't have to be this way..." 


"Me too." 


Terron wanted to say something that would comfort Zekra or at least 
give her more strength to carry out their mission. However, when he 
grasped for the words, he found he couldn't find any. He knew 
nothing that could make their situation seem less grim than it already 
was. There were no supportive or kind words that could be said. 
There were no motivating and captivating speeches that could be 
spoken. There was nothing that could be done to pull anyone's 
heartstrings and fill their hearts with burning resolve. 


All that could be done was to simply accept that their time was finally 
going to end. 


When the sun began its descent over the horizon and the sky blue of 
the sky became dyed a darker shade, Terron and Zekra made their 


way back to the Fellowship base. Both of them felt that their eyes 
were dry and that the darkness in the hearts had lifted, but they still 
felt a bitter sting within themselves as they walked. However, they 
knew there was nothing they could do to erase that feeling from 
within them. They knew they had to tolerate it and instead focus on 
more important matters. 


Eventually, they found themselves within the mess hall. Many tables 
and chairs had been set up around the place, neatly organized into 
rows with many more chairs along the walls. The floor was swept 
clean and without a leaf to be seen, and though the walls in some 
places held decaying, rotting wood, they were without vermin and did 
not jut out with the intention of giving anyone who passed by a nasty 
splinter. The door that led to the kitchen standing not far from the hall 
was shut tight, and the window that once served the food to the 
Fellowship's numerous members was cut off from the world with a 
metal plate. 


In some ways, the Fellowship mess hall hadn't changed at all. Terron 
imagined this was exactly what the room looked like when the 
Fellowship was still in operation. 


However, all he had to do was see Len and Yimtri at the front of the 
room, the both of them discussing something too far out of earshot to 
understand, in order to know the truth. 


Terron had only barely noticed Yimtri's presence when the Sableye's 
eyes flickered. He ceased his conversation with Len and turned 
toward Terron and Zekra. 


"There you two are," Yimtri said simply. "Good. | just finished 
speaking with Len about the meeting we are about to hold, as well 
as your two friends." 


"Oh... you saw Impetus and Reshiram?" Terron asked before an 
uncomfortable feeling came over him. "Uh... do they know that..." 


"Yes," Yimtri answered without hesitation. "I told them about Syn. 
They know everything." 


Terron shot the Sableye a disbelieving stare, but before he could 
speak his mind, Yimtri held up his hand, forcing him to stop. 


"You didn't have the strength to do it yourself," Yimtri stated. "You 
can attempt to deny it all you want, but you didn't. But that's to be 
expected when he was a close friend of yours. So | did you a favor 
and took the burden of informing your friends of his demise from you. 
They took the information rather well, even Impetus. They simply 
needed some alone time, just as you two did. But | expect that they'll 
be back soon in time for the meeting. Their presence is required and 
they're aware of that." 


Terron wasn't sure how he wanted to respond to any of this. On one 
hand, he was rather relieved that Yimtri had taken it upon himself to 
tell Reshiram and Impetus about Syn. Terron knew he might have 
relapsed if he spoke of Syn's death to them, something that he knew 
had happened the last time he had tried to explain to a friend that 
another friend was gone from their lives. But on the other hand, 
Terron felt it was his job to tell his friends that Syn had met his end. It 
didn't feel right to have someone take that responsibility amongst 
themselves, especially without his permission. He couldn't help but 
feel partially resentful, especially when he knew Yimtri sometimes 
had a difficult time being empathetic about the loss of others’ lives. 


"Regardless of how you feel," Yimtri then said, "I need you and 
Zekra to come here now. | need to tell both of you your roles in this 
meeting.” 


The Cubone wasn't sure he was willing to let the subject go, but after 
seeing the solemnness in Yimtri's eyes, as well as Len's, he knew 
there was no point in stalling. With a sigh, he and Zekra made their 
way over to the two Fellowship leaders and stopped before them at 
the very front of the room. 


"Terron... Zekra..." Len began to say, his voice lowering. "| wanted 
you two to know something. Even though | know you must hate me 
right now for dismissing you from the Fellowship all those months 
ago, | want you to know that | didn't do it because | thought you two 
were incompetent and weak. In all honesty, | knew you two were 
very strong. Perhaps not as strong as my other members, but you 
had potential." 


"We need to discuss the meeting, Len," Yimtri cut in. "You can have 
a heart-to-heart with these two later." 


"I'm talking to them right now," Len shot back, glaring at the Sableye. 
"They deserve to know the truth after all this time. It's the least | owe 
them that after everything's that happened. Be patient, Yimtri. It will 
only take a few moments." 


The Sableye scowled at the Luxray, but said nothing more. Instead, 
he took a few steps back, allowing the three more room to 
themselves as he simply watched them from afar. Len exhaled 
deeply as he stepped closer to Terron and Zekra, his somber gaze 
soon returning. 


"The real reason | dismissed you was because | didn't want you 
becoming a part of the Fellowship's sinister plot," Len went on. "After 
that day when the Plagued Ones attacked our Fellowship, | knew 
there was something evil brewing within the Fellowship in general. 
There were many times | questioned the organization | was working 
for... whether it was because my masters were three legendary 
beasts when no other legendary creatures existed in the world, the 
strange atmosphere my members would report about Dusk Mines, or 
the fact that there was something decidedly off about Shade, Zephyr, 
Chrysalis, Yimtri, and even Vantis at times... there were many things 
that bothered me. But it was that day when the Plagued Ones 
attacked us did | realize something was not right. | didn't understand 
how Yimtri Knew about the attack or why this had never happened 
before. Yimtri made the claim that a member of his received a 
premonition but nothing about that seemed plausible. It was all such 
a Strange, sinister coincidence... 


"| didn't know what to think, but | Knew the Fellowship wasn't safe for 
you. And though | knew that you two would hate me, | had to dismiss 
you. | had to under the guise that you were too incompetent and 
couldn't handle being in the Fellowship. | wanted to keep you safe. 
Of course, it seems that my efforts were in vain, as you are now a 
part of the resistance against the Fellowship itself and all of you are 
plagued..." 


Len laughed bitterly to himself. Terron and Zekra looked at each 
other, not sure what to think, but then Len ceased his laughter and 
looked at them once again. 


"I'm sorry, Terron. Zekra. I'm sorry for the grief that you suffered 
thanks to your dismissal. You don't have to forgive me, but | wanted 
you to at least know why | did what | had to." 


The Luxray then gave them a wry smile and became silent, waiting 
for them to speak with the patience of a dragon. Terron watched the 
large Luxray before him, feeling at a loss. He hadn't expected Len to 
say any of that. It was true that at one point, Terron had resented 
Len for casting him and his friends out of the Fellowship, but that 
feeling had passed after he escaped Shirra and became entangled 
in the Fellowship's complicated conspiracy plans. He had not 
thought of Len much since he arrived unconscious in Reshiram's 
company. 


But Terron did know how he wanted to respond to Len. There was no 
question of how he wanted to respond to Len's apology. 


"It's okay Len," Terron said with a small smile. "| don't hate you. You 
had a good reason for what you did. You just wanted to protect us, 
and really, that's nothing | can hate you for." 


"Yeah, don't feel bad, Len," Zekra then said. "| mean, we were mad 
at your for a while... but it's all good now. Because you're going to 
help us now and everything, right?" 


"Yes, most certainly," Len said as a warm smile made its way onto 
his muzzle. "Yimtri told me everything that you two have done to stop 
the Primogenitor, and | will do everything in my power to match the 
strength that you two have demonstrated all this time. Perhaps | 
might not have the actual power to kill that thing, but | can at least 
bring you to its home so you can deal the lethal strike." 


"Sounds wonderful," Terron said, beaming pleasantly. 


Before the Cubone could continue to revel in Len's words, Yimtri 
then came back to the group, though his gaze was no longer as cold 
as earlier. Terron wasn't sure if it was because Yimtri was feeling the 
Cubone's joy within his own heart, or because Len was done talking 
and he was finally allowed to speak. 


"Alright, well now that that's out of the way..." Yimtri then said, 
clasping his hands together. "It's time to discuss our upcoming 
meeting. We have quite an announcement to make to my members 
and Zekra's Umbreon friend..." 


Before Yimtri could go onward, Terron then saw the Sableye's 
thought process flow before him, allowing him to see the entire 
meeting exactly as Yimtri envisioned it. The second Terron saw it 
play out before him, he couldn't help but drop his jaw open. 


"Yimtri... what kind of a meeting is that?" Terron gasped. "That's not 
a meeting. That's... that's a spectacle, and | think even calling it that 
would be an understatement." 


"Hmph. Call it what you want, but it's what we're going to do, no 
matter how frivolous you might think it appears to be," Yimtri said 
with a dejected scoff. "Do you know why we are, Terron? Do you 
know why we're not simply going to announce that we're off to raid 
Pledge Mountain and kill the Primogenitor?" 


The Sableye stared directly at Terron, making his gemstones flicker 
as he did so. 


"Why don't you see for yourself," Yimtri then said ominously. 


Before Terron could ask Yimtri what he meant by that, he was 
suddenly bombarded with a plethora of images within his mind. He 
was whisked away from his friends as he became fully submerged 
within his mind. And from within there, he saw many of Yimtri's 
memories flash before him through the Sableye's perspective. He 
watched a team of Ghastly and Duskull weeping in the dark corner of 
their Dusk Mines room, lamenting over the loss of their teammate 
stolen away by Erebus. He watched a Leafeon crawl out of the exit 
of Erebus Woods before collapsing shortly after, her body soon 
trailing with sinister Plagued One wisps. He watched a Prinplup and 
Clefable sitting in Yimitri's office, both of them staring down at their 
paws with petrified gazes after hearing that they were slowly 
becoming Plagued Ones thanks to being in Erebus Woods. He 
watched hundreds of Yimtri's followers flee from Dusk Mines as 
Yimtri stood atop the structure, seeing the Oracion Fellowship 
members rushing toward Dusk Mines to kill everyone on sight. He 
could hear Yimitri yelling at them never to look back as they ran with 
all the strength they had, warning that they would perish if they 
allowed themselves even a moment to hesitate. 


Terron saw all of these things, these dreadful, terrifying things, some 
of which he had seen in his nightmares before. In all of these 
memories, Yimtri's members were frightened, scared, or despairing. 
Sometimes they were all three at once. Yimtri's members could not 
escape from them. Their lives were brimming with all of these 
horrendous events that never seemed to cease, despite everything. 


But then, the memories began to change. Terron saw the same 
members from the chilling memories, but now they were no longer 
frightened. Now they were cheerful and confident. They walked with 
power in their steps, standing tall and mightily as if each of them 
were a legendary being in disguise. They exited Dusk Mines to fulfill 
their missions with smiles upon their faces. They spoke amongst one 
another in the dining halls during meals, engaged in pleasant chatter 
that would not be unseen in a town restaurant. Before Terron could 


question why the previously terrified Pokémon were now so strong 
and without weakness, he found himself watching a new memory. 


In this memory, he stood before all of his members in Dusk Mines 
within their version of an auditorium. He stood upon a raised stage 
as the Sableye, surrounded by glimmering crystals that glowed the 
same intensity as Yimtri's eyes. And as he stood upon that stage, he 
spoke to Yimtri's members with the Sableye's tongue. He spoke with 
grandeur that Terron had never heard Yimtri speak with before, 
perfectly capturing the very essence of a showman. He strode 
across the platform, pacing left and right as he kept his eyes upon 
his members, making a variety of exaggerated gestures whenever 
he reached an important point in his speech. 


And his speech... it sounded absolutely nothing like Yimtri's usual 
manner of speaking. Gone away were his calculated and solemn 
words. Gone away was the bitterness and darkness that was his 
tone. Now Yimtri spoke with the fluency and eloquence of a 
storyteller, captivating his entire audience with mystified gazes. Any 
unease or dread that might have been present amongst some of his 
followers before the meeting began were gone, leaving nothing but a 
crowd of high-spirited Pokémon, able to move the very mountains. 


The speech was abruptly cut off as Terron was brought back to 
reality, allowing him to see Yimtri shooting him a determined glare. 


"My members have suffered greatly," Yimtri told him. "Ever since we 
discovered Erebus Woods, our lives have been a nightmare. Every 
day despair strikes upon is, taunting us and reminding us of our 
endless plights. We hide our secrets from the world. We're forced to 
remain near Erebus Woods and become monsters all in the name of 
keeping our secret quiet and obtaining the evolving stones. We 
become fugitives once our secret does get out. We have the entire 
world hunt us down. Every day we hear our plagues talking to us 
within our minds. Every day we know that we're losing ourselves. 


"And though we know better now... even though my members know 
that they are not becoming monsters and that we are finally safe 


from the Fellowships... they Know the end is upon us. | see it in 
them. They know that something big will happen and that soon, their 
days will end. And thus, despair threatens to drown them once more. 


"| refuse to let that happen. | will not allow Pokémon to wallow in 
darkness because of the mistake | made long ago. | will not allow the 
Primogenitor to ruin more lives than it already has. And thus, | 
inspire them. | vanquish the despair that threatens to swallow them 
by giving them encouragement and assuring that the trials we face 
will be overcome. That is why the meeting must go the way | want it 
to go. | must inspire hope within my members. | must make it so that 
in these last days, they will shine far brighter than they ever have 
before, and lead us to victory." 


For a moment, Terron had no idea what he wanted to say. He saw 
the confused glances on everyone's faces around him, indicating 
they too felt the same, but they didn't bother saying anything. They 
only remained silent and waited for Terron to speak. 


The Cubone realized, after a moment, that Yimtri truly did care about 
his members. The act he put on and the words he spoke even 
though he himself didn't believe them at times... it was something 
Terron would have never imagined Yimtri to do. He had never would 
have thought Yimtri had it in him to be one to perform such 
extravagant shows to strengthen his members. And yet... there in 
his memories... he seemed to become an entirely different person 
for the sake of his followers. 


"Alright... fine, let's do this," Terron said after a while. "Even though 
it's really, really bombastic and maybe kind of unnecessary." 


"Bombastic performances are required when the end is so soon," 
Yimtri said dismissively. "Now then. Here is what | have in mind..." 


About an hour later, everyone from the Dusk Mines Fellowship was 
gathered within the Aurora Town Fellowship's mess hall. Lanterns 
and candles lit the inside of the dark Fellowship now that the sun had 


set, flickering occasionally as Pokémon passed by them and took 
their seats. No one stumbled or tripped over objects in the dim 
lighting, for they had grown far used to the glimmering gemstones 
that used to light Dusk Mines. The numerous ghost-types flying 
about also helped, their ethereal energy radiating out of their eyes 
that were just as powerful, if not more, than the fires that burned 
throughout the room. 


All of the members chatted amongst each other, wondering the 
meaning of this impromptu meeting. Their leader had been making 
quite a number of them ever since Terron had been in Yimtri's 
company, and yet, never could they predict what was on their 
leader's mind. The last time there had been a meeting, some had 
predicted that their leader was going to let them leave Aurora Town 
and begin the assault on the Primogenitor he seemed so eager to 
carry out. However, in the end, he had only wanted all of them to 
leave him be as he went about a vague errand, claiming that he 
needed to eliminate a problem and needed no one's help. Even now, 
though many considered that Yimtri would finally announce their 
attack on the Primogenitor, but no one was entirely sure. 


He was such an enigma to them, a paradox whose mind they could 
not delve. 


And yet, they trusted him. He knew what he was doing. He would 
keep them safe as he always had. He would lead them to victory 
against whatever battles they might fight. 


Yimtri Knew all of this. 


The Sableye was hiding underground beneath all of his followers, 
watching them silently. He could hear all of them speaking and 
watching how restless they were becoming. He could also see 
Terron, Zekra, Impetus, and Len in the kitchen, waiting for their cue 
to come out. He could even feel Reshiram's presence in the vicinity, 
flying somewhere nearby. Everyone was in place. All of the 
preparations had been done. All of his members were gathered, 
even the Umbreon, who sat amongst Lume and Noc. 


It was finally time. 
There was no more time for stalling. 


Yimtri rose very close to the surface of the ground before stopping 
himself, and then made his shadow appear alongside the ground. 
Once he saw it manifested itself, he had it inflate ten times its size 
before making it rise out of the ground. He saw everyone cease their 
idle chatter as they brought their attention to the shadow, 
straightening themselves up in their seats in the process. Yimtri 
steeled his jittery nerves as he had his shadow burst into a wave of 
darkness, covering all of the candles and torches so that not evena 
tiny ember of light still lived. Even the numerous ghost-type's lights 
were snuffed out, rendering the entire room in the blackness of his 
shadow. And yet, no one screamed. Everyone remained where they 
were, keeping their eyes on where the shadow once was. In this 
moment of blindness and vulnerability, Yimtri then shot out of the 
ground and settled himself before his members. He made his eyes 
radiate with an otherworldly blue light for a few seconds, and then 
withdrew his shadow's grasp from all of the lights of the room. It 
retreated back toward him before it settled itself into the ground 
behind him, returning to its normal form once more. 


When all of the darkness was gone, all of Yimtri's members cheered, 
clapping their paws vigorously and shouting praises. 


Yimtri smiled smugly as he bowed to his members, dimming the 
lights in his eyes before he looked upon the sea of his members 
once more. They had stopped clapping and were now watching him 
with intent gazes, a number of them even fidgeting in their seats. 


"Welcome, my followers, to a very special night for all of us," Yimtri 
announced, making himself wear a composed persona. "Tonight 
marks the very last night that we spend here in Aurora Town. For my 
members, at dawn tomorrow, we will finally do the deed that we have 
all long awaited for far too many years. Tomorrow, we Set off to 
eliminate the Plagued Ones. Tomorrow, we depart and make our 
way to the Primogenitor's impenetrable fortress!" 


Another loud cheer rang through the audience. However, Yimtri only 
had to make the glow in his eyes brighter to make silence fall over 
the room once more. 


"Yes, | Know all of you are quite excited," Yimtri said. "Ever since we 
became plagued and held within our souls the very life force of the 
entity we have always wanted to kill since we became Fellowship 
members, we have prayed for this day to come. It took far too many 
years of hiding from the Fellowships and living in fear that we would 
die when anyone exposed us for who we are. We lied to every 
Fellowship member that was not one of us. We had to tolerate our 
plagues as they grew stronger within us and fear them as actively as 
Eevee fear the Houndoom that roam the night. We were hunted by 
the other Fellowships and discovered what they really are. We even 
had our goal set upon the wrong target for the longest time. But no 
longer! We are finally ready to destroy the source that has polluted 
all of Shiron and taken your friends and family away from you in the 
past fifty years! Finally, the power and resources we needed are 
finally at our disposal! Many of you have met them before, perhaps 
you even saw them this morning, but you do not understand them 
and only seem them superficially. Thus allow me you to introduce to 
you the keys that will lead us to victory and the power that 
invigorates their souls!" 


Yimtri snapped his claws, and within moments, he heard someone 
scurrying toward him, using the darkness of the room to move 
undetected. Within a matter of seconds, they were by his side, 
standing tall before his followers. 


"The first of our keys!" Yimtri announced holding out his hand to 
them. "I give you Impetus, Mienshao and Plagued One at once!" 


The crowd cheered loudly, though some with confusion, for they 
couldn't understand why that made her any different than any of 
them. Nonetheless, Impetus bowed her head and smiled at the 
crowd before Yimtri silenced the crowd once more. 


"And why exactly is she a key, you must wonder?" Yimtri asked 
rhetorically. "Ah, well allow me to elaborate. She holds within her the 
same plague we each have, given to her through Erebus. However, 
she has synchronized with it, merging her soul with its power, 
allowing her power that we could only dream of. She is perfectly in 
control of herself, not like those Plagued Ones that have devoured 
sO many cities we have seen with our own eyes. Behold, a 
demonstration of the power that is within a synchronized one!" 


Yimtri reached within his body and pulled out a diamond the size of 
his fist. He glanced over at Impetus and waited for her to nod 
approvingly before tossing high into the air. Impetus immediately 
locked her eyes onto it before bounding toward it. She closed in on 
it, and then brought one of her clawed hands down upon it. The hand 
immediately shifted into that of a shadowy, lance-like object just as it 
sliced into the diamond, cutting it cleanly in two. But Impetus wasn't 
done. As she and the diamond continued to plummet, she continued 
attacking it with her paws, slicing it into smaller pieces with each 
swipe. 


By the time Impetus hit the ground, the diamond had been reduced 
to dust, having dissipated into the air and was now settling itself 
amongst her and Yimtri. Everyone clapped and made loud whooping 
sounds, prompting Impetus to smile and give another bow of her 
head before exiting the scene. 


"She is quite strong, yes, | Know," Yimtri said in a bemused tone. 
"She will be the key to getting to where we need to be safely. She 
will survey the area far sooner than we will thanks to her agility and 
strength. However, what if | were to tell you that we have yet another 
synchronized one amongst us? One that's even stronger than 
Impetus? One that could wipe out an entire army with nothing but a 
single attack?" 


Yimtri watched as tornado of darkness formed in front of him, 
brewing up a tempest that shook the interior with the tree with its 
violent winds. The Sableye held his ground as he watched his 
members struggle to do the same while the tornado only seemed to 


churn more rapidly. Plagued Ones erupted from the vortex, flinging 
themselves into the crowd with ghastly smiles and chilling laughter. 
Many of Yimtri's members instantly screamed as they shot beams of 
energy at the demented beings, but their attacks did nothing. They 
only made the Plagued Ones disappear for two seconds before 
reappearing once more, twice as big as before. 


Everyone in the mess hall was about to bolt out of the room, when 
they saw a red light emitting from the deadly tornado. It grew 
stronger and stronger, filling the room with its potent light before it 
abruptly exploded, sending a large wave of crimson energy 
throughout the room. All of the Plagued Ones shrieked as it hit them 
before they promptly melted, dripping to the floor as grotesque 
puddles. 


"| give you our second key, Zekra!" Yimtri announced. 


The tornado of black and red dissipated, as well as the remains of 
the Plagued Ones, revealing a Zoroark standing where it once stood, 
grinning gleefully with an almost evil glimmer to her eyes. She 
continued to stand there as a Sableye popped out of her mane 
before settling itself onto the floor besides Zekra, waving vigorously 
to the crowd with both claws while she pranced about, shifting 
between many different forms. 


Yimtri found his thoughts temporarily stumped as soon as he saw 
Venri. He hadn't expected her to appear. She hadn't been a part of 
the meeting, and yet here she was, acting as though she were. 
Nonetheless, the crowd cheered for her, even when she became a 
monstrous abomination that towered so high that she nearly touched 
the ceiling. 


"You must be wondering who the shifting entity is," Yimtri said, 
quickly improvising. "Well then, this is what makes Zekra so special. 
Not only has her plague merged with her, but also, through her 
illusionary abilities, it gives itself form! Zekra is two Pokémon at 
once! Imagine the armies she could destroy! Imagine the creatures 


that they can pretend to be! She could be a legendary god herself if 
she so wanted to! Which brings me to our next key..." 


Yimtri signaled Zekra with his claws, prompting her to change into a 
Skarmory. She glanced at Venri, who quickly changed into a Sableye 
and leapt onto her back before Zekra shot up, disappearing into the 
darkness of the Fellowship high above. 


"Everyone, the next Pokémon | have to show you... well, they can't 
quite fit into such a tiny room as this," Yimtri stated, gesturing to the 
space around him. "Buildings are nothing but prisons and limitations 
to their stature." 


Everyone shot him quizzical expressions, but then their attention 
was diverted when they heard a loud, earth-shattering roar outside. 
Everyone got up from their seats and hurried out to see what was 
making such a mighty cry, all to Yimtri's amusement. He calmly 
followed behind them as they all rushed outside until they were all 
gathered in a loose circle in front of the Fellowship base. They all 
glanced around, trying to spot the source of this roar, but could find 
no one. 


That was when a fireball the size of a Graveler came crashing down 
upon a cauldron in front of the Fellowship, instantly setting aflame 
the wood that had filled the metal pot. Everyone jumped as a mighty 
bonfire rose high above them before yet another fireball rained down 
from the heavens and lit another cauldron close by. Then, there was 
a flash of white, and a white and majestic dragon landed between 
the two burning cauldrons, sending shockwaves through the ground 
that knocked a number of Pokémon down. The heavenly being 
gazed down upon the hundreds of members before letting out 
another roar, making the ground tremble even more. 


"I'm quite sure that he's very familiar to some of you," Yimtri said as 
he strode his way through the crowd and made his way toward the 
dragon until he was standing right before it. "I'm sure that many of 
you remember the fables and legends that your mothers and fathers 
told you of the legendary beings. You probably know of the great 


power they hold within them, such as Groudon being able to create 
the very land we stand upon, or the death and destruction that could 
result from a simple beam fired from Yveltal's beak. You know how 
much power you could hold if you had one amongst your company. 
You might have even wished to find one of the legendary beings 
when you were but a child so that you could wield such power. Wish 
no more, my followers! Here we have Reshiram, the god of fire and 
protector of Shiron! He agrees to grace us with his presence, all too 
gleeful to set ablaze our very enemies and any obstacles in our path 
so that we might succeed! Who can possibly hope to stand up toa 
very god that vows with all his heart to protect his land?!" 


A collective of voices agreed with Yimtri. The Sableye smiled as he 
paced about before Reshiram, keeping his gemstones upon his 
members. He could see the confidence in their eyes. He could see 
their spirits burning brighter than the flames of Reshiram. It was all 
coming along together perfectly. 


But he wasn't done. 


"But of course, we must first reach the Primogenitor, and he resides 
within a dimension that none know how to reach," Yimtri then said. 
"After all, how can we possibly purge the Plagued Ones from Shiron 
if we do not know how to reach their creator? There is supposedly a 
way to reach it according to rumors, deep within a castle some of 
you might have known called the Pledge Mountain Fellowship. But 
how will we find such portal in a place so large, teeming with 
ignorant Fellowship members that will kill us on sight? How can we 
possibly find what we seek in a place such as that?" 


Yimtri inflated his shadow so that it took up all of the room between 
him and his members. Seconds later, a powerful bolt of lightning 
struck the spot where his shadow lay. It made a loud cracking sound 
as a blinding light went off, turning the darkness of the night white 
and making everyone's ears ring. 


But as soon as the white faded, everyone saw that there was a new 
Pokémon amongst them, standing in the spot where the ground was 


charred a deep black. It was a Luxray, growling as his fur buzzed 
with static, ready to discharge into the air in a second's notice. 
Standing behind him, on either side of Reshiram, were Zekra and 
Impetus, both of them crossing their arms and watching on in 
silence. Much of the audience gasped as soon as they saw the 
Luxray, quickly recognizing the one amongst them. 


"Do any of you remember Len?" Yimtri asked as he gestured toward 
the Luxray. "He was the leader of the Fellowship we were in just 
now. On a tragic day, his Fellowship was destroyed by Plagued 
Ones, and he and his team members were forced to go to the 
dreaded Pledge Mountain. And while there... the Primogenitor tried 
to make him one of its minions. It tried to make him one of those 
monsters that we have always been fighting. It used the Pledge 
Mountain leaders to do its bidding. They slowly killed his team 
members, one by one, in the most gruesome ways your imaginations 
could possibly conjure up. Skinned alive, eaten from the inside out, 
tossed off the side of the mountain, drowned before his eyes... all of 
these things. How much that should have broken Len and made him 
give up on his resolution to end the Plagued Ones. He should have 
become one from all of the despair that was consuming him. And 
yet, here is he! Here he stands among us, as strong and resolute as 
ever, ready to fight! Ready to show us the way to the Primogenitor's 
realm! He knows the way and will do everything in his to show us the 
way to victory!" 


Len stood mightily before the audience as they gave him a standing 
ovation. Yimtri could even hear some of his members congratulating 
him for being so strong and how welcoming it was to have someone 
as strong as him leading them to the Primogenitor. 


Yimitri let them cheer for a while, letting them think that this was the 
end of his speech. He let Len have his moment, let Len have the 
praise he deserved for being the unyielding and valiant leader the 
Fellowship should have had. 


And then, when his followers’ loud voices simmered down and 
seemed ready to be dismissed, Yimtri cast them a somber stare. He 


knew what he was going to say next might tarnish the reverence 
they held for him, but he knew he had to say it. They deserved to 
know. They were all going to die, and they at least deserved to know 
what he had been keeping secret from them for so long. 


Yimtri strengthened his stance as he took a step forward, catching 
his members’ attention and prompting a hush amongst the group. 


"| will not lie to you, my followers," Yimtri started to say, struggling to 
keep his voice composed. "I have heard the rumors that circle 
throughout our Fellowship. | hear some of you worry that you will die 
because of this mission. You worry that we all might die because we 
are plagued and by killing the source of our power, we will also die. 
And | am here to say... yes, you will die. Whether it is because you 
are killed by someone on the mountain, or because we have 
succeeded in our mission, you will die. You will depart from this 
mortal plane of existence and disappear to the Spirit Realm where 
Giratina once watched over. | can think of no reason to hide that 
from any of you. You deserve to know what the fruit of your labors 
will reap. You will stop the Primogenitor and you will save the lives 
that have not been plagued... but you will be lost in the process, and 
you must watch your victory from the spirit world. You do not have to 
fight if you are too distraught by this information, but you will die 
regardless. And for that, I'm truly sorry." 


No one said anything to him. Yimtri had anticipated that reaction. 
And yet, he saw no wavering dedication amongst his members' 
eyes. Though some of them were now frightened, none of them 
seemed ready to turn tail and run far away from Yimtri. For that, 
Yimtri, felt a swelling of pride within his chest. He could not be more 
proud to have such determined members that were willing to fight for 
him, even when they knew they would perish in the process. 


Unfortunately, this was not the news that he was reluctant to share 
with them. There was something else to be said to them. 


He could feel it in his mind, pestering him and telling him to speak 
his words. However, Yimtri hesitated. He had anticipated speaking 


what he was about to say next for quite some time, but now that the 
time had come, he could not find the bravado within him to speak. 


You have to tell them. You said you would. Come on, Yimtri. 
| know. | know. But... I'm worried how they will take it. 
Well you were willing to tell them that they're going to tell. 


That was different, Terron. They already knew thanks to rumors. This 
though... they don't know about this. 


You still have to tell them. Look, do you want me to just tell them? I'll 
do it right now. 


No, you stay where you are until it's time for you to show up. I'll... I'll 
do it. Just watch me and wait for the signal. 


The Sableye curled his claws into his palms, and waited for his 
fluttering heart to slow. When it had slowed enough so that it no 
longer seemed ready to pound out of his chest, the Sableye looked 
on at his members, all of them anxiously awaiting his words. 


"But... that is not the only news | need to share with you before we 
depart," Yimtri said. "| have something | need to share with you, my 
members. Seeing as how this will be one of the last times | talk to 
each of you... there is something | feel all of you deserve to know 
about me. Something that | have hid from you for twenty long years." 


Yimtri would have closed his eyes and exhaled deeply if doing that 
even helped him calm down anymore. 


"I'm not actually a Sableye," he finally said after a pause. "In truth... 
I'm a shadow. I'm a shadow brought to life by the plague after 
something went horribly wrong twenty-five years ago. | am just like 
the plagues within your bodies that speak with you. And this... this 
here, is the host that | came out of." 


Everyone watched as someone donning a black robe emerged from 
behind Reshiram, their face obscured by a black hood. They made 
their way over to Yimtri before stopping by his side. Then, after 
looking over the crowd, the hooded one threw back his hood, 
allowing everyone to see it was Terron. Yimtri could hear some of his 
members gasping. 


"Yes, you remember Terron," Yimtri said, almost spitefully. "The one 
that threatened to expose our secret to the Fellowship? One of the 
Pokémon | told you to kill after we were forced to be fugitives fora 
time? | am this Cubone's shadow. | am his shadow brought to life 
thanks to the plague, and what's more... he's not even a Cubone. He 
only appears as one, just as | only appear as a Sableye. In truth... 
he's half of ahuman being who was once named Dimitri, before the 
one we call Erebus accidentally stole him out of another dimension. 
Then he was torn in two by the Primogenitor once it found him, 
creating me and him. We are the shadow and true self of a human 
being. 


"And it is with that... | make yet another announcement. In due time, 
perhaps before we ever reach Pledge Mountain, | will no longer 
exist." 


Yimtri watched everyone give him frightened gazes, but Yimtri 
refused to let that waver him. He had to continue. He couldn't stop 
now. 


"Just as Impetus and Zekra have done, | am synchronizing with 
Terron as we speak," Yimtri said quietly. "Already, we can 
communicate telepathically and create the same plans without 
speaking to one another. It won't be long before | one day disappear 
and merge back with him. And if that day should come and we have 
not yet killed the Primogenitor... | ask you to listen to him instead. He 
will be the closest thing you have to me, and | want you to trust in 
him as you do with me. | will always be with you if you can do so. 
Perhaps | will be entirely different and you can no longer hear my 
voice as you can now... but that is an oath | want each of you to 
vow. When I am a shadow once more and he is all that remains, 


follow his orders. Let him lead you to victory. He will not let you 
down. Do all of you swear to me to do as | ask?" 


Yimtri's members didn't say anything for a moment, instead keeping 
their gazes fixated between him and Terron. Yimtri felt his insides 
curling uncomfortably at the sight, but he forced himself to remain 
calm before his followers. He could not afford to look weak in front of 
them. He needed them to support his decisions and he had to 
remain sure-footed before them in order for that to happen. 


Eventually, he finally saw his members' nervous expressions 
change. Though none of them appeared quite happy, they were all 
casting him reluctant smiles. 


"We'll Keep following you no matter what you look like!" a Sneasel 
vowed. 


"We promise that we'll listen to every word Terron says!" a Charizard 
chimed in. 


"We won't let you down!" a Jigglypuff then said. 


His other members said similar things, and soon, Yimtri's ears were 
filled with nothing but the sounds of his members promising their 
allegiance to him. Yimtri couldn't help but smile as the crowd grew 
louder and louder, their words bringing back the vigor that had been 
suppressed by this dreadful information. No longer did he feel so 
scared about anything, whether it was dying or becoming one with 
Terron. He was ready. 


He felt that he could move the very Fellowship before him with the 
power that now filled him. 


Yimtri stood tall as he signaled Reshiram, causing the mighty dragon 
to lower his head to ground level. Yimtri climbed onto it, taking Terron 
with him as Reshiram raised his head once more so that Yimtri and 
Terron were now towering over everyone. Yimtri grabbed Terron's 


wrist and held it up before making his eyes shine with the radiance of 
a thousand suns. 


"Very well then. At dawn, we make our way to Pledge Mountain!" 
Yimtri bellowed in the strongest voice he could muster up. "At dawn, 
we march our way toward the fated mountains, to where it all began! 
We will storm the mountain with the strength of the gods! We will 
besiege the plagued fortress atop the mountain! We trample and 
crush anyone who dares to stand in our paths! We will set ablaze the 
very foundation that the Fellowship established its lies upon! AND 
NO MATTER WHAT ABOMIABLE AND TERRORSOME THINGS 
AWAIT US, WHETHER THEY ARE DEMONS FROM THE 
UNDERWORLD ITSELF OR TWISTED CORRUPTIONS OF OUR 
FORMER ALLIES, WE WILL NOT STOP! WE WILL NOT 
SURRENDER! WE WILL NOT FALL! WE WILL FIGHT UNTIL WE 
REACH THE PORTAL AND BRING SHIRON'S SUFFERING TO AN 
END! 


" MY FELLOW POKEMON, WE ARE THE TRUE FELLOWSHIP OF 
SHIRON!" 


Chapter 87: Storm The Castle 


X 
Chapter 87 


Storm The Castle 


When dawn had struck after the last meeting to be held in the former 
Aurora Town Fellowship's base, everyone congregated before the 
great network of trees and waited patiently for orders. Not long after 
Yimtri's few hundred members, Crystelle, and Terron's group had 
assembled, Len and Yimtri appeared on the scene. Once they had 
quickly glanced over the crowd and verified that all of the supplies 
nessecary for the journey were gathered, Yimtri then gave Len the 
word to lead them to Pledge Mountain. And so, with the Luxray at 
the head of the large assemblage and Yimtri not far behind, 
everyone traversed east-ward to the fated cluster of mountains 
where their destiny lay. 


It was a difficult journey. With the impending arrival of winter in but a 
few more weeks, the cold was already beginning to settle itself upon 
the land. There were a few places that were untouched by the cold, 
such as a few forests and deserts, but the rest of the land was not 
spared the cold's unrelenting grasp. Fields that were normally 
blooming with flowers and life were now covered in thin layers of 
frost, encapsulating the plants so that they were frozen in a time 
from days ago. Other areas were harsher with blizzards stirring up a 
frigid tempest so that there was not a speck of color to be seen 
amongst the heavy blanket of cold white. Some lakes were even 
beginning to have ice form along their surfaces, occasionally 
allowing the group to tread across the frozen surface and use it as a 
shortcut. 


Sometimes the group saw wild Pokémon prowling about, watching 
them from the shadows so that they might strike when their guard 
was lowered. Sometimes they were alone, sometimes they were in 
large packs that seemed to be made of at least thirty Pokemon. They 
were all quite fearsome with the way their eyes glowed amongst the 
snow's white and with how their forms were surrounded by white 
wisps from their hot breaths. However, whenever one of the wild 
ones did attempt to strike, it would die long before it could harm 
anyone, and be used for meat for whatever meal was soon to be 
upon them. 


It was also not uncommon for civil Pokémon to attack the crowd as 
well. Whether they were bandits desperate for supplies or Fellowship 
members that had been in the area and recognized that they were all 
fugitives, they had been attacked various times. However, they were 
only met with the same fate as the ferals of the land. It took longer 
for them to die, and some members were hurt from these sudden 
attacks, but all of these intruders were killed eventually and no one 
from the group ever perished due to injuries. There were even cases 
where some of the assailants would show themselves willingly 
before the group and explain that they wanted to join the fight 
against the Fellowship. Some would say this because they were far 
too cowardly to die, others would say this because they could no 
longer trust the Fellowship thanks to Len's sudden disappearance 
and the shady explanation the three leaders of Pledge Mountain 
gave to dismiss it. 


Whatever the reason was, Yimtri would actually allow some of them 
to join the group while he would kill the others. No one knew exactly 
how he was able to deem who lived and who perished, but even 
more worrying, many thought that Yimtri was allowing enemies to be 
amongst them. They worried that as soon as their guards were 
down, they would attack and sabotage the group. However, Yimtri 
was steadfast in his decisions, calmly assuring that they would not 
die and that he knew the new recruits would not betray them. He had 
spent enough years to know when Pokémon were truly speaking 
from their hearts and sharing an earnest willingness to create a 


commitment. And though the doubt was never completely alleviated 
from everyone, no one spoke of it again after Yimtri had given his 
explanation. 


Everyone only continued traveling onward until finally, several days 
later, the fated day had come. 


It was the middle of the day when Len finally brought the group toa 
cliff that overlooked Pledge Mountain. Even from the distance, the 
mountain stood above them all like a behemoth, resembling more a 
giant tower than a mountain with how thin yet immoveable it was 
before them. It cast its dark and great shadow over the land as it 
stood amongst other mountains that could not rival its size. They 
only stood by in the distance, circling about Pledge Mountain, 
attempting to pierce the cloud-filled skies with their jagged summits, 
but only able to reach half its size. 


When everyone had gathered around the cliff, all they could do was 
gaze upward, only barely able to see the summit when the passing 
clouds could not completely encompass it. In those temporary times, 
they could see what appeared to be a large, stone monument of 
sorts. They even thought they saw little soecks that they felt were 
Pokémon standing amongst the foothills, watching their surroundings 
intently. 


As everyone began to chat amongst themselves in hushed tones, 
Terron couldn't help but marvel at the mountain that stood before 
him. Here he was, standing at the original Fellowship, the very 
organization that the Primogenitor had established to preoccupy 
Shiron's inhabitants so that none knew they were slowly being 
consumed. The second he began his ascension to the castle that 
awaited at the summit, it would be the beginning of his end. Once he 
set his foot onto the Fellowship's ground so high above him, he 
could never go back. He would have to fight his way to the 
Primogenitor, or die trying. 


It seemed so long ago that Terron had joined the Fellowship with 
Zekra, the both of them so naive and full of hope. They had both felt 


that they could stop the Plagued Ones if they worked hard enough, 
even though they were so weak compared to those monstrosities. 
They knew that their Fellowship would take care of them help them 
see their goal. Even their friends that they picked up along the way 
would surely help them overcome any tribulations that came their 
way. They would succeed, no matter what. 


Now here they were, actually ready to stop the Plagued Ones, albeit 
in a completely different way than they had anticipated. Terron was 
fairly certain that he never would have dreamed that in order to kill 
the Plagued Ones, he'd have to destroy the very Fellowship he 
worked for, allied with his very shadow that he had hated the very 
day they met. He never would have imagined that he and his friends 
had to become Plagued Ones themselves to accomplish their goals. 
There were many things about Terron's current circumstances that 
he questioned and wondered exactly how he came to be in such 
conditions. The only thing he felt was still something that he thought 
might have happened long ago was Len aiding him with the deed. 
He had always imagined that Len, as one of his Fellowship leaders, 
would help him destroy the Plagued Ones, even if Len could no 
longer be called a Fellowship leader as of now. 


The Terron that awoke in that grassland without a clue of who he 
was and the Terron that now stood before Pledge Mountain seemed 
to be two different Cubone. He never would have thought that they 
were the same person if he hadn't been the one to make the 
transition. 


Terron glanced over at his friends. First he saw Zekra, whose eyes 
seemed hazy and faraway, indicating to Terron that she was most 
likely talking to Venri. Terron felt his heart fill with warmth when he 
saw her. She truly had grown since the day they first met. Before she 
had been an overconfident though weak Zorua, only able to change 
into Pokemon that she could see before her and still not able to copy 
their elemental powers. She stood bravely before anything that 
dared challenge her, her heart burning with hate, all the while fearing 
the misery that threatened to drown her. Now what stood before 


Terron was a strong and secure Zoroark, no longer fearing the 
darkness that threatened to consume her, instead embracing it 
completely as she charged forward into the danger without 
hesitation. 


It was no wonder why Terron had grown to love her. Her strength 
radiated as brightly as the sun of high noon, and her affectionate, if 
unnerving ways were quite endearing to him. Whenever he stood 
beside her, he felt some of her strength within himself, invigorating 
him and filling him with a power that he felt could allow him to topple 
buildings with a single stamp of his foot. 


After marveling at Zekra for a while, he finally brought his gaze to his 
next friend, Reshiram. Though he could not see the great dragon 
with as much clarity as he could with Zekra due to standing in the 
very back of the crowd, he could still make out the dragon's outline 
far behind the group. And while he could not see Reshiram's 
expression, he knew that the dragon must have been beaming with 
his proud reverence, finally able to fulfill of his dream of destroying 
his darker half once and for all. And though he not changed as much 
as Zekra had in Terron's eyes, he knew that the dragon amongst him 
was not the same one that was pretending to be a Quilava for the 
longest time. The fire god that guarded the group with his divine 
flames was much stronger and more devoted than he ever had 
been, his eyes always glimmering with the very flames of his soul. 
Terron couldn't but feel a swell of pride within his heart at the thought 
that he was friends with one of the very divine beings of Shiron. 


But when Terron brought his gaze to Impetus, the warmth within him 
became cold. Though she stood strongly, watching the Pokémon 
before her with an intent gaze, Terron knew that there were dark 
thoughts brewing within her mind. She hadn't said anything at all 
during their entire trip to the mountain, but Terron knew that she was 
grieving over Syn's loss. She would often sit by herself when the 
time for rest came, away from the others, seemingly gazing at 
nothing for hours at a time. She would eventually come find Terron 
so that she could cuddle against him, Zekra, and Reshiram in the 


pile they made each night, but whenever he woke up in the morning, 
she would always be gone. 


When Terron saw her standing there all alone, he decided he 
needed to talk to her. This would be the last time he could ever 
converse with her in peace, and he wanted to help her if he could. 
She had heled him plenty of times in the past whenever he was 
suffering, and it was finally time he returned the favor. 


Impetus already had her eyes on Terron by the time he was standing 
beside her. Terron tried not to let the sinking feeling in his stomach 
bother him as her glowing red eyes remained fixed on him. 


"Hey there, Impetus,” Terron said gently. "You doing alright?" 


"Yes," Impetus said simply. "I'm waiting for orders to go up the 
mountain. | believe Yimtri said | was going to be the one to see the 
progress of things up there before we all go there. He said | was 
silent and fast, which makes me perfect to him for this job." 


"Well, it is true," Terron agreed. "| mean, | guess Zekra's always a 
good choice as well since she can pretend to be anybody, but you 
know she's not as detail-oriented as you. She might miss telling us a 
lot of things. But you know, don't tell her | said that to you. She might 
bite my head off if she does.” 


"You wouldn't die if she did," Impetus said impassively. "It would only 
hurt for a few seconds depending on where she bit you." 


"It's a joke, Impetus. | know she's not going to hurt me, don't worry," 
Terron said with a small smile. "She and | are mates now, 
remember?" 


"That doesn't make you two less likely to hurt each other. It only 
makes it more likely,” Impetus then said. "The closer two Pokemon 
get to each other, the more it hurts when one does something to the 
other. You're both Scyther now. You both have arms that can cut off 
limbs and you're trying to hug each other with them." 


Terron looked over at Impetus to find that she was still wearing a 
stern expression. He cast her a gloomy gaze after he sighed. 


"Impetus, are you okay?" Terron asked her quietly. "Ever since Len 
told us about Syn... you've been acting really off lately. It's starting to 
worry me." 


"| miss Syn, yes," Impetus answered without hesitation. "| miss hima 
lot. | wish he was still here with us so that | could talk to him again. | 
feel like something's been torn out of me now that he's gone. 
Especially when he promised me that he would always be there for 
me." 


"| know how you feel," Terron said with a saddened frown. "He was 
my friend too, but | know that it's probably worse for you because 
you guys spent so much time together. | Know you guys were pretty 
much inseparable, especially if he promised you something like that. 
He must have really cared about you. So it's okay if-" 


"I'm not depressed about this,” Impetus cut in. "I'm not falling apart or 
whatever you Pokemon call it. He broke his promise, but thinking 
about it, | should have expected that. Promises are broken all the 
time in situations like these. | had no reason to believe that he'd be 
able to keep his promise when we were always staring at enemies 
who could kill us." 


"Are you really sure, Impetus?" Terron asked tenderly. "I mean, it's 
okay if you need to cry or-" 


"I'll see him again soon," Impetus said firmly. "There's no reason to 
cry when | will see him very soon. He just needs to be patient and 
wait for me to come join him after all of this is over." 


Terron felt his heart dampen. He wanted to keep talking to Impetus 

and continue to understand if she was truly speaking her heart and 

wasn't trying to hide her pain, but then he saw Yimtri coming toward 
him and Impetus. 


"Impetus, it's time," he said simply. "Go investigate the foothills and 
as much of the Fellowship as you can and then report back what 
we're dealing with. But don't explore too deeply into the base. The 
Fellowship members will find you if you go too far into the castle and 
they will -" 


"| know," Impetus said curtly. "I will not die." 


And with that, the Mienshao dashed away from the two before 
leaping off the cliff and making her way toward the foothills. It wasn't 
long before Impetus became nothing more than a purple dot against 
the emerald landscape. Terron sighed as he shook his head and 
turned away from the mountain. 


"She'll be fine," Yimtri told him. "She's stronger than you think she is, 
both physically and emotionally." 


"| know..." Terron replied. "But | still worry about her. If this really is 
going to be the last thing we're all going to do, | at least want her to 
be okay. | don't want her feeling crippled because she's heartbroken 
that Syn's gone." 


"She's from the wild, Terron. Though I'll admit that our world can be 
quite harsh and taxing, her old feral world had its own form of 
suffering," Yimtri stated. "If she was able to survive in that world and 
be able to take down that Lairon and Drae at the time you found her, 
imagine how much more resilient she is now." 


Terron glanced at the Sableye through the corner of his eye to find 
that Yimtri was still watching Impetus ascend the great mountain. 
And yet, despite not being able to see the Sableye's face clearly, he 
still Knew exactly how Yimtri was feeling. He could hear all of the 
plans that Yimtri was plotting, and all of the conversations that he 
had with Len to make the attack on the Fellowship as successful as 
possible. And amongst all of these thoughts, he felt the powerful 
tension throughout his being, latched onto every thought and every 
movement he made. He knew how much it made his claws want to 
tremble and how it often put doubts into his confident plans. 


Terron began to wonder how much longer he and Yimtri would have 
to stay separate. 


"| don't know if we're synchronizing, Terron," Yimtri said without even 
looking at the Cubone. "We're still separated as you can see, and | 
don't feel my body disappearing." 


"But our brains are getting merged together, aren't they?" Terron 
asked. "We can literally see any of each other's memories at will and 
we can hold conversations with each other in our heads... we 
couldn't always do those things." 


"No, we couldn't," Yimtri admitted. "Perhaps we will only mentally 
synchronize given how much our minds sharing information amongst 
each other. I'm still having a difficult time understanding how our 
forms will merge, however. Though | am a ghost-type, | havea 
physical body that cannot be destroyed so easily." 


"Yeah, | know," Terron then said. "I just can't help but think about it 
sometimes though, you know? Especially when literally every day | 
spend with you, more and more of you gets into my head... it makes 
me think that pretty soon, | just might blink, and you'll literally be in 
my head." 


Yimtri didn't give a response to that. Terron considered speaking with 
Yimtri more about their possible synchronization, but then the 
Sableye brought his solemn gaze back over to the Cubone. 


“There's no reason to continue talking about this," Yimtri said. "The 
second Impetus comes back down with her information, we're all 
storming up the mountain. Until that happens, | think we both have 
other things we can do to make the most of our remaining time." 


Yimtri then unceremoniously wandered away, though not without 
Terron receiving a flash of an image that involved Yimtri discussing 
with the new recruits he had gathered during their journey to the 
mountain. He had six of them to talk to them in total, the Pokemona 
Talonflame, Espeon, Raichu, Pidgey, Bulbasaur, and Charmander. 


Terron wasn't sure why half of those Pokémon hadn't evolved yet 
despite appearing to be quite a number of years old, but he knew it 
wasn't in his place to ask. All he knew was that Yimtri wanted to talk 
to each of them and very bluntly explain that they could not betray 
him without suffering heavy consequences. 


Terron was about to ponder in what Yimtri meant when he said that 
Terron also had something more important to do than talk with his 
shadow, but all he had to do was notice a clump of black fur sticking 
out from behind a rock. With a soft and understanding smile, Terron 
strode over to the rock and before long, found Zekra sitting behind it, 
idly playing with her claws. When she saw Terron, she stopped and 
gave him a bright smile. 


"Oh, hey Tear," she said warmly. "Guess you saw me." 


"Yeah, | sure did," he said as he sat down next to her where no one 
could see him. "What brings you here all alone?" 


"Well there were just a lot of Pokémon around, and it was getting a 
little too noisy and a little too cramped for me," Zekra explained. "So 
| decided to sit here where it's a little quieter, but not too far away so 
that | can still hear Yimtri or Len when they're ready to make an 
announcement." 


"Smart." 


The two of them sat in silence for a while, neither one of them finding 
they had anything more to say. Terron only sat closer to her and 
leaned into her side, which made Zekra laugh before she shrank 
herself down into a Zorua. Terron's head fell onto her back witha 
soft thud, dazing him temporarily, but soon found himself able to run 
his fingers through the tuft of hair on Zekra's head. 


"You don't have to keep turning into a Zorua,"” Terron told her. "You 
can keep looking like a Zoroark. You evolved, so you earned being 
as huge as you are.” 


"Yeah, well if | do, then you'd find that really awkward, wouldn't you?" 
Zekra asked snidely. "But hey, if you become a Marowak right now, 
I'll change back into a Zoroark. Because then you'll be way taller. 
Maybe not as tall as me, but it'd be close enough." 


"Right, because I'm totally going to be able to evolve within ten 
minutes," Terron scoffed. "Very funny, Zekra." 


"Well you could," Zekra said hopefully. "| mean, pretty much 
everyone else in our group has evolved, and you're really strong 
now. So why wouldn't you be able to?" 


"Because if | haven't evolved yet, then there's no reason why I'm 
going to evolve in the next ten minutes," Terron stated. "I think it's 
just a problem with me being a human turned Pokémon. It's like how 
Yimtri thinks about his Sableye body. He's not really a Sableye... he 
just looks like one. But he's not one. He's just my shadow with really 
weird powers. | think it's the same with me. | just look like a Cubone, 
but I'm not really one. I'm not human, and I'm not a Pokemon. I'm 
just some weird in-between." 


"Well | think both of you guys are whatever you want to be. Doesn't 
matter who you were before or what you look like now. You can be 
whatever you want. You can be Pokémon or humans or that weird in- 
between thing. You guys are just fine the way you are. Which means 
that if you really are stuck as a Cubone, I'd be totally fine with that. I'll 
just have to stay looking like a Zorua whenever we're like this." 


Terron couldn't help but laugh as he sat up and grabbed Zekra 
before pulling her into his lap. He then pressed his forehead against 
hers and nuzzled her, prompting Zekra to do the same. After a few 
seconds of this, Terron then pulled Zekra's face away from his and 
looked into her eyes, seeing nothing but serenity and light. 


"| love you," he told her. 


"Aw Tear," Zekra cooed. "You actually said it this time like you mean 
it and not like you're stating a bunch of facts." 


Terron chuckled, never ceasing to find amusement in Zekra's ability 
to make uncalled remarks no matter the mood. However, after she 
said those words, Terron realized something he had not thought 
about since he and Zekra agreed to be together. When he 
understood why his thoughts were no longer blissful and now 
teetering with tension, he felt his heart grow heavy and dark. 


"We're not going to be able to be like this anymore pretty soon," he 
said somberly. "Impetus should be coming back down the mountain 
soon..." 


Zekra's bright and radiating gaze dampened as well as she flattened 
her ears against her head. 


"| know," Zekra said, just as quietly. "| Know. This is... well, this is 
pretty much the last time we get to talk and hang out together really, 
isn't it?" 


"Yeah, it is," Terron said with a nod. 


"Are you really sure it has to be, though?" Zekra then asked. "Are 
you really sure... there isn't some other way for us to live after this is 
all over? | Keep thinking of ways that we can keep living, like maybe 
just sealing away the Primogenitor like Arceus did a long time ago or 
something. Because if we did that, it wouldn't be dead, and we could 
keep living! We can live as long as it does, | think..." 


"I'm afraid that's not how it works," Terron sighed. "Nyx told me once 
that when that happened, she and all of the other plagued Pokémon 
went into a coma with the Primogenitor. So we wouldn't really get to 
enjoy our victory. We'd honestly just be suffering a fate worse than 
death. 


"But even if we didn't go into a coma when the Primogenitor's sealed 
away... we're not stopping the problem. We're just putting off the 
problem. Because somehow, one way or another, it's going to get 
free again. It happened once thanks to me, so it's going to happen 
again thanks to somebody else. We can’t let that happen, Zekra. We 


just can't. We can't have more Pokemon suffer just because we want 
to keep living and stay together." 


"| know..." Zekra said with a defeated sigh. "It's just... | really don't 
want to die. | want to keep living and everything. | don't want 
everything to end..." 


Terron only smiled sadly as he pulled her head into his chest and 
hugged her, all the while fighting off the tears that were forming in his 
eyes. He had to be strong. He couldn't waver because the beginning 
of the end was upon him. He had to keep going forward, even 
though he would be walking right into death's very jaws. 


Impetus is back. It's time, Terron. 


The Cubone sighed as he pulled Zekra away from him and got to his 
feet. . 


"Yimtri says it's time," he told her. "We have to get going now..." 


Zekra glanced at Terron with a melancholy frown and seemed 
unwilling to move from her spot. However, just as Terron was to offer 
her encouraging words, the Zorua changed back into a Zoroark and 
got back on her feet. Then, after casting Terron one last longing 
stare, she made her way back over to the large congregation of 
Pokémon, Terron shortly following behind her. 


By the time the two found themselves amongst the crowd once 
more, they found everyone had taken their sights off the mountain 
and each other. Terron followed their gazes to see that Yimtri was 
now standing beside Len and Impetus atop a rock that stood over 
everyone. Any hushed conversations were silenced as the Sableye 
stood before them, boring down on them with his glowing 
gemstones. 


"My fellow Pokémon, as you can see before your very eyes, we have 
finally made it to Pledge Mountain," Yimtri announced. "Finally, we 


stand before the very feet of the Fellowship, home to the 
Primogenitor!" 


A loud cheer sounded through the crowd, but it was soon silenced by 
a flicker of Yimtri's gemstones. 


"However, it will not be | that will be leading you up this mountain to 
engage in combat against our former allies," Yimtri went on. "Even 
though | have always been, and always will be very proud to be the 
one to guide each and every one of you through the trials and 
tribulations we have faced for the past twenty years... there is 
someone else that deserves to lead each of you to this final victory. 
Someone who deserves the title of being a leader more than any of 
us." 


When he said that, Len then stepped forward, his dark red eyes 
gazing down upon the crowd before him, glimmering with 
unbreakable resolve. Everyone watched the Luxray carefully, unsure 
of what to think before he spoke. 


"| will be leading this charge," Len stated firmly, unwavering in his 
declaration. "Yimtri and | have had a talk, and we have decided that | 
will be the one to lead us to victory atop this mountain. And though | 
know that many of you do not know me as much as you know your 
true leader, | vow that | will not fail any of you. | will lead you with the 
undying valor and dedication that is needed for this monumental task 
that is ahead of us. | have lived amongst these mountains for many 
months, allowing me to know every room and pathway there is to 
know. You will not feel trapped or lost within that monstrous castle's 
layout. You will be safe, and you will be victorious so long as you can 
do exactly as | say." 


The Luxray paused for a moment. 


"| know the fate that awaits each of you," Len said continued to say, 
refusing to let the somberness of the situation break his voice. 
"Whether you will perish because you fell by the claws of a 
Fellowship member, or because we truly Succeeded in our mission, 


all of you will be whisked away to Giratina's realm before the sun is 
able to set. And though | truly cannot understand how that feels, 
remember that you are not fighting in vain. Remember, you are 
fighting for the future, for the well-being of those whose hope 
dwindles each day in this world that is nothing more than a hollow 
shell of Shiron's former, glorious state. Remember that you fight for 
them, to give their world back to them. Your sacrifices will never be 
forgotten, and you shall remain immortal in the stories for 
generations to hear." 


Though no one spoke, silently dwelling in reverence for the 
melancholy subject, Len did not stop. He only gave them a moment 
more of silence, and then flicked his tail and stood tall before the 
crowd. 


"Impetus has given me the current state of the Fellowship as we 
speak," Len announced. "According to her, there are large numbers 
of Pokémon standing among the foothills, guarding the Fellowship 
fiercely with their lives. Then, directly outside of the castle, an entire 
circle of Pokemon guard the exterior. Get past that, there are at least 
three Pokémon guarding each room, standing before the doorways. 
In every corner of every hallway, and clinging to the dark corners 
near the ceilings, there are assassins that will kill anyone on sight. 
Flying-types circle the air or are standing atop concealed roosts. Ice- 
types are buried in mounds of snow that cover the exterior and 
various courtyards. Ghost-types hide themselves within the walls of 
the building itself. There are many Pokémon waiting for us up there, 
ready to overwhelm us and extinguish every single Pokémon that 
stands here. 


"However, though the situation seems grim and against our odds, 
there is no reason to fear. There is a way to invade the Fellowship 
and kill the Primogenitor successfully. However, | am going to need 
each of you to listen to me very carefully and do exactly as | say. Do 
| make myself clear?" 


There was a unanimous agreement amongst the gathering of 
Pokémon. Len briefly smiled before he wore his stern gaze once 


more. 


"Yimtri, Zekra, Terron, Impetus, Reshiram, and myself are the ones 
that must reach the portal to the Primogenitor," Len explained. 
"Though it would be wonderful if all of you could come with us, that 
cannot be allowed. You must keep the Fellowship away from the 
portal, at all costs. The second the Fellowship comes after us in that 
realm, everything will begin to fall apart. It must be us six instead, for 
we are the ones most fit for the task for varying reasons. So, here is 
what must happen in order for this plan to work. Reshiram, come 
here." 


The magnificent white dragon flew over to the Luxray as everyone 
cleared the way for him to land, allowing him to settle himself before 
the Luxray with fire burning in his sapphire eyes. The Luxray didn't 
even hesitate when those large and powerful eyes locked onto him. 


"You must fly to the foothills and ravage the Fellowship's forces as 
much as you can," Len instructed. "After that, do the same with the 
Fellowship itself. Burn everything to the ground if you must, but take 
out as many forces as you can. Make it so that our ascent up the 
mountain will not be interrupted and problematic. Do this for as long 
as you can, and then after thirty minutes have passed, meet me at 
the portal. My group and | should be there by that amount of time. | 
believe | have told you where it is." 


" Yes, you did," Reshiram said with a nod. 


"Good. Then great Reshiram, great dragon of fire, rain down your 
divine fire upon the Fellowship now, if you may," Len said with a 
reverent bow of his head. "Aid us in our last moments and protect us 
as we end this nightmare that has befallen your cherished world." 


"With pleasure." 
Then, with a mighty flap of his feathery wings, the god of fire shot up 


and soared toward the foothills resting before Pledge Mountain. 
Everyone watched as he released a mighty roar from his maw before 


breathing streams of blue fire upon the ground, causing the 
Pokémon standing watch to scatter frantically about as several 
Pokémon attempted to douse the fires with water. However, their 
efforts to be for naught, and within a matter of minutes, the entirety 
of the foothills were set ablaze with Reshiram's divine fire, scorching 
everything in sight. There was not a speck of green to be seen, only 
an endless sea of orange and red, crackling sinisterly. It was not long 
after this did Reshiram then release a victorious cry before he 
ascended up to the mountain, disappearing into the thick white 
clouds above. Len quickly brought his gaze back down to the rest of 
the crowd. 


"The rest of you, engage anyone you can find in combat," Len 
instructed. "Do not let anyone follow my group as we make our way 
to the portal. Slaughter anyone that dares attack you and divert the 
Fellowship's attention away from us as much as you can. Work your 
way from the exterior to the interior, and destroy anything you must. 
Destroy the very castle if you must, but do not, under any 
circumstances, allow the Fellowship to get to the leaders’ slumbering 
chamber. That is where the portal is, and you must not allow anyone 
except my group and | access to it. The battle between the 
Primogenitor will already be difficult enough, and we cannot afford to 
have more of its minions aiding it." 


The Luxray then turned toward the mountain and glanced up at it. 
There were now black clouds swirling amongst the white, making it 
seem as though a great storm were brewing at the very summit. 


"Terron and Yimtri, get onto my back," Len stated. "Zekra and 
Impetus, stay close behind me. | expect you two to be able to keep 
up with me thanks to your synchronized states." 


Terron and Zekra silently made their way over, and once they were 
standing before the Luxray, Len lowered himself down into a 
crouching position. Terron and Yimtri both carefully climbed onto 
Len, settling themselves behind his great mane. Yimtri wrapped his 
arms around Len's neck while Terron encircled his arms around 
Yimtri's waist, somehow not phasing through the Sableye in the 


process. When they were both securely seated onto the Luxray, Len 
stood up and let out a low growl, discharging a few sparks from his 
mane. 


"Now then, the time has come," Len said, preparing to pounce. 
"Pokemon of Shiron... ATTACK! STORM THE FELLOWSHIP AND 
TAKE BACK SHIRON FROM THOSE THAT STOLE IT FROM YOU 
FIFTY YEARS AGO!" 


Faster than lightning, Len leapt forward and landed on a foothill, 
nearly causing Yimtri and Terron to go flying off of his back. 
However, they were somehow able to keep themselves settled onto 
the Luxray before he took off once more. He raced through the 
burning hills around them, leaping over flickering flames as they 
devoured every single living thing they could find. Entire trees that 
once stood for centuries were now completely engulfed in white 
flames, peeling off the bark with ease. The very ground was barren 
and smoldering with embers. Bodies lined the hills, melting away as 
their fur was stripped from their flesh and their skeletons became 
exposed for the world to see. 


There was not a single living creature to be seen. 


Len ran past all of these things and within a few seconds, he was at 
the very base of Pledge Mountain. Terron looked behind him to see 
that the others had quickly followed after Len, running up the fields 
with loud cries and fire burning brightly in their eyes. Zekra and 
Impetus were not far behind Terron, running even more briskly than 
the entire group behind them. 


Terron had only barely brought his gaze back to Len when the 
Luxray leapt forward and landed upon a mountain path, and then 
sped upward. Terron and Yimtri held on tight as the Luxray soon 
found himself ascending a stone staircase with the swiftness ofa 
lightning bolt. Any Pokémon that were still guarding the staircase, 
somehow spared Reshiram's fiery wrath, were immediately knocked 
down the side of the mountain by Len barraging past them. 


It only felt like a moment had passed when he, Terron, and Yimtri 
arrived at the castle. It was extremely close to the summit, having 
been built into the side of the mountain directly beneath the peak, 
and showed no signs of collapsing any time soon, standing as tall 
and firmly as one of the gods themselves, even as it burned with 
Reshiram's divine flames. 


Not far behind them, Terron could see Zekra and Impetus catching 
up to them. And behind them, the others were closing in as well. 
Within a few minutes, the other Pokémon would soon be at the top of 
the mountain with him. It was all going according to plan. Now, all 
they had to do was successfully infiltrate the inside of the base and 
find the leaders’ resting quarters. And though Terron knew that 
everything would only get more difficult from here on out, for the 
interior would always be guarded more fervently than the exterior of 
any fortress, he was confident they could make it to the portal. 


A massive shadow passed over Terron, prompting Terron to look 
over to see Reshiram flying by before shooting a large stream of fire 
into the castle, setting ablaze the entry hallway and causing many 
Pokémon to come scurrying out, screaming and scattering like 
frightened ferals. He glanced over at Terron and shot him a smug 
smile before landing beside one of the giant spires of the castle and 
breathing more fire down upon the building that dwarfed even 
Reshiram's size. 


However, before Terron could revel in the security of knowing that all 
was well with Reshiram, another large and equally imposing shadow 
passed over him. When he brought his gaze toward this mysterious 
shadow, expecting it to be Reshiram soaring amongst them once 
again to take out more Fellowship Pokémon, he nearly fell off of 
Len's back. 


Flying toward Reshiram was an emerald serpentine creature, being 
so massive that it could easily wrap its entire body around the entire 
mountain once. Strange vein-like symbols along the creature's long 
body emitted a powerful, otherworldly light that burned even brighter 
than Reshiram's flames. Its eyes immediately flashed with the same 


light as it opened its massive jaws, revealing rows of jagged red 
teeth. Then, before Reshiram could even look up, the beast wrapped 
itself around Reshiram twice-fold, strangling him. 


" So you came, just as master said you would!" the monster 
guffawed in a warbled voice. "You truly do fly amongst us, 
Candlelight Rem!" 


" R-Ray-Rayquaza," Reshiram struggled to spit out as the serpent 
wrapped itself tighter around his ribcage. "So... it-it ma-made you 
one o-of the-them..." 


" Why of course!" the draconic monster said as he flicked his forked 
tone out of his mouth momentarily. "Did you really think that 
master would squander this host's potential? Did you really 
believe that it would find no use for the Guardian of the Sky? 
You amuse me." 


Rayquaza then tossed Reshiram out of his tight hold and flung him 
into a nearby mountain. There was a large explosion of dust and 
rubble as the fire dragon slammed into the mountain before tumbling 
downward into the foothills below. Rayquaza wasted no time in 
opening his massive jaws to reveal a bright, white sohere gathering 
at the back of his throat. And then, with a loud war cry that shook the 
very ground that Len stood upon, Rayquaza shot a pillar of energy 
down at the fallen dragon. 


There was a large explosion as everything became white. A powerful 
gale then swept the area, blowing Len, Terron, Yimtri, and any other 
Pokémon in the area backwards and flying in several different 
directions. And though Terron tried to catch himself and slow his 
descent, he was unable to find his footing and did not stop until he 
finally hit the very wall of the castle. The ground shook as he lay 
there against the Fellowship, causing debris from above to tumble 
down onto him. Terron was only barely able to get out of the way 
before a large boulder fell where he once lay, sinking into the ground 
and creating deep fissures around it. 


"You have got to be kidding me,” Terron huffed in exasperation as he 
wearily got to his feet. "The Fellowship is siccing Rayquaza on us? Is 
this for real?" 


"Unfortunately, it is, and not entirely out of question." 


The Cubone watched as Yimtri crawled out of the ground before him, 
though not without some difficulty. He sank his claws into the stone 
ground as he pulled himself out of his own shadow, and as he did so, 
Terron saw that some of the gemstones on his back were cracked. 
They were thin and minimal, but seeing the mere sight of them being 
damaged when they had been unharmed for as long as Terron could 
remember sent a shudder down his spine. 


"Don't worry about them," Yimtri stated dismissively when he was 
fully amongst the surface world. "All | need to do is eat more gems 
and the cracks will seal up. But they're entirely trivial right now. Right 
now, it seems that we have a rather challenging obstacle before us." 


"Wouldn't the Fellowship members question this?" Terron then 
asked. "| mean, if | was working for here and then out of nowhere, 
this giant legendary came out of nowhere, I'd be wondering where it 
came from and kind of make me wonder about a lot of things..." 


"| highly doubt anyone truly cares where Rayquaza came from," 
Yimtri said grimly. "As long as Rayquaza is defending them from us, 
then they will not care. They'll consider this divine intervention, or 
perhaps believe that my old masters persuaded Arceus to send help 
from his realm, given their stature and reputation amongst us 
mortals." 


It was then that the Sableye grabbed Cubone and dove into a wall 
with him in tow, just as the end of Rayquaza's tail slammed into the 
spot where they once stood. Debris flew into the air as the ground 
beneath his tail caved beneath him. But just as Rayquaza was to 
withdraw his tail, Yimtri shot out of the wall with Terron and 
descended upon the dragon's tail. Then, he tightened his hold on the 
Cubone and began running up Rayquaza's long and winding body. 


Terron quickly saw the land beneath them, growing further and 
further away from them with every second. 


"Yimtri, I'm really getting second thoughts about what you want to 
do!" Terron cried nervously, pushing himself to keep Yimtri's pace. 


"It's too late to back out now," Yimtri stated simply. "You're going to 
have to help me whether you like or not." 


The great serpent quickly took notice of the puny Sableye and 
Cubone's presence and flipped itself over mid-flight. Yimtri wasted 
no time in becoming his shadow, his form disappearing as he melted 
into the dragon's scaly flesh. However, Terron wasn't as lucky. He felt 
his feet begin to slip towards the air, forcing him to take out a large 
bone club and drive it into Rayquaza's body. Then, once it was stuck 
deep enough within the dragon's flesh, Terron held the bone for dear 
life just as Rayquaza turned himself upside-down. It wasn't long 
before Terron found himself dangling miles and miles above the 
foothills of the mountain. 


Just as Terron was to think a way out of his situation, the bone stuck 
deep into Rayquaza's flesh began to pull out. Thanks to Terron's 
weight and gravity, the bone could not support him, and was steadily 
withdrawing itself from the dragon's body. Terron felt his heart sink 
into a dark pit as he desperately clawed his way toward Rayquaza, 
trying to find something to latch onto. As Terron feebly grasped at the 
dragon's scales for a groove, he saw Yimtri's shadow make its way 
toward him. It seemed to glance at him for a moment right beside his 
hand, watching him in silence. 


Don't panic, Terron. 


Before Terron could ask Yimtri what he was talking about, a shadowy 
claw grabbed Terron's wrist and pulled him forward with a strong tug. 
Terron lost his grip around his weapon as he was pulled toward the 
shadow, and before he knew it, he was absorbed directly into Yimtri's 
new form. 


Terron felt his world become cold as Yimtri's essence melted his 
physical form, rendering him unable to move as the darkness 
wrapped around him. His vision of the outside world was cut off as 
his vision turned to black, and Terron found he could no longer 
breathe. However, instead of having his heart race and have his 
lungs cry for air, he found himself to be perfectly content. It was so 
unlike the first time he had turned intangible. Back then, it had been 
so frightening and he felt that he was going to die from the lack of air. 
But now... it was oddly peaceful, if cold. Like he actually belonged to 
the darkness and that he truly was a ghost-type. 


However, Terron couldn't enjoy this strange peacefulness for long, 
because something ripped him out of the darkness and brought him 
back into the world of light. Terron quickly grabbed what appeared to 
be a large horn before the wind could push him off of the giant 
dragon, his returned physical body easily under his control once 
again. 


Terron breathed in and saw that he was standing on the crown of 
Rayquaza's head. He looked over to see Yimtri standing near him, 
gripping the other horn and gazing downward. Terron didn't even 
have to ask to Know what Yimtri was planning to do next. 


Before Rayquaza could even notice the two, the Sableye reverted 
back into a shadow and made his way toward the dragon's left eye. 
As he did so, Terron dug into his robe and pulled out the largest 
bone thorn he had and locked his sight onto Rayquaza's right eye. 
Then, he threw the projectile forward, sinking the thorn deep into the 
dragon's right eye just as Yimtri reached the other eye, shot his 
claws out of his shadow, and then stabbed them directly into the 
center of the glowing eyes. 


The dragon emitted a loud, blood-curdling shriek once the damage 
was done, causing Terron and Yimtri to both fall off of the dragon 
because it was so great. The two of them plummeted and watched 
from their descent as Rayquaza grabbed his eyes with his clawed 
hands, shielding them from further harm. Terron couldn't help but 
smile victoriously before glancing downward. They were both falling 


rapidly toward the Fellowship, and from the height they were at, he 
knew neither of them were going to have a pleasant landing. He 
imagined they'd both live due to their plague, but the regenerative 
process would take quite a bit of time due to the amount of broken 
bones their plagues would have to repair. 


And it'll hurt. A lot. Terron thought morbidly. 


Just as Terron was to entertain the thought of how much pain the fall 
would bring him, he was abruptly grabbed out of the sky bya 
Skarmory. It snapped its beak around Terron's robe, and then quickly 
darted after Yimtri and allowed him to fall onto its back. Terron could 
see the Sableye shake himself before glancing down at both the 
Skarmory and Terron. 


“Thanks, Zekra," he said as he brushed his claws against the back of 
the Skarmory's metallic head. 


"Oh hey, it's no problem! | don't want you guys to be pancakes!" the 
Skarmory said with Zekra's voice. 


She nosedived toward the Fellowship, and then opened her wings 
just as she was going to crash into the castle's entrance and gently 
landed. She carefully set Terron onto the ground as Yimtri hopped off 
her back and cast his eyes toward Rayquaza. Terron and Zekra 
quickly did the same to find that the dragon was coming right toward 
them. Even with both of its eyes bloodied and red, it could still 
somehow see them. The fire in Rayquaza's eyes burned so 
powerfully that Terron was deeply troubled that he would incinerate 
the entire mountain if it even gave him the slightest chance of killing 
Terron and Yimtri. Zekra quickly changed into a Zoroark and filled 
her claws with red light. 


But just as the dragon was to collide into them, or fire its great 
obliterating beam upon them, a large bolt of lightning struck 
Rayquaza, stopping it in mid-flight as it shrieked. Terron followed the 
path of the lightning to see it was coming from Len, standing by the 
edge of the mountain. Though his fur was singed and was bleeding 


from many spots, he still stood strong, discharging as much 
electricity as he could possibly muster up from his body. 


A black pillar of darkness then impacted Rayquaza in the head, 
knocking him back and forcing his head to hit against the side of a 
nearby mountain. Shortly after that, an entire swarm of ghost and fly- 
types flew toward the serpent and latched themselves onto him. 
They clung to his scaly hide, pecking away at his flesh with their 
jagged beaks or firing ghostly energy into his very soul. The dragon 
thrashed and writhed, scattering each of the Pokémon off of him and 
tumbling downward with sharp cries. But just as Rayquaza was to 
open his mouth, Reshiram shot up from the foothills he had fallen 
into and tackled himself directly into the sky dragon. He coated his 
mouth with his divine and blue fire, and then sank his white-hot fangs 
into Rayquaza's neck. The sky dragon shrieked and tried to smack 
Reshiram with his tail, but the ghosts and flying-types that had been 
attacking him earlier rose once again and attacked his wounded 
eyes, making him scream further and write like a tortured creature. 


Terron, Yimtri, and Zekra stood there in awe, almost unable to 
believe the scene that was unfolding before them. 


"Zekra! You guys go!" 


The three turned their heads to see that Crystelle was amongst them 
at the very top of the stone stairs, many more Pokémon flooding in 
behind her to either storm into the Fellowship or engage Rayquaza 
in combat. The Umbreon stood amongst all of them as she shot the 
Zoroark a stern, imposing glare that showed off a power that he had 
never seen in Crystelle before. 


"We'll take care of this!" she said again. "We'll catch up with you 
guys later or something! Just go! Get to the portal!" 


For a moment, Zekra wasn't able to say anything. She only stood 
there, baffled by what was happening, seemingly struggling to find 
the words to speak. Before she could attempt to respond to the 
Umbreon, Len and Impetus then rejoined the group. 


"She's right, we need to go," Len stated. "The longer we stall, the 
longer everyone has to keep fighting to Keep us safe." 


"Alright..." Zekra said carefully before giving Crystelle one last look. 
"Good luck, Crystelle. Stay safe." 


The Umbreon shot Zekra a knowing smile, and then ran toward the 
edge of the mountain and fired a blob of dark energy at Rayquaza in 
the distance. Terron looked away from the scene as he and Yimtri 
quickly climbed onto Len's back, and then together with Impetus and 
Zekra, hurried inside of the Fellowship. 


The very second the five entered the castle, they were quick to find 
themselves amongst an ongoing war. Sweeping through the entire 
entryway of the Fellowship, amongst the main hallway and flooding 
into lesser ones that lead elsewhere into the Fellowship, were 
Fellowship members clashing with Yimtri's Fellowship members. 
They fought, slashing their claws at one another, firing beams of 
energy at the other's bodies, or sinking their fangs deep into the 
other's necks. Everywhere Terron looked, there was someone 
fighting, tearing apart their opponent with a ravenous ferocity that 
rivaled that of the feral Pokémon he had seen in the dead of night. 
Blood stained the marble floors that were once as white as the 
winter's freshest snow, and many of the stone pillars that had stood 
the test of time had fallen, smashed on the ground and shattered into 
pieces. 


Terron felt a grim frown form on his face as the destruction raged on 
around him, showing no interest in his presence. 


This is all so we can get to the portal. Terron realized. All of this... 


Len continued running through the Fellowship, ignoring the fighting 
as he raced down the large hallway and went up a long flight of 
stairs. Terron watched from atop Len's back as a Seviper coil itself 
around an Altaria before biting its head right off. He didn't even 
bother to turn away as the Seviper released its hold on the dead 
Altaria before darting after a nearby Clefairy, strangling it as well 


before sinking its long, venomous fangs into its neck. Terron wasn't 
sure whose side the Seviper was on as it slithered away to 
presumably find more Pokémon to kill, leaving a trail of blood behind 
in the process, but his thoughts were still all the same. 


All of these Pokémon are dying for us. 


Many more Pokémon are going to suffer worse fates if we don't get 
to that portal, Terron. Don't mourn for the deaths that have occurred 
today. 


Terron peeled his eyes away from a Machoke ripping a Smeargle in 
half and looked over at the Sableye to find that he was glancing back 
at Terron. There was no expression upon his face, only emptiness, 
as if he had lived through a great many bloodbaths far more 
gruesome than the one they were now witnessing as Len continued 
bringing them to the portal in silence. Terron didn't need to think long 
to understand Yimtri's apathy. 


They're your members. Don't you feel a little bad that so many of 
them are going to perish? 


Of course | do. But you must understand... | have seen so many of 
them meet terrible fates. You've seen my memories; you know what 
happened to so many over the years. | have to wake up every day 
knowing that one day that the ones remaining with me might not live 
to see the sunset. Besides... | know they're only meeting their fates 
prematurely. In the end... we will all die. One way or another, we'll all 
be in the same place very soon. 


Yeah... | know. I know. 
Terron... 


Before Terron could hear Yimtri finish his thought, Len abruptly 
changed the course of his direction, causing Yimtri to go flying off of 
the Luxray and take Terron with him. The Sableye gripped his claws 
around Terron's sleeve as he sank into the ground, taking the 


Cubone with him, before bringing him back up to the surface world 
unharmed a second later. 


Terron was about to ask what had happened, but all he had to do 
was look around to understand. He found that they were now in what 
appeared to be an old throne room, though now arranged so that it 
could adequately hold meetings for the Fellowship. However, it was 
difficult to discern this, for there was now a raging fire eating away at 
the carpeted flooring that was actively spreading. It only took a few 
seconds for it to completely encompass the room and reach the very 
ceiling, trapping Terron, Yimtri, Len, Zekra, and Impetus within the 
room. 


And there, hovering above the flames, was a Dragonite. 
" Zephyr," Len hissed. 


"Oh hey Len!" the Dragonite said in an unsettling cheery voice, as if 
greeting an old friend. "The Primogenitor was wondering if you were 
coming back. It sure thought that you were just going to tell these 
guys where the portal is so you can stay alive, but | guess you just 
couldn't resist coming here yourself and be some grand hero..." 


"Out of our way, Zephyr," Len growled, sparks flying from his mane. 
"You know you can't stop us. Terron and Zekra already killed 
Chrysalis and Shade on their own, and have grown stronger since 
those days. You pose no threats to us. You'll die within five seconds 
when it's five of us against one of you." 


"Oh, will | really?" Zephyr asked with a grin. "Would | honestly die 
like Shady and crusty old Chrysalis? | think you underestimate us 
dragon-types." 


Zephyr snickered before he abruptly released a large blast of fire 
from his mouth upon the group. Terron tried to scramble away from 
the blast, but in his desperation to escape, he accidentally got too 
close to the flames keeping him enclosed within the room and had a 
tongue of flame lick his sleeve. It swiftly caught on fire, burning away 


the fabric as it worked its way up his arm. Panicking, Terron instantly 
dropped to the ground and smothered the fire under his weight, 
thankfully not catching the rest of his robe on fire. Terron sighed as 
he inched away from the wall of flame. 


That was when he heard something drop behind him. 


Terron looked back to see what had made the sound, and 
immediately felt his heart stop. 


There... resting on the ground where he had collapsed... was his 
anti-plague pin. 


It had been attached to the sleeve that had been burnt away by the 
fire. 


Terron shot toward the pin faster than lightning, but before he could 
touch it, his body suddenly stopped working. He collapsed on the 
ground as his body began to shake, and an unbearable cold washed 
over him. 


No... No... 


Yes, Terron. It's me again. I'm back from being silenced by that 
pin your shadow so KINDLY gave to you. 


No... this isn't happening. Not now... not now... Oh god no... 


Oh but it's true Terron. It's all real. And you know what I'm going 
to do now that I'm free again? 


I'M GOING TO TAKE WHAT'S RIGHTFULLY MINE. 


Chapter 88: So Happy To See You Again 


X 
Chapter 88 


So Happy To See You Again 


Zekra heard an unnatural cry that drilled itself into her ears and sent 
deep shudders down her spine. The Zoroark, who had just avoided a 
massive fireball from Zephyr, watched as his antenna seemed to 
perk up and brought his gaze toward the screaming. And though it 
would have provided an excellent opportunity to strike against the 
distracted Dragonite, Len, Impetus and Yimtri all followed Zephyr's 
gaze, as if drawn to the cry as well. 


Reluctantly, Zekra did the same. As soon as her eyes were locked 
onto the source of the ominous sound, Zekra had to resist the 
powerful urge to scream as well and stumble away. 


Terron was lying on the ground near a wall of fire, resting on his side 
and curled into a fetal position. His blue and bright eyes were wide 
and trembling as tears streaked down his eyes, creating a puddle 
beneath him. He whimpered as he quietly hyperventilated, 
occasionally letting out short cries not unheard of from hatchlings 
when backed into a corner by a fierce predator. 


However, the terrified form of her mate wasn't what made Zekra's 
heart feel dark and heavy. No, it was the fact that every few seconds, 
a ripple of darkness went across Terron's body, and for just a few 
seconds, he would no longer look like Terron. His eyes would 
change, turning into pools of darkness with white pinpoints radiating 
in the very center. His scales would turn black, and his tail would 
become long and reptilian, curling around his body with multiple 
spikes jutting out from it. His usually rounded paws would become 


sharp and dagger-like, able to slice open someone's throat with but a 
single swipe. But most noticeable of all, it was Terron's head that 
was shifting into a terrifying form. His exposed head was being 
covered by a new skull, though not of bone. It was a skull made of 
darkness, fitting around his head far more tightly than any of his old 
bone personas did in the past. And as it shaped itself to him, it took 
on the form of a fearsome dragon's head, devilish, spiraling horns 
protruding out of it. Terron's otherworldly eyes illuminated through 
the holes in the draconic mask, glowing brighter and brighter every 
time Terron temporarily reverted into the monstrous form. 


Terron shakily glanced over at the ones watching him, more tears 
streaming down his eyes as he feebly reached toward them with a 
hand. 


"Guys..." Terron whimpered out. "Guys... help me... Please... 
Please help me..." 


Zekra reached out her claws toward him as she crept closer to 
Terron, wanting to take his hand and perhaps purge the darkness 
from him right there with just her touch. She needed to save Terron. 
Everyone needed him to stop the Primogenitor. She needed him to 
be by her side and fight alongside her. She couldn't stand the 
thought that he wouldn't be there with her, fighting the abomination 
known as the Primogenitor. She needed him there with her, more 
than anyone else... 


However, before she could even take five steps, Yimtri abruptly leapt 
from his spot and shoved Zekra out of the way, knocking her very far 
away. She skidded along the ground, nearly hitting a fiery wall before 
she dug her claws into the marble flooring and brought herself to a 
halt. She was just able to look up in time to see Terron fling himself 
at Yimtri, Knocking him down in his demonic form. Terron wrapped 
his claw-like fingers around Yimtri's neck as his mask shifted so that 
he could grin at the Sableye, revealing rows of glowing white teeth. 


"So glad that you're willing to help me, Shadow Dimitri," Terron 
laughed, his voice warbled and bearing no resemblance to the 


Cubone Zekra had known for what felt like years. "I've been in need 
of your aid for a very, very long time..." 


The Sableye lashed out, raking his claws against Terron's head, but 
he wasn't quick enough. The demented Cubone's elongated tail shot 
forward and wrapped itself around Yimtri's arm before his claws 
could connect, pinning it down. Then, before Yimtri could react, 
Terron's mask opened its monstrous jaws and snapped them down 
upon the Sableye's head. 


" YIMTRI!" Zekra screamed. 


Before she even knew it, she launched herself forward and filled her 
claws with red power. When she closed the distance between her 
and Terron, she swiped the Cubone with them, sending him flying off 
of Yimtri and careening into the fire raging around them. Zekra 
panted as she dropped onto her knees and quickly brought her gaze 
down to the Sableye. Her claws instantly flew up to her face before 
she could stop herself. 


Yimtri's entire head had been bitten right off. There was not a trace 
of it to be seen, having been torn clean off by the Cubone's 
monstrous jaws. Crawling out of the massive hole in his neck were 
dozens of black tendrils, flailing about and trying to dig themselves 
into the ground. Zekra didn't dare look inside of the Sableye's body 
through the massive gap in his neck, fearing that she would witness 
a far more horrifying scene than what she was already watching 
unfold before her. Instead, she forced her eyes to wander away from 
his head and soon saw his entire body was oozing with a sinister 
haze, as if he were being seared alive. So much of his body was 
releasing wisps, in fact, that he only vaguely seemed to have the 
form of a Sableye. 


"Yimtri... dear Arceus... Yimtri !" Zekra cried, unable to find the 
words she wanted. 


"Well... I'm not going to admit | have any idea what just happened,” 
Zephyr then said as he shrugged his shoulders. "But all | care about 


is that you're just down to three now! Happy day for me!" 


The Dragonite then flapped his wings, and a mighty gale swept 
through the room. Zekra felt herself get ripped from the ground, 
away from Yimtri's lifeless body, and flung into the air. She feebly 
turned into a Skarmory as she straightened herself before she could 
crash into a wall and flew straight toward her struggling teammates. 
She grabbed Impetus and Len with her talons just as they were to be 
tossed into the fires before locking her sight onto the Dragonite. With 
a loud cry, she flung Impetus toward him as she and Len landed 
back on the ground. Then, before they could be blown away once 
more, Venri quickly manifested herself into reality as a Dusknoir, 
grabbing Zekra by the foot as she reached into the ground and held 
onto something fast that Zekra knew to be a pipe. Zekra curled her 
talon around Len's leg all the more tightly as she watched Impetus 
close in on Zephyr. 


Impetus unflinchingly sped through the wind, somehow not affected 
by it as her arms took on their lance-like forms. Zephyr scowled just 
as she was to impact him, flying right over her and landing right 
behind her. 


"Missed me!" Zephyr teased. 


Impetus hissed loudly as she dug the tip of one of her arms into the 
flooring before pushing back against it, allowing her to fly toward 
Zephyr once more. This time, Zephyr wasn't fast enough, and the 
Dragonite was skewered in the back with Impetus's other arm. He let 
out a pained cry as the wind around the room stopped, allowing 
Venri to finally release her hold on Zekra and allow Zekra to do the 
same with Len. As Impetus ripped out her arm from deep within the 
Dragonite's body, Len discharged a large bolt from his mane, 
sending it flying into the Dragonite's head. 


Zephyr immediately fell to the ground, sparks emitting from his 
scales as he tried to right himself up, but seemed without the 
strength to do so. Impetus wasted no time in leaping into the air 
before turning both of her feet into dagger-like objects and landing 


right above the Dragonite's wings. There was a loud cracking sound 
as they dug deep into the dragon, cutting past the muscles and 
sinew and into the very bones themselves. And though the Dragonite 
couldn't seem to scream, the dilated pupils in his eyes and the 
twitching of his claws indicated enough to Zekra how much pain he 
was in. 


Zekra grit her teeth together as she filled her claws with the plague- 
killing power, making the red streaking down her arms glow as 
Venri's tendrils gathered at her claw tips. Then, while the Dragonite 
was still down and paralyzed, she sprinted forward on all fours, 
feeling the murderous thoughts consume her. 


He's the reason Yimtri is dead. 
He's the reason Terron's not himself anymore. 


He's the reason why they can't fight with me anymore. All of this is 
his fault. All the Primogenitor's fault. All of it. Everything's its fault. 


WELL IT'S NOT GOING TO KILL ANYBODY ELSE HERE! 


Zekra let out a mighty war cry as she leapt forward, claws ready to 
sink into Zephyr's body. However, just as she was about to descend 
upon the Dragonite, she saw someone shoot out of the flames 
surrounding the room and shoot toward the downed dragon. 
Something black and blurry. 


The Zoroark quickly changed into a Skarmory as she stopped herself 
in mid-fall and flew away from the dragon. Then she quickly changed 
back and crouched, ready for whatever was about to come next. She 
wasn't about to be the next one to die. 


The figure closed in on the Dragonite, settling itself by his side. 
Zekra felt her heart sink as soon as she saw who it was. 


It was Terron. Or at least, it was Terron. 


The demented, corrupted Cubone abomination stood by the downed 
Dragonite, watching him carefully, his white pupils moving about the 
endless sea of darkness that were his eyes. His tail slithered along 
the ground next to him, brushing against Zephyr as the Cubone 
slowly started to circle him. There was not a single burn mark upon 
him despite Zekra clearly remembering throwing him into the 
growing flames surrounding them. 


"Zephyr, you pitiful dragon," the Cubone said apathetically. "Here | 
thought you were one of the most trusted of the Primogenitor's army, 
and yet you're lying here, dying to them after their simplest attacks. | 
expected better of you.” 


"And... who exactly are you?" Zephyr asked, his voice raspy, 
undoubtedly from the paralysis that was still wearing off of him. "| 
mean, you look like that stupid human Cubone, kind of, but you've 
got this weird vibe to you." 


"Oh, what an excellent question," the Cubone said, grinning 
devilishly. "Well then Zephyr, | suppose I'll tell you. Why not? Why 
not let everyone in this room know exactly who | am?" 


The demonic Cubone cast Len, Impetus, and Zekra a snide smile, 
causing the three to strengthen their stances. At least, Len and 
Impetus were able to do as much. Zekra only felt herself hesitate at 
the sight of the malice oozing from Terron's body's voice. It made her 
realize that Terron truly was nowhere to be found. There was nota 
trace to be seen in that demon, and the very thought of that made 
Zekra's knees feel weak. 


"You might think that I'm like the rest of you where I'm just a 
fragment stuck inside of a host," the Cubone said, continuing to 
circle around the Dragonite. "In some ways, that's true. | am indeed 
a fragment of the one known as Rem's Shadow, or the Primogenitor 
as it wants to be called now. I'm so similar to you Zephyr, and in 
some ways, Impetus and Zekra. To so many, I'm just a fragment 
that's supposed to bring a shadow to life and merge with it... nothing 


more, nothing less. Something that is supposed to be inside of that 
human and turn him into one of us." 


The Cubone then stopped in front of the Dragonite's head. For a 
moment, he did nothing, standing still and watching the Dragonite 
with a blank expression. Zephyr watched him in return, his plague 
attempting to seal up the wounds punctured into his back but 
seemingly unable to do so. 


And then, the pinpoint of light in the Cubone's eyes drastically grew, 
taking up all of the space in his eyes so that there was not even a 
black speck to be seen. With a demonic screeching sound, the 
Cubone's jaw opened wide and a black tentacle shot out of the back 
of his throat before wrapping itself around the Dragonite's body. 


Zephyr didn't even get a chance to scream before the tendril sucked 
the Dragonite into his maw, somehow shrinking the large and mighty 
dragon down so that he could fit into the Cubone's mouth entirely. 
Then, with a loud snapping sound, the maw closed, and Zephyr was 
no more. Zekra, Impetus, and Len could only watch in stunned 
horror as any traces of the Dragonite promptly disappeared, and the 
shadowy head of the Cubone turned toward them. 


"But in truth... I'm much more than that," the Cubone said. "I'm 
something the rest of the fragments can't claim. I'm the original 
fragment. | HOLD THE PRIMOGENITOR'S GREATEST POWER!" 


Wings promptly sprouted out of the Cubone's back, allowing him to 
rise into the air and hover high above the three. Then, with a devious 
grin, he exhaled a mighty stream of flame down upon them. The 
three scrambled away as the fire ate away at the flooring, burning so 
fervently that it actually melted the stone it hit, creating a deep crater 
that lead into an oubliette far below the mountain. 


The Cubone laughed as he released another stream of fire, though 
before it could hit the ground, he then flapped his wings, creating a 
massive hurricane that struck with the ferocity as the ones Zephyr 
had made, if not with even more power. The flames were caught into 


the wind, and soon began circling about the room, flying in every 
direction possible so that it was impossible for Len, Impetus, and 
Zekra to avoid them. 


But thankfully for them, Venri came to their rescue, for she swiftly 
transformed herself into Reshiram and gathered the three together. 
Then, before the fire could graze their fur, Venri wrapped her wings 
around them and shielded them from harm, taking the full brunt of 
the raging fire storm. 


"Are you okay?" Zekra asked as she tried to find a gap in Venri's 
form to see what the possessed Cubone was doing. 


"Yeah, I'm fine," Venri said, her voice distant and fading. "It doesn't 
hurt... but it takes a lot of energy to hold off all of this fire. | mean 
seriously, what kind of Cubone can fly and shoot fire and make wind 
storms? Didn't see that coming at all." 


“Cubone can't," Impetus stated. "However, Zephyr can." 
"Wait... are you saying that..." Zekra started to say. 


"Yes. | think that when that fragment that's controlling Terron said 
that it holds the Primogenitor's power, | think it was referring to this," 
Impetus verified with a nod. 


"So it doesn't just devour Pokémon it doesn't like and snack on their 
souls..." Len muttered to himself. "It absorbs them and takes their 
powers..." 


"Well this is just great!" Venri whined. "Now not only is Yimtri dead 
and Terron's being possessed by the Primogenitor, we've got to deal 
with the fact that he can do anything he wants as long as he eats 
whoever has the power he wants! Just great!" 


Zekra felt the pain in her heart again. She remembered, once again, 
that Terron was gone. He was under the control of the Primogenitor 
now, the monster that had been deep within him and buried thanks 


to that pin. Now that monster was free, and there was no reason to 
believe that it would ever relent its hold on Terron. He was gone 
whether she was willing to admit it or not. 


But then, Zekra started to wonder if there was actually a way to bring 
Terron back. She remembered that Terron had once told her Yimtri 
saved him by putting the pin back on him while he was under control. 
She also remembered that they were able to save Nyx from her own 
plague when she was somewhat under its control by knocking her 
out. If she could just find the pin, or at least somehow catch the 
Cubone off-guard so that she could knock him out... then everything 
could be okay. She could have Terron back and they could keep 
fighting together. 


She wouldn't have to face the Primogenitor without him. 
Venri... let me out. 


No, just no. You're going to die if | let you out of here. | get that you 
love him... but no. 


Venri, I'll be okay. You can trust me. I'll be okay. Besides, we have to 
stop him somehow. You can't keep protecting us forever. You're just 
going to wear yourself out. 


I'll have you know that I can last a pretty long time. When you 
jammed that pin into me, well let's just say it made me pretty tough, 
because that really, REALLY hurt and | swear my body's not the 
same anymore. 


Venri... please. Just let me try. | promise | won't die. 


Augh... alright, alright. Fine. Soon as | open my wings just a little, 
you get going. I'll distract that not-Tear guy and you try to attack him 
from behind or whatever. Because | sure don't see that pin 
anywhere. Probably got burnt up in the fire or something. 


Zekra smiled a little, but soon steeled her nerves as she crouched, 
waiting for her chance to strike. She watched as Venri let out a loud 
roar similar to the one that Reshiram always gave before releasing 
his divine flames upon the land, and then allowed Zekra a small 
space for her to slip past her wings. The Zoroark dashed forward, 
shrinking into a Joltik as she scurried along, and soon found herself 
outside of Venri's shelter. 


The entire room was alight with fire, smoke and ash billowing 
everywhere, making it so that Zekra could barely see a foot in front 
of her. However, Zekra refused to let her blindness stifle her and 
continued forward, using the smoke to her advantage and reverting 
back into a Zoroark. She hurried on all fours as she made her way 
towards where Venri's pillar of fire was hitting the ground, able to 
make out the vague outline of a Cubone-like figure. With her heart 
beating fast and her muscles jittering, she readied herself to land 
beside the Cubone and release the explosive power building within 
her claws. She knew there was a chance that Len and Impetus might 
be caught up in the blast, as she knew how large of a radius her 
power devastated, but she was also hopeful that Venri could at least 
protect those two. Venri claimed that she could withstand anything, 
so now seemed like the perfect time to test her bold statement. 


The Zoroark locked her eyes onto the Cubone once, making sure 
that she could still see him holding back Venri's stream of fire with 
one of his own, and then pounced. She spread out her claws as she 
landed right next to the Cubone, getting as close to him as possible, 
and then dug her claws deep into the ground. 


There was a flash of red as the ground beneath Zekra trembled, and 
a powerful wave flooded out of her claws. It washed over the entire 
room with a loud rumbling sound, tearing apart the ground and 
hurling chunks of rock high into the air. The flames devouring 
everything in the room were immediately put out as the smoke was 
blasted outside through the room's now destroyed doorways. Any 
pillars that were still standing were knocked down, crumbling into 
pieces as all of the windows were shattered. Their jagged shards 


were tossed outside, raining down upon any bystanders who might 
have been near the windows. 


When Zekra's attack finally ceased and the dust cleared, the Zoroark 
tore her claws from the ground and shot her gaze at where the 
Cubone once was. She was quick to find that he was no longer 
there, instead collapsed near a window, rolled onto his side with his 
back facing her. He didn't seem to be moving, though his demonic 
appearance had not vanished, and she could very clearly see his 
wings still protruding out of his back, lying limply beside him. 


Zekra cast her gaze over to where her teammates were to find that 
Venri was still amongst her in Reshiram's form. Her form seemed to 
be fizzling out, and there was a dim glimmer in her eyes, but she still 
stood strong. She slowly tucked her wings back into her sides, 
allowing Zekra to see that Impetus and Len were unharmed and 
safe, not a single burn or scratch upon them. 


The Zoroark sighed deeply as she quietly crept over to the Cubone, 
though stopped once she was within a few feet of distance. She 
knew very well that the Cubone could be pretending to be 
unconscious and was waiting for her to lower her guard so it could 
devour her right there. She had been through enough to know that 
by now. Thus, she remained where she was, watching the Cubone 
carefully and silently praying that Terron would regain control of his 
body thanks to her efforts. 


"Tear...?" Zekra called out cautiously, allowing Venri's tendrils to 
begin gathering within her claws. "Tear, can you hear me?" 


There was no response. Zekra continued watching the Cubone, 
waiting for a sign of life, but he showed none. He only remained 
collapsed on the ground, not a twitch of movement or a rise and fall 
of his chest. The Zoroark thought for a moment, and then against her 
better judgement, took a step toward him. 


That was when the Cubone's wings twitched, and Zekra tensed. She 
saw the demon begin to rise, and before she knew it, she was 


bolting away from the Cubone. However, she wasn't fast enough, for 
with a flash of black, the Cubone had closed in on her. He wrapped 
his tail around her neck as he dragged her down, slamming her chin 
onto the ground as his tail only tightened its grip. Zekra let out a 
choking sound as it constricted her, feeling it squeeze the life out of 
her as she tried to claw the tail off of the Cubone, but once again she 
was too slow. His tail split in half, one half keeping its suffocating 
hold around her neck while the other swiftly tied itself around her 
raised arm. It smashed her arm back onto the ground with such force 
that the ground beneath Zekra actually fractured and made a small 
indent. Zekra would have screamed if she could still breathe. 


"You honestly think that you're going to get Terron back?" the 
Cubone asked. "Do you honestly believe that I'm going to give him 
back to you when I've been waiting for this day for so long?" 


Zekra looked up and saw that the Cubone was shooting her a 
disgusted scowl, his eyes flickering with spite. And though Zekra 
knew he had taken the brunt of her attack, not a single part of him 
seemed to be injured. He was somehow still whole, not a blemish to 
be seen upon him. The only indication that he had been caught up in 
the large explosion was the fact that he wasn't standing as straight 
as he had before. There was a slight stoop to his stance, and every 
time he seemed to move, he would twitch for a brief second. 


"| know exactly what you're trying to do," the Cubone spat. "You think 
you can just knock me out and then Terron will break free because 
I'm weak? Guess again. Terron's long gone, and you're never going 
to get him back. He can't even hear you where he currently is..." 


The Cubone then smiled as the white in its eyes began to grow once 
again, blinding Zekra. 


"But since you're so desperate to see him again... | suppose | can let 
you be with him. You two always were meant to be together." 


That was when Zekra saw his mouth open as wide as it could, 
revealing a long, black and barbed tongue slithering toward her. She 


screamed and thrashed, trying to free herself from her binds, but it 
was futile. The Cubone's tail held her firm as the tendril began to 
wrap itself around her body, and the darkness of the Cubone's maw 
loomed closer and closer. She even thought she saw multiple pairs 
of eyes at the back of his throat, watching her and shooting her 
begging stares, as if wanting her to reach within the Cubone and set 
them free from their torment. 


But just as Zekra was to be pulled into the Cubone and become one 
with that horrifying abyss, something ripped her out of the Cubone's 
hold and tossed her aside. Her head hit the ground with a loud thud, 
dazing her as she landed in a heap. She groaned as she shook her 
head, trying to shake away the dizziness as muffled screaming soon 
filled the air. She thought she heard coherent words amongst the 
screams, but was unable to decipher their meaning as her world 
continued to spin. 


" SKREEE!" 


The banshee-like scream pierced through the air so suddenly that it 
instantly snapped Zekra out of her haze and allowed her to look 
toward the source of the voices. What she found nearly made her 
jaw drop open. 


Standing at her from quite a distance nearby a broken window was 
the Cubone, still in his insidious form. However, he was no longer 
alone. Instead, he was being held against a wall by another creature, 
this one making unnatural hissing noises as it dug its purple claws 
deep into the Cubone's jaw. 


That other creature was Yimtri. 


Somehow, his head had grown back, being perfectly intact without a 
bite mark anywhere upon his face or neck. Zekra wasn't terribly 
surprised by this, given that he was plagued and thus could 
regenerate, but it was when she took a closer look at Yimtri did she 
realize all was not right. 


Though his head had reformed, it had not grown back entirely 
correctly. It still resembled a Sableye's head with the small horns 
protruding outward, his eyes being gemstones, and the overall 
shape being the same, but he no longer held a mouth. His mouth 
was simply gone, as if erased completely from his face. Not only 
that, but his head no longer seemed as solid, now holding a more 
wispy appearance that bore a resemblance to the hazy state his 
body was also in. Most of the gems that were embedded into his 
body were now gone, leaving his eyes as the only gemstones he still 
had. To Zekra, he seemed more like a living flame in the form of a 
Sableye than an actual Pokémon, and the way that his eyes 
gemstones radiated with a green light made shivers did not help 
matters. She could feel shudders crawling down her spine at the 
sight of him. 


Yimtri ripped his claws out of the Cubone's jaw, taking with him the 
draconic mask so that it was ripped straight off of the Cubone's face. 
It dissipated into the Sableye's claws as the Cubone quickly began 
to grow another one, releasing black streams from his maw and 
making them encircle his head. But just as the shadows seemed to 
latch themselves onto the Cubone's scaly flesh, Yimtri sank his 
claws into the side of the Cubone's face, digging them so deep that 
the bases of his fingers were touching the Cubone's cheek. Then, 
with a low, guttural noise emitting from deep within him, the Sableye 
tossed the Cubone against another wall. As the Cubone slammed 
into it and fell to the ground with a low groan, the Sableye rushed 
toward him. His legs and arms disappeared as the lower half of his 
body seemed to slither along the ground at an alarming speed, 
making it so that he was by the Cubone's side long before he could 
even get up. 


The Sableye loomed over the Cubone momentarily, watching him 
with his flickering, otherworldly eyes that had become eerily vacant. 
The Cubone shot the Sableye a spiteful glare that could surely melt 
steel as black spirals circled around his claws, causing them to 
elongate. Then, he swiped at the Sableye's face, successfully 
connecting his claw tips with Yimtri's gemstones. There was a 


disconcerting cracking sound as the claws tore straight through 
Yimtri's eyes, creating deep crevices within the stones and allowing 
rays of ethereal light to leak out of Yimtri's body and onto the 
Cubone. 


And yet, the Sableye did not move. He only remained there, eying 
the Cubone with his blank gaze as his arms and legs seeped out of 
his body and allowed the Sableye to hold a more humanoid form. 


Multiple tendrils suddenly sprouted out of the Sableye at once, jutting 
out of his back. Each was topped by a clawed hand uncannily similar 
to those upon the Cubone's paws, though more slender and more 
hook-like. They all then struck forward, grasping at the air as they 
zeroed in onto the Cubone. The Cubone deftly leapt out of the way, 
narrowly missing the claws as they sank themselves deep into the 
stone flooring, tearing apart the marble as they ripped themselves 
from the ground and flung the debris out of their grasps. The Cubone 
rose to his feet as his mask reformed around his head, panting and 
shooting the Sableye a resentful glare. 


"Oh look, you're finally starting to be more like the real shadow you 
were always meant to be. Think you're so strong now that you can 
use all those powers, don't you?" the Cubone growled before 
suddenly beginning to show the faintest hints of a smile. "But will you 
really win against me again? You're so much stronger now, but | 
have a feeling that strength won't mean anything by the time | come 
back..." 


The Cubone shot the Sableye one last snide grin, and then flung 
himself out of a nearby window, tucking his wings into his body as he 
went into a nosedive and descended upon whatever unfortunate 
souls were below him. 


Silence fell over the room as Zekra, Impetus, Venri, and Len looked 
over at Yimtri to find that he was still standing where the Cubone 
once was, his eyes now on the window that the demonic one had 
disappeared through. The tendrils groping at the air silently retracted 
themselves back into his body with unnerving hissing sounds, and 


within moments, not a trace of them was anywhere to be seen. All 
that stood before the four now was a lone Sableye, the wisps 
escaping his body harmlessly licking at the air as he continued to 
watch the window with an impassive stare. 


For a moment, no one did anything. The four only stood there, 
watching the Sableye cautiously, ready to bolt the second he made a 
sudden move. Yimtri only continued to keep his eyes on the window, 
making no apparent effort to follow after the demonic Cubone. 


After what felt like an eternity later, Yimtri finally turned away from 
the window and brought his gaze over to the four. His gemstone 
eyes still remained cracked and the light flooding out of them did not 
seem to lessen in the slightest. 


And then, a line formed along his face where his mouth once was, 
like Someone was carving a knife into his face. It continued across 
his face in a jagged motion, making it so that within a matter of 
moments, his newly formed mouth resembled a grin commonly seen 
on jack-o-lanterns. Green light flooded out of his maw as he slowly 
opened it, his shiny white teeth no longer present. 


"| think I've grown rather tired," Yimtri reprehended with a glower, "of 
everyone always giving me that same unnerving stare every time | 
use a power not seen amongst you Pokémon." 


"Yimtri! You're okay!" Zekra cried, feeling her heart soar in her chest 
as the others near her sighed deeply in relief. 


"There was never any reason to fear," Yimtri stated dismissively. 
"Cutting off my head does not assure my death. You have to try far 
better than that if you want to kill me." 


"| guess that's true," Zekra said with a smile. "Well I'm glad that 
you're doing okay. | really thought that you were going to attack us or 
something. | mean, you were pretty freaky looking back there when 
you were fighting that thing possessing Tear..." 


The Sableye said nothing, though Zekra noticed that the 
exasperated glint in his eyes was slowly being replaced with 
something else. Something else that made him seem vulnerable and 
not like the unbreakable leader he always appeared to be. She tried 
to study the Sableye more in an attempt to understand what strange 
expression he was beginning to convey, but before she could, he 
glanced over at a door at the end of the room. 


"We need to keep going," Yimtri stated. "Terron's plague is going to 
come after us as soon as it's done collecting more hosts to absorb. 
There isn't any time to waste.” 


Then, without wasting a moment, the Sableye went towards Len, his 
arms and legs remaining attached to his form instead of 
disappearing and reverting him into a more amorphous being. 


"Yimtri... are you sure you're okay?" Zekra asked quietly. "| mean, 
your eyes are cracked and I'm pretty sure your body isn't Supposed 
to be like that... not to mention you had your head literally bitten off." 


"I'm fine, Zekra," Yimtri said, not even bothering to turn back to face 
her. "This isn't the first time I've had my head cut off. It's rather 
painful and everything turns dark for quite a while, but it's nothing 
that ends up being too detrimental to me by the time | grow backa 
new head. Don't worry about me." 


"Are you really sure, though?" Zekra asked again. "Because you look 
a little-" 


" YOU'RE SCARED OF ME." 


Zekra flinched as the Sableye abruptly twisted his head toward her, 
and was deeply disturbed to find that he was smiling. The corners of 
his mouth stretched toward his eyes as another crack formed in each 
gemstone, running straight through the deep crevice that the Cubone 
had created with his strike. 


" YOU'RE SCARED OF ME," Yimtri said again, his words becoming 
warbled and twisted. "YOU'RE SCARED THAT I'M GOING TO 
BECOME LIKE TERRON. YOU'RE SCARED THAT I'M GOING TO 
TURN ON YOU AND RIP OUT YOUR HEART AND DEVOUR IT 
RIGHT IN FRONT OF YOU. YOU'RE SCARED. YOU'RE SO 
SCARED BECAUSE YOU KNOW THERE'S NOWHERE TO HIDE. 


" YOU KNOW I'M EVERYWHERE IN EVERYONE." 


The Sableye covered his maw with his claws as he began laughing. 
Len and Impetus swiftly darted away from the Sableye and rejoined 
Zekra's side as Venri disappeared, disappearing into Zekra's mind 
and having her tendrils begin gathering in the Zoroark's claws. And 
though Zekra didn't enjoy the thought that she might have to kill 
Yimtri now, she knew there was a good chance she would have to. 
She couldn't afford for both Terron and Yimtri to turn against her and 
the others, albeit unwillingly. 


But just as Zekra was to consider pouncing at the Sableye, he 
abruptly ceased his laughter, and a deafening silence filled the room. 
Yimtri didn't allow Zekra the chance to glimpse at his face before he 
abruptly turned away, lowering his arms in the process. 


"We need to get to the portal," Yimtri stated hastily, his words almost 
indecipherable to her. "We're running out of time. We need to get to 
the portal... Time... Time is running out..." 


The, before anyone could say anything, the Sableye melted into the 
ground and reverted himself into a shadow. He hurried toward the 
doorway on the other side of the room, swooping past Zekra, Len, 
and Impetus's feet. The three couldn't help but shudder as he rushed 
past them, feeling a chill sweep through their bodies as he vanished 
out of the room. 


"Yimtri! Yimtri, wait!" Zekra cried before she bounded after him. 


"Zekra, stop!" she heard Len scream from behind. "You have no idea 
what's happening to Yimtri right now! For all we know, he's become 


possessed just like Terron and is trying to lure you to your death!" 


Zekra knew that was a very real possibility. She had seen the almost 
evil glimmer in Yimtri's eyes when he was smiling at her only 
moments ago, something she had not seen since he was attacking 
everyone in their first descent into Erebus Woods. The thought that 
somehow the more malicious side of Yimtri, whatever was the cause 
of it, was back and ready to kill her did not surprise Zekra in the 
slightest. 


However... she refused to let that stop her. She had to find Yimtri. 
She had to track him down and see with her own eyes what was 
happening to him and find out if he truly was losing himself to an 
entity locked deep within himself. 


She had to prevent him from meeting Terron's fate. 


The Zoroark bolted after the Sableye, chasing after his fleeing 
shadow as he went deeper and deeper into the castle. And though 
he moved with a surprising speed through the halls, Zekra forced 
herself to keep up with him, refusing to let his vague, shadowy figure 
out of her sights. 


It wasn't long before Yimtri rounded a corner and fled into another 
hallway, escaping Zekra's sight. She quickened her pace and was 
about to sprint around the corner herself, but just before she could, a 
burly Salamance burst in front of her and blasted a stream of fire at 
her head. Zekra was only barely able to roll out of the way as the 
flames devoured the spot where she once stood, eating away at the 
long carpets strewn about. She snarled at the Salamance as she 
pounced at it, leaping onto its neck before sinking her fangs deep 
into its jugular. The behemoth released a loud roar as it backed itself 
up into a nearby wall, instantly crushing Zekra between the dragon 
and the stone. The air in her lungs was forced out of her as the 
dragon removed itself from the wall and bucked her forward, causing 
her to skid down the hallway. Then, before Zekra could get up, the 
dragon lifted one of its front paws and stamped it down upon Zekra's 
head. 


The Zoroark thought she heard her skull crack as an unbearable 
wave of pain shot through her, as though lightning had been shot 
directly into her head. She screamed as she blindly thrashed her 
paws at the foot above her until she finally felt her claws sink into 
something scaly and tough. Then, she made Venri's tendrils leak out 
of her claws and slide into the dragon, letting them worm their way 
through the dragon's veins and muscles, tearing apart everything 
they touched. The darkness that filled Zekra's sight was lifted as 
loud, ungodly screeches filled the air, allowing her to see that the 
dragon was thrashing about wildly. It withdrew its foot from her head, 
ripping out Zekra's claws from its limb, tearing out a number of 
bones and ligaments that Venri's tendrils were attached to in the 
process. However, the dragon was unable to go anywhere, for Venri 
was pinning it down on its side while in the form of a Haxorus. 


"Just DIE ALREADY!" Venri screeched. 


The false Haxorus then raised her head up high before bringing her 
tusks down upon the Salamance's neck. Like a hot knife through 
butter, Venri's bladed tusk cut cleanly through the dragon, causing 
the head to go tumbling into the distance as the body fell limp. Zekra 
quickly got up before the growing pool of blood could reach her and 
rubbed her head with her claws. She could still feel her cranium 
throbbing and the world around her was toppling ever so slightly. 


"Relax, I'm working on that right now," Venri said as she drew closer 
to Zekra. "I really need you to focus right now anyway. Got a lot of 
Pokémon coming right toward us now and | can't exactly fight and 
heal you at the same time. At least, not really well." 


Zekra shook her head and blinked a few times before peering down 
the hallway. She could just barely make out what appeared to bea 
black shadow retreating into what appeared to be a courtyard at the 
end of the hallway, but she also saw a horde of Pokémon running 
her way. And though she couldn't identify all of the Pokémon, she 
could spot a few, notably a ferocious Charizard with flames billowing 
out of its maw and an Absol with its horn bright with a white power. 


"Ugh, not more Pokémon to kill," Zekra whined as she pressed a 
paw to her forehead. "We need to find Yimtri... ugh, let's get this 
over with." 


The Zoroark dashed forward just as Venri disappeared, charging at 
the cluster of Pokémon head-on. She didn't even flinch as they 
slowly closed in on her, all of them bellowing out war cries at the top 
of their lungs. Zekra could clearly see the determination in their eyes, 
the undying intent of murdering her for the sake of protecting the 
Fellowship. She saw the flames in their eyes and the justice that they 
wished to deliver. In the end, though these Pokémon wanted to end 
her life, she knew that these Pokemon didn't deserve to die. She 
knew that they were only fighting for what they believed in and that 
had she stayed within the Fellowship and never learned the truth, 
each of them might have been her allies. Perhaps she would be 
fighting alongside them against someone else that Nyx imparted the 
truth to. 


But she knew what had to be done. 


Zekra waited until the horde of Pokemon were just about to collide 
with her, and then sank her claws into the ground. She released the 
power building in her claws into the ground, and watched as red 
exploded around her, knocking back all of her assailants. Every 
single one was blown backwards, no matter their stature, and 
smacked into walls, or tossed out windows that lined the hallway. 


She didn't bother to check to see if they were still breathing as she 
dashed past them. She only ran as her head ceased to throb, 
allowing her to run in a much straighter line and without needing to 
wince with every movement she made. She raced down the hallway, 
and then as soon as the courtyard came into view, she burst into it. 


The courtyard was fairly large, and despite the on-going war that 
was ensuing through the castle, it remained untouched. It was 
encircled by both the mountain's rocky side and the Fellowship's 
prestigious walls, allowing it to remain safely enclosed and free from 
danger. Pathways of cobblestone trailed and circled around areas of 


neatly manicured lawns of emerald grass, holding rosebushes of red 
or white along its edges so that they too circled the yard. In the very 
center of the yard rested a large, white statue of three four-legged 
beasts Zekra didn't recognize, each of them standing close together 
and posed as if ready to strike. Their mouths gaped open as they 
bore their fangs at an unseen enemy, and though they all had a 
frightening array of fangs, Zekra feared the bite of the one who 
seemed to have two long, dagger-like teeth jutting out of his mouth 
protected by what appeared to be a plate resting underneath his 
nose. 


But before Zekra could focus more upon the strange statue and who 
the identity of the three beasts, she saw Yimtri before the sculpture. 
From her distance, Zekra could see that he was on his hands and 
knees. His claws trembled as he dug them into the pavement, 
leaving deep claw marks into the stone in the process. 


"Oh god... oh god no..." she could hear him muttering to himself. 
"Why is this happening... This can't happen. Not now... not now that 
I'm so close..." 


Zekra grimaced uncomfortably, no longer sure what she wanted to 
do now that she had finally caught up with the Sableye. Before, she 
had been so sure that she could find a way to help him, even if it 
meant killing him out of mercy so that he wouldn't share Terron's 
fate. However, upon looking at the shuddering Sableye that seemed 
so weak and frail, Zekra's plans began to crumble, and she found 
herself at a loss. 


"Yimtri..." Zekra decided to say, unable to think of anything else to 
do. 


The Sableye snapped his head back to look at her, allowing Zekra to 
see that his gemstone eyes were flickering continuously, shifting 
between his usual blue light and the otherworldly green one. She 
couldn't help but note that the wisps streaming out of his body 
seemed to be moving at a much swifter rate, as if his body was 
readying itself to disappear from the physical realm. 


"Zekra..." Yimtri whispered, almost too quiet for her to hear. "Zekra... 
Get to the portal. Take Len and Impetus and Reshiram... and get to 
the portal. It's not far from here. It's very close. Very, very close..." 


"And what about you?" Zekra asked. "You're coming with us, right?" 


The Sableye didn't say anything. He only winced as he grabbed the 
side of his head with one of his claws, and Zekra watched as the 
crack in his left eye suddenly widened. It was so wide that the 
fragments that were once latched onto his face crumbled off of him, 
leaving a gaping black hole where his left eye once was. Zekra could 
see a tiny white light glimmering softly within that hole. 


The Sableye began to laugh as a maniacal smile worked its way 
onto his face. 


"You've come here to help me, huh?" he asked deliriously. "You think 
you can save me, don't you? Ah hah, you do. Of course you do. 
Always so full of hope when despair is circling around you, ready to 
devour you." 


The crack in Yimtri's other eye suddenly expanded as well, and 
within moments, the gemstones clinging to it also fell off of him. 
Soon, Zekra found herself gazing at an eye-less Sableye, the hollow 
spots where his eyes once were gazing deep into her own eyes. She 
thought that deep within those two abysses, moving momentarily in 
the light that radiated within Yimtri's body, she saw something 
unnatural and depraved slithering through him. 


"You can't save me,” Yimtri told her menacingly. "You CAN'T. 
THERE'S NOBODY TO SAVE." 


Yimtri fell over onto his side before he rammed his forehead into the 
pavement. His smile instantly vanished as he shot her a pained, 
desperate look so similar to the one Terron had given Zekra before 
he had lost himself. He reached out to her with a trembling clawed 
hand. 


However, just as Zekra was to extend her own hand toward him, he 
suddenly retracted it back. 


"No... no Zekra, you can't help me," he said, shaking his head. 
"Don't help me... Please... get away from here... Stay... Stay away 
from me." 


It was then that Zekra saw Yimtri's claw convulse before it promptly 
exploded into hundreds of tiny black tendrils with claws of their own, 
all of them flying wildly and whipping at the air. Yimtri swiftly grabbed 
his arm with his other, unaltered claw and slammed the grotesque 
display of flailing tentacles into the ground. The tentacles began to 
struggle, escaping from his under his grip and digging themselves 
into the ground, worming their way toward Zekra. They crawled 
toward her, grasping in her direction as they began to close in on her 
feet. 


Yimtri's eyes flashed as he swiftly pulled back his corrupted arm, 
tearing the tentacles out of the ground before they could touch 
Zekra. Then, with an unsettling slurping sound, they were sucked 
right back into Yimtri's arm, merging back together to become a 
normal claw. Yimtri grabbed the wrist just as it reverted back and 
then collapsed on top of it, burying it beneath his weight. 


He turned back to Zekra, and for a second, she no longer saw Yimtri, 
the unwavering and fearless Sableye that refused to let anything 
move him. 


She saw the monster that had consumed Terron, gleefully drowning 
a frightened and trembling Yimtri in its abysmal darkness. 


"I'm sorry..." he told her, his voice growing fainter and fainter with 
each word he spoke. "/'m sorry | couldn't be there for you, Zekra ." 


Both of the Sableye's arms then burst into grotesque masses of 
tendrils. They sank themselves into the ground as they became 
shadows, crawling away from the Sableye as they reached for every 
single shadow in the courtyard, whether it was Zekra's shadow or a 


shadow of an inanimate object strewn about the courtyard. As soon 
as the tendrils' claws grasped around the shadows, they pulled the 
darkness back toward Yimtri. They all pooled around him, 
surrounding and watching him hungrily like a pack of ravenous 
Mightyena circling a lone and hapless Skitty. 


And then, all at once, the tendrils sucked the shadows into Yimtri's 
body. 


One second, Yimtri was laying in front of the statue, watching them 
with a horrified glare as he seemed ready to burst into tears. 


And then the next second, Yimtri's body exploded. 


His body scattered throughout the yard, landing upon walls or trees 
in various, shapeless segments before melting into shadows and 
fleeing deep into the castle. Within a matter of seconds, all of Yimtri's 
pieces had vanished, along with every single shadow in the area. 
There was not a speck of darkness to be seen, even as the sun beat 
down upon the courtyard. 


All that remained of Yimtri were fragments of his gemstone eyes 
resting on the ground where he once lay, glimmering dully. 


Zekra could only stand there amidst the courtyard, finding herself at 
a complete loss. She couldn't comprehend what had just happened 
before her very eyes. Yimtri's changes had seemed so surreal, as 
though they were nothing more than something out of a bad 
nightmare. And yet, Zekra knew that it had been real. 


She knew that Yimtri had joined Terron's fate and lost himself to the 
monster that had been buried deep within Dimitri's soul. 


Zekra was only barely able to register something massive 
descending upon her, carefully landing near her as it tucked its wings 
into its body. She hazily glanced over to see that it was Reshiram, a 
frightening amount of puncture wounds set deep into his flesh. Blood 


trickled down his limbs as approached the Zoroark, but he paid them 
no mind. 


" Rayquaza still roams about, but he is soon to fall," the great 
and majestic dragon reported. "The blighted Pokémon are making 
sure of that. | predict he will fall by the time we reach the 
portal." 


"Good... that's good," Zekra said hollowly, still eying the gemstones 
lying before the statue. "One less problem to deal with." 


" Where are the others? | thought all of you were remaining 
together." 


"They're... they're coming. | think." 


It was not long after Zekra said this did she hear footsteps stamping 
against the pavement behind her. She glanced over and in the 
corner of her eye, she saw Len and Impetus hurrying over to her. 
She watched as they joined by her side, both of them panting and 
shooting her dark glares. 


"Zekra, we told you not to run off," Impetus said with a scowl. "We 
are supposed to remain together." 


"| know... | Know," Zekra said, sighing. "I'm sorry. | shouldn't have 
run off like that." 


It was then that the two finally noticed the absence of light in Zekra's 
eyes. The both of them dropped their reprehending glares as they 
moved closer to her. 


"Zekra... are you alright?" Len asked. "Did something happen?" 
"Yimtri's gone," Zekra blurted out, immediately feeling the sting in her 


heart. "He's just... he's like Tear now. He's not him anymore. He's... | 
don't know what he is anymore. He's just not himself anymore." 


"| see," Len said, lowering his gaze momentarily. "I'm terribly sorry 
that you had to witness that, Zekra. | Know it's difficult to watch-" 


"You don't have to say anything about it," Zekra cut in. "I think | knew 
this was going to happen. It's not like you can just stop something 
from possessing you. | just... | think | just wanted to see him again 
before he totally lost himself." 


Zekra dug her claws into her scalp as she turned away from her 
companions, wandering away from them until she was right before 
the tarnished remains of Yimtri's eyes. She exhaled deeply as she 
gave it one last longing look, and then tore her gaze away from it. 


"We need to get to the portal," Zekra said. "Len, | heard that it's 
really close to here. Is that true?" 


"Yes, we should be able to reach it within five minutes,” Len verified. 
"We need to exit this courtyard and go into that doorway right there, 
go down one last hallway and then at the very end of it should be the 
room that holds the portal." 


"Alright, then let's get going. Before anything else happens." 


And then, without wasting a moment, Zekra dashed forward on all 
fours into the direction that Len was suggesting. She could hear Len 
and Impetus following behind her, as well as see Reshiram himself. 
Though he was a behemoth compared to all the mortals of the 
castle, the castle's interior was still able to hold him, its ceiling so 
high that he had no reason to stoop as he hurried into the hallway 
with Zekra. He couldn't fly, as the hallways were too narrow to 
support his massive wingspan, but he could still sprint with a 
reasonable amount of speed for a creature of his stature. 


But none of that mattered to Zekra. She needed to get to the portal. 
They all did. They couldn't afford for anyone else to become lost to 
the Primogenitor. 


And they absolutely could not afford to have another encounter with 
Terron and Yimtri. 


Just as Zekra's vision began to swim and her heart started to skip 
beats at the thought of those two, it was then that she saw a cluster 
of Pokemon fighting in the hallway not too far ahead of her. From the 
way they were all clashing amongst one another, scratching at one 
another with their drawn claws, she knew that this was a fight 
between Yimtri's followers and the Fellowship. She even thought she 
saw the Talonflame that Yimtri had recruited amongst the group, 
dive-bombing onto anybody it could before sinking its talons into 
their eyes. However, there was another Pokémon within the struggle 
that she recognized even more so. 


It was Crystelle, deftly racing about as what appeared to be a 
Glaceon continuously fired shards of ice from its maw in her 
direction. And though the Umbreon always seemed to find a way to 
avoid them, the Glaceon continued to be persistent, aiming his 
attacks with more precision so that the Umbreon only began to miss 
them by a hair. 


"Crystelle!" Zekra cried, picking up her pace. 


She was not about to let Crystelle die. She was already carrying the 
burden of two broken hearts within her, and she was not about to let 
a third one form. She could not let Lyra and Frazil's daughter die and 
make them have yet another perished child to mourn after. 


" Hssssssh..." 

Zekra's ears perked up as the sound crawled into her ears, reaching 
deep into her mind. She darted her eyes about, trying to locate the 
source of the faded noise, but was unable to find it. 


" Hsssssssh..." 


Venri... what's that sound? 


| don't know. | can hear it too, but | sure don't see anything. | don't 
see anybody making that sound, and I know you're not imaging it. 


" Hssssssssh..." 

It's... it's getting closer. But where... where Is it? 
Oh... um. | found what's making that weird noise. 
Really?! What is it? 

Um... | think you should just see it for yourself. 


The Zoroark listened to Venri's directions within her mind and looked 
up at the ceiling towering high above her. At first, she did not see 
anything, save for a number of chandeliers dangling on chains and 
paintings of various legendary Pokémon that reminded of her the 
drawings commonly seen in some churches. 


And then she saw tt. 


It was a black blob. That was the only way Zekra could describe it. It 
had a form of some sort, but it was continuously shifting as it 
slithered along the ceiling like a snake. And though it appeared small 
from Zekra's distance, she knew that in reality, it was a fairly large 
creature. She was certain that it was the size of a Bayleef. 


Zekra couldn't continue to ponder in the strange creature's 
appearance, for it swiftly picked up its speed and hurried over to the 
clashing Pokémon in the hallway. Then, when it was right above 
them, the creature detached itself from the ceiling and descended 
upon them. 


The moment it hit the ground, it lost its physical form and splattered 
against the marble, becoming a thick, tar-like puddle. Everyone 
ceased their battles as they shot their gazes at the strange entity that 
had dropped upon them and seemingly killed itself in the process. 


They watched as the puddle of darkness simply sat amongst them, a 
ripple occasionally flowing across the surface of it. 


A dozen shadowy tendrils then slid out of the puddle and wormed 
their way along the ground in every direction before they latched 
onto every shadow in the room. Then, with a slurping noise, all of the 
tentacles pulled the shadows into the puddle at once, absorbing 
them into the blob of darkness. 


A black, vaguely humanoid figure rose out of the puddle seconds 
later, standing almost as tall as Zekra even as it remained hunched 
over. It gazed down upon all of the now stunned Pokémon before it 
with beady white eyes, its unnaturally long and stick-like arms 
hanging limply by its sides. It did not move as the rest of the puddle 
seeped out of the ground to become it, solidifying its body so that it 
now appeared to be physical being instead of a wispy, shadowy 
creature. 


Zekra forced herself to a halt as the being manifested itself 
completely amongst everyone. She could hear Len, Impetus, and 
Reshiram doing the same behind her. No one moved as the creature 
observed all of the frozen Pokémon, watching them as strange 
clicking noises began emitting from its non-existent jaw. No one 
knew what to make of it. It resembled nothing that they had ever 
seen before. 


Then, there was suddenly a loud ripping sound, and a maw opened 
upon the creature's face. 


" GRAAAAH!" 


Multiple tentacles shot out of its mouth and wrapped around a 
Delphox, Lucario, and Slowbro in the group. And then, before any of 
them could struggle, it withdrew them into its mouth, swallowing 
them whole. 


Everyone bolted from the spot, scattering far away from the monster 
as it raised its head and let out another menacing screech before 


springing at a Ponyta in the group. The fire-type shrieked before 
firing a fireball at the entity, impacting it directly into its chest. The 
monster flinched as the fire ate away at its body, creating a massive 
hole in its body. It gaped down at the crater for a brief second, and 
then watched as it soon sealed itself back up. Within a moment, the 
hole was completely gone, not a trace of injury to be seen. The 
monster wasted no time in swooping in on the Ponyta before 
shooting two tendrils out of its maw and had them tie around the 
Ponyta's neck and hind legs. Then, with an effortless pull, the 
monster ripped it in half, spilling blood on the floor before tossing it 
aside and going after a Greninja close by. 


Zekra, Len, and Impetus hurried behind Reshiram as they watched 
the abomination rapidly devour or rend apart anybody it came 
across. And though it took some time, Venri soon came running over 
to the four with Crystelle following close behind her. The two wasted 
no time in joining Zekra and her companions as they hid behind the 
great dragon, who stood valiantly and strongly between them and 
the monster despite the obvious dread glimmering in his eyes. 


"What is that thing...?" Len asked, his jaw dropping in awe. "| refuse 
to believe that is a Pokémon..." 


"| sense a strong amount of blight from it," Reshiram reported 
grimly. "However, it's not the Primogenitor. The essence is quite 
strong, but not strong enough. It's more likely that it's a Blight 
Demon of high rank amongst its army, similar to Vantis or 
Chrysalis." 


"Its power seems greater than that of either of them quite honestly," 
Len stated grimly. "I'm fairly certain that its power even rivals yours, 
Reshiram. What sort of monstrous abomination could possibly hold 
that much power?" 


"| think... that's Yimtri." 


Everyone turned back to look at Zekra, who was eyeing the monster 
as she nervously played with her claws. She continued to watch the 


monster from afar as it grabbed a fleeing Houndoom that was she 
distinctly remembered as being one of Yimtri's members before 
swallowing it whole. 


" That's Yimtri?" Len gasped. "Dear gods, Zekra, what happened to 
him when you last saw him so that you now think that thing is him?" 


"He exploded into a bunch of shadows,” Zekra said reluctantly. "And 
then they crawled away into the Fellowship. Now there's this freaky 
shadow thing murdering everyone and well..." 


Zekra saw everyone bring their gazes back to the beast as it 
skittered through the hallway as more Pokémon began to rebel 
against it and strike at its grotesque body. It clambered onto the 
walls as it avoided each of their attacks, moving masterfully and 
fluidly like a snake. Then, when the Pokémon showed the first signs 
of weariness, it flung itself at them, burying them under its mass. 
Zekra could hear their muffled, terrified screams just before they 
were absorbed into the monster's body. 


"Yimtri..." Zekra whispered hoarsely. 


"We can't stay here," Impetus said with an unwavering, firm voice, 
Snapping everyone's attention away from the beast. "Whether or not 
that thing was Yimtri at one point, it doesn't matter anymore. It blocks 
our way to the portal and we must reach it." 


"Right, we mustn't be distracted," Len affirmed. "Reshiram, can you 
distract that thing?" 


" Yes. Though it seems to have regenerating abilities, | imagine 
that it would take a significant deal of time for it to completely 
restore its entire body if it were destroyed. Perhaps it will even 
be vanquished thanks to it being a Blight Demon," Reshiram 
said before glancing down at the Luxray. "Do you believe you can 
run fast enough?" 


"We don't have any other choice," Len stated. "Impetus is correct; we 
have to keep moving forward, no matter what has happened to our 
comrades. We cannot dwell in their losses." 


" Very well. The moment! set that beast aflame, run as though 
you were the lightning an enraged Zapdos casts down upon the 
lands." 


"Not difficult at all," Len said smugly, swishing his tail from side to 
side. 


The great dragon took in a deep breath and then hurried toward the 
revolting monster as it finished absorbing a Jigglypuff, Kecleon, 
Abomasnow, and Goodra into its body all at once. Just as the entity 
clamped its jaws shut, Reshiram bombarded it with a blast of blue 
fire. The entity let out an ear-piercing scream as its entire body was 
devoured by the flames, making it melt back into a dark puddle. 


Then, as the puddle bubbled and tendrils slowly clawed out of its 
murky surface, Zekra, Len, Impetus, Crystelle, and Reshiram ran 
past it, leaving it far behind as they made their way to the very end of 
the hallway. They could very clearly see a massive, silver door 
waiting for them, shining like a beacon in a stormy night to them. 


Zekra felt her heart soar as soon as she saw it. They were finally 
going to make it to the portal. They were finally going to be able to 
stop the Primogenitor so very soon. 


All they had to do was reach that room and they could make it to the 
Primogenitor's realm. 


They would end all of this madness soon. 


As soon as Zekra and her companions reached the end of the 
hallway and stood before the Fellowship leaders' room, Zekra nearly 
ripped the doors off their hinges as she burst in there, ready to dive 
into the portal the second she saw it. She had no idea what it looked 


like, but she imagined it wouldn't be that difficult to find, especially 
with Len in her company. 


However, as soon as Zekra entered the room, all of her jittery nerves 
became ice cold. She froze in place as Len, Reshiram, Impetus, and 
Crystelle soon flooded into the room with her, and it wasn't long 
before they understood why she had stopped dead in her tracks. 


There was no portal to be seen. It was simply an empty room, not a 
bed or shelf to be seen for the bedroom it supposedly was. 


And yet... it was not completely empty. There were three Pokémon 
standing in the middle of the room, shooting Zekra bemused smiles. 
Three, four-legged Pokémon that towered high above her like 
dominating gods. 


And then Zekra realized exactly why she thought that. It was 
because these Pokémon before her were god-like beings. 


They were a Suicune, Entei, and Raikou. 


They were the legendary beasts that the Primogenitor had stolen 
into its home long ago, along with Nyx and Rayquaza. 


"Ah Len, you came back. Just as we thought," the Suicune spoke, 
the white ribbon-like appendages along his sides billowing in a non- 
existent wind. "You actually made it this far despite everything. 
Despite Rayquaza, despite having your entire team perish, despite 
losing even more of your companions on the way up here. You still 
fight even until the very end. You've grown so much since you first 
came here as a feckless Luxio. | almost want to say that I'm proud of 
you." 


"The portal... Where is the portal?!" Len screamed, sparks 
discharging from his fur. "This is where it's Supposed to be! You 
brought me here when you wanted me to see that monster!" 


"Oh Len, did you really believe we were going to keep the portal 
here after we found out you escaped from the dungeon?" the 
Suicune asked. "Did you honestly believe we would allow you the 
slightest chance to get to the master?" 


The Luxray stumbled back as the three leaders only seemed to grin 
even more, the plague infesting their souls glimmering evilly in the 
lights of their eyes. 


"The portal is no longer here," the Suicune said. "We removed it." 


Chapter 89: Nowhere To Go 
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Chapter 89 


Nowhere To Go 


"You lie! Where is it?! Where is the portal?!" 


Zekra watched Len scream these words as he lowered his stance, 
as if ready to pounce. He bared his teeth as he let out a guttural 
roaring sound and the air around him was making Zekra's fur stand 
on end. However, despite the fearsome sight, the Suicune, Entei, 
and Raikou standing before the Luxray only seemed to smile more. 
They straightened themselves as they jeered down at the enraged 
Luxray before them, ignoring Zekra, Crystelle, Impetus, and even 
Reshiram despite how much he towered over them. 


"Ah Len, we already told you," the Raikou said. "We got rid of the 
portal. There's no longer a portal to be found here on this mountain. 
You came here for nothing." 


"No, there's a portal." Len insisted. "There has to be. You wouldn't 
dare remove the portal and cut off access to that thing in Giratina's 
realm... You moved it somewhere else, didn't you?" 


"Maybe we did, maybe we didn't," the Raikou said with a dismissive 
shrug. "It's not in this room, that's for certain. And you're certainly not 
going to be finding any way to the master with all of the trouble 
you're going to cause it... Oh no. We can't have that. The master 
doesn't’ exactly enjoy bothersome guests in its domain. And all of 
you are very much quite bothersome." 


It happened before Zekra could even blink. One second, the three 
legendary beings were standing their distance from the group, 


shooting Len taunting grins. And then, a split second later, Zekra felt 
something frying her insides, harming both her and Venri at once. 
She felt Venri screaming within her as she toppled onto the floor, her 
plague's tendrils writhing painfully inside her so much that she 
worried Venri would release her grip on Zekra's organs and muscles. 
The burning continued snaking through her nerves as she continued 
to lay there until her body suddenly became numb. She stopped 
being able to feel the cold ground beneath her or Venri's tendrils 
crawling through her insides. Zekra tried to move her claws, but was 
soon to realize that her body wouldn't respond to any of her 
commands. 


All she could do was glance back at her companions from the corner 
of her eyes. 


Everyone else had met her same fate. Impetus and Crystelle lay in 
heaps near her, their eyes wide and tears streaking down their 
cheeks, but remaining motionless. 


Even Reshiram lay toppled, though from how he had been blown out 
of the room and had much of his divine plume doused in water, 
Zekra imagined he had taken the brunt of the leaders' true power. 
Everyone else had only been hit with a mere fraction of the power. 


The only one who had not been toppled was Len, who still stood 
strong before his former masters. Burns streaked along his sides 
and many areas of his fur was singed, but he otherwise stood 
unharmed. 


"Hmm, | had forgotten that electric-types are immune to paralysis in 
this generation. We come from a time when this was not the case,” 
the Raikou mused. "It's quite pitiful for you, Len. It only means that 

you're going to die a much more painful death." 


The Raikou then lunged forward with his jaws open wide, the 
metallic plate centered upon his muzzle gleaming maliciously as he 
closed in on the Luxray. Len deftly leapt out of the way as the beast 
was to sink his fangs into the Luxray, and then pushed himself 


against a nearby wall. Then, before the Raikou could make another 
move, Len landed upon the Raikou's back, digging his claws into his 
lavender pelt as his teeth emitted sparks. Then, before the Raikou 
could buck the Luxray off of him, Len sank his fangs into the 
Raikou's neck. 


The Raikou let out a hoarse, weak roar before he suddenly began to 
fall over onto his side. Len swiftly withdrew his fangs from the Raikou 
as he leapt off of his back just as the great beast collapsed onto the 
ground. His limbs convulsed and twitched as his eyes darted about 
in his eye sockets, but he seemed unable to control his limbs in a 
coordinated fashion. Len spat out the black residue dripping from his 
fangs as he shot his former master a sharp glare. 


"It's quite pitiful for you, master," Len growled, not even a hint ofa 
smile forming on his face, "that you are not immune to paralysis." 


The Luxray leapt to the side as a massive fireball impacted the spot 
where he once stood, charring the floor a deep black. The Luxray 
brought his gaze over to his remaining two leaders, both of which 
were baring their fangs at him as spheres of energy formed at the 
backs of their throats. 


However, before the two could fire their attacks at the Luxray and 
blast him out of the room, a low hissing noise filled the air. The two 
leaders closed their maws as they brought their sights onto 
something behind Zekra, watching it with bemused glares while 
Len's fur stood up on end. As this happened, Zekra had feeling 
return to her body, and the second she could move her muscles 
again, she twisted her neck around toward the source of the hissing 
noise. 


There, creeping into the room upon its flat belly, was a monster 
darker than the night. Unlike the monster that she had seen outside 
in the hallways, this one was more serpentine with multiple spikes 
jutting out of its body and running down its spine. Its large, white 
eyes illuminated softly as it opened up its large mouth, revealing 


rows and rows of black teeth that were dripping with a sludge-like 
substance. 


Zekra thought that this demonic creature was Syn. She clearly 
remembered Syn could conjure up a shadowy serpent thanks to his 
synchronization with Willow, so it wasn't entirely out of question that 
this creature before her was him. Perhaps he had found some way 
to live despite what Len had told them and was coming to rescue 
them. 


" Hssssh..." 


When all of the creature's long and winding body was inside of the 
room, it curled itself up in a spot between Zekra's group and the 
Fellowship leaders, watching all of them intently with its wide, moon- 
like eyes. Zekra swiftly got to her feet as she cast it a wary stare. 
From the corner of her eye, she could see Impetus and Crystelle 
doing the same, though they seemed far less reluctant to pounce if 
the creature dared to strike. 


The Suicune and Entei glowered at it momentarily before their 
frowns seemed to deepen. 


"Have you returned from the dead?" the Entei growled. "Or was the 
severed corpse we found of you in the dungeons with that Flygon 
merely a ruse?" 


The beast said nothing. It only remained where it was and kept its 
silent gaze on each of the Pokémon as it only raised its head higher. 
Within a matter of moments, it was towering over everyone in the 
room. Zekra thought she could see something writhing in its belly, 
beating against its flesh and causing little tendrils to flail out 
momentarily before withdrawing back into its body. 


And then the serpent lunged forward and swallowed the paralyzed 
Raikou with one gulp. The Raikou didn't even scream as he 
disappeared down into the shadow monster's bowels as the monster 
Snapped its jaws shut. 


The Suicune instantly fired a massive pillar of water at the beast's 
head as the Entei spat out a fireball the size of his head at its neck. 
The serpent swiftly darted out of the way, slithering onto the ceiling 
before locking its gaze onto Zekra. Its eyes gleamed with a green 
light for just a moment as it opened its jaws once more. 


Zekra was only barely to bolt out of the way as the beast struck the 
ground where she once was with its teeth, sinking its fangs deep into 
the flooring. With seconds to spare, Zekra swiftly turned into a 
Flygon and flew over to Crystelle and Impetus. Then, she grabbed 
them with her claws and whisked them out of the room, Len following 
shortly behind her. They quickly congregated in front of Reshiram 
just as he began to rise to his feet, shaking his head and coughing 
out water from his lungs. 


"Reshiram, we need to go!" Zekra screamed as she flew right past 
him. "Come on!" 


Though the dragon still appeared quite dazed, he wasted no time in 
darting after the group, keeping up to them as closely as he could 
muster. With every step he made, the chandeliers dangling from the 
ceilings would tremble and Len would briefly stumble. However, it 
was momentary, for by the time they made it back to the courtyard 
where Zekra had last seen Yimtri as a Sableye, Reshiram swiftly 
returned to the skies. He then flew up onto a nearby rooftop and 
settled himself there as Zekra set Crystelle and Impetus down and 
reverted back into a Zoroark. 


"So what do we do now?" Zekra asked, growling under her breath. 
"What do we do now that the portals gone? " 


"The portal's not gone," Len stated firmly, glaring at the Zoroark. "| 
refuse to believe that my former masters got rid of it. | firmly believe 
they simply moved it somewhere more discreet. After all, how else 
would they have summoned Rayquaza here without that portal?" 


"Maybe they got him here and then got rid of the portal," Zekra said 
instead. "| mean, I've seen Shade make portals before. She opened 


these portals in the sky and all of these Plagued Ones came flying 
out of them... They're not that hard to get rid of." 


"No, this portal was different," Len stated with a shake of his head. "It 
was large and spacious, and it took up the entire wall. It was almost 
as though it were built into the very stone..." 


"But it is still gone," Impetus then said. "You saw the room. There 
was nothing on the walls. Perhaps the portals Zekra mentions and 
the one you mention are not different at all." 


The Luxray shot the Mienshao a fierce glare and seemed ready to 
snarl at her, but once he locked his eyes onto her own steadfast and 
unwavering stare, he stopped himself. He sighed deeply as he 
closed his eyes before looking back towards the interior of the castle. 


"You're right. My masters probably did remove the portal after they 
summoned Rayquaza here,” Len said ruefully. "That, or the 
Primogenitor itself removed it." 


"SO you mean... there's no way for us to get to the Primogenitor 
then," Zekra stated. "We came up here for nothing." 


Len didn't reply to remark, but Zekra didn't need him to say anything. 
All she had to do was see the forlorn glimmer in his eyes to know the 
answer. Silence fell over the group as despair slowly creeped its way 
into their souls, drowning them in its darkness. Only moments ago 
they had been filled with so much hope. Only moments ago had they 
felt that they would finally be able to reach the Primogenitor and end 
everything. They had lost Terron and Yimtri along the way, but they 
had refused to let their grief stifle them. They only continued forward 
until they found themselves at the doorstep of the portal. 


But now that they finally realized that there was no portal to reach 
it... all of that warmth and happiness was promptly sucked away. 


All that remained within their hearts was cold. Bitter and ravenous 
cold. 


"No, there has to be a way to get to wherever you guys need to go!" 
Crystelle declared. "All of this couldn't have been for nothing! Are 
you guys sure that there isn't any other sort of way to get to that 
dimension?" 


"There is no other way," Len stated bitterly. "You need a portal to get 
there, which only the Primogenitor's generals or the Primogenitor 
can make from what | can imagine." 


"But aren't a bunch of you guys plagued?" Crystelle asked. "Can't 
you make the portals yourselves?" 


"No, we cannot," Impetus said with a shake of her head. "That's not 
something our plagues know how to do. Erebus never had the power 
so neither do we. It's not as though we can have the Fellowship 
leaders open up a portal for us either." 


"Not even you, Reshiram?" Crystelle then asked as she turned 
toward the great fire dragon that stood amongst the rooftops. "You 
can't make a portal with your god-like powers? | mean, the 
Primogenitor can since it's a god thing and you're one too." 


" | may be of god-like status, but | only held that ability when | 
was a whole being," Reshiram spoke. "As a half-being, | have no 
such power. My shadow stole that ability from me when it and 
my original self split. I'm afraid | can offer no solution to this 
predicament you are trying to solve." 


"But there just has to be a way to get there!" Crystelle insisted, 
stamping her paws into the ground. "| mean, you guys worked so 
hard to get up here, and now you guys can't get to where you want 
to go? | refuse to believe that there isn't something that we can do to 
get there!" 


"No. There is no way we can get to the Primogenitor anymore, 
okay?" Zekra growled at the Umbreon, shooting her a resentful 
gaze. "Quit trying to find an answer. There isn't any. We lost Tear and 


Yimtri all for nothing and pretty soon, the whole planet's going to be 
overrun with Plagued Ones .” 


"No, we didn't!" Crystelle cried. "There's a way to that dimension! | 
know there is! Maybe it's like Len said. Maybe there's another portal 
around here that they're hiding somewhere below us. Or maybe-" 


"No Crystelle, it's OVER !" Zekra snarled, drawing closer to the 
Umbreon as her eyes radiated with a sinister light. "There's nothing 
here for us anymore! Everything we did was for NOTHING! There's 
no portal here! This is where everything ends! We don't reach the 
Primogenitor and stop it like we're supposed to at the end of every 
other story! We're STUCK HERE UNTIL WE GET KILLED BY ALL 
THOSE SHADOW THINGS! Stop trying to think there's more than 
this and JUST ACCEPT THAT THIS IS THE END !" 


Zekra expected the Umbreon to cringe back as she towered over 
her, the red lines upon her body illuminating as Venri's own voice 
mixed into her screams. However, Crystelle surprised her. She only 
stood unwavering before the Zoroark with the same strength that 
Venri had when she was pretending to be Crystelle, and looked up at 
the Zoroark with her glowing red eyes. 


"No, this isn't the end," Crystelle said firmly. "You can think this is the 
end and that we're all going to watch the world get taken over by 
those monsters, but I'm not. | Know there's a way to get to that 
dimension, and I'm going to help you find it. I'm going to show you 
how strong | really am and help you stop the monsters that ruined 
your life once and for all. 


"I'm going to help you finish what you started so long ago." 


Zekra continued to keep her glare fixed onto the Umbreon, but that 
was only to hide the troublesome thoughts brewing within her mind. 
She knew that the only way to reach the Primogenitor was through a 
portal. She knew that Len was telling the truth when he said it was 
located in the Fellowship leaders' bedroom. She had seen that there 


was no such portal in that room and heard the leaders even say that 
it was long gone. 


She knew there was no way to get to the Primogenitor anymore. And 
yet... Crystelle's words still resonated with her. 


Was there a way to the Primogenitor after all? Was there another 
portal that Len didn't Know about, or was there perhaps another way 
to the Primogenitor? After all, there had been so many Pokemon 
guarding Pledge Mountain from her and her companions. Even 
Rayquaza himself had been summoned to eliminate them. It was 
true that it all could have been ruse to get their hopes up, but there 
had simply been so many Pokémon resisting them. Why would the 
Fellowship have seemingly all of their members fight back against 
Zekra and her group if there wasn't a portal to be found? Why didn't 
they just have a small fraction of their members defend the fortress 
and then have only the leaders eliminate Zekra's group with their 
god-like power? 


As all of these thoughts began to swarm in her mind, the cold 
despair in her heart disappeared and the faintest glimmers of hope 
that she had thought were smothered out slowly returned. 


Zekra softened her glare, but still kept her dark scowl as she backed 
away from Crystelle. 


"Alright fine, maybe there is a portal around here," Zekra finally 
confessed. "But... where is it?" 


"Somewhere secret," Crystelle said. "Somewhere nobody would 
look. Like maybe in some kind of basement or whatever. Are there 
any here?" 


"There's a particular dungeon that my masters throw Pokémon into 
in order to build their corrupted army," Len answered as he removed 
his gaze from the ground and brought it over to the Umbreon. "It's 
quite large and not many know of it, making it a possible location for 
a secret portal." 


"Then let's try going there," Crystelle then said. "Do you know how to 
get there?" 


"Normally you'd have a ghost-type bring you there through the floor. 
However, there are a few entrances throughout the castle," Len 
answered. "They're tricky to get to, but | think | can lead all of you 
there without a problem. Well, except for you Reshiram. I'm afraid 
you won't fit in the dungeon." 


" Does any part of the dungeon reside near the edge of the 
mountain?" Reshiram then asked. 


"Yes, a part of the dungeon's walls are the western exterior of the 
mountain," Len confirmed. 


" Then I'll simply tear apart the western side of the mountain 
until | reach the dungeon," the great dragon stated as he spread 
his wings. "I suggest you stay away from that area unless you 
want to feel the true power of a godly being rending your body 
apart." 


The white dragon shot them a confident smile, and then took off into 
the skies, swooping over them before disappearing from their sights. 
Once he was gone, the four Pokémon all brought their gazes back to 
each other. 


"And you really think that a portal will be in these dungeons?" 
Impetus asked Crystelle, crossing her arms over her chest. 


"No, | don't Know for sure," Crystelle admitted. "But it's not like we 
can all just stand around here and do nothing. We have to try and do 
something. We can't just give up because it doesn't look like there's 
anything else to do." 


Crystelle then glanced over at Zekra and gave her a knowing look. 


"Right, Zekra?" she asked. "We can't just give up when we feel like 
everything we've done is pointless." 


Zekra had to resist the urge of shooting Crystelle a nasty glare. 
However, she realized that Crystelle was right. They couldn't give up. 
Not after everything that they had worked for and everything they 
had lost. Even though they had lost Terron and Yimtri, she knew 
what they would have said to her if they were still with her. They 
would have wanted her to keep moving forward no matter what 
happened. That was always what they had done when things had 
looked their worst. 


That was what she had to do now as well. 


Even when I'm not pretending to be her, Crystelle's still the one to tell 
you to keep going when you feel like a failure. Venri then began 
laughing in Zekra's head. That's pretty funny. 


Yeah... if | hadn't of known that you were right here in my head, | 
would have thought she was just you again. She really has grown up 
since she was that wimpy Eevee. 


And | guess you know who to thank for that, don't you? 


Zekra couldn't resist smiling a little as Venri's last words echoed 
softly in her mind. Then, as the last traces of Venri disappeared and 
the shadow's mind merged back with Zekra's, the Zoroark gave the 
Umbreon a determined glare. 


"Yeah, we'll find that portal," Zekra said, her heart swelling with 
confidence. "We will, don't you worry." 


Crystelle beamed at her as the rings on her body seemed to 
illuminate for just a brief moment before she turned back to Len. The 
Luxray took in a deep breath as he stepped toward the courtyard's 
entryway, seeing no Pokemon anywhere in sight. It seemed 
uncannily vacant up ahead, which Zekra wasn't sure she found 
comforting or not. 


"Everyone, follow close behind me," Len instructed. "The entrance to 
the dungeon is quite a distance, though | feel that's going to be the 


least of our problems if we don't stick close together..." 


The Luxray cast everyone one last glance from behind his shoulder, 
and then took off running like lightning. Zekra, Impetus, and Crystelle 
swiftly bolted after him, however it was only Zekra and Impetus that 
were able to stay a few feet behind him. Crystelle, despite her lithe 
form, was still a considerable distance from the group and was 
becoming an increasingly small dot with each second that passed. 
She lacked the power of plague synchronization, thus she stood no 
chance in keeping up with the rest of the group. 


Thankfully, Venri was able to come up with a solution only seconds 
after Zekra noticed that. The Zoroark's shadow manifested herself 
into reality in the form of an Arcanine and once formed, ran toward 
the sprinting Umbreon. Once she was beside Crystelle, Venri barked 
a command, prompting the Umbreon to leap onto the Arcanine's 
back. Then, after she was awkwardly draped over Venri's body, the 
Arcanine picked up her speed. It only took a moment or two for Venri 
to catch up to the rest of the group, grinning smugly as she slowed 
her speed to a trot rather than a full sprint like the rest of the group. 
Zekra had to resist rolling her eyes. 


" Hssssssh..." 


Zekra saw something dark in the corner of her eye. She didn't even 
need a second to figure out what was going on. 


Zekra leapt out of the way just as something black flung itself at her, 
missing her by a hair. It crashed into the wall as it melted into it 
momentarily before pulling itself out. Zekra turned her head back to 
see that the creature was yet another one of Yimtri's demented 
shadowy fragments, this one bearing a resemblance to an Ariados. 
Or at least it vaguely did. The body was much smaller while the legs 
had grown to startling lengths, each of its six legs being at least eight 
feet long and made out of dozens of tentacles wound together. A 
single head stuck out from its body with a long, protruding neck, but 
there was no face to be seen upon it. There wasn't even a mouth like 
the other beasts Zekra had seen. 


However, Zekra felt no relief upon seeing that. Regardless of 
whether this creature had a mouth or not, it was going to devour 
whatever it could somehow, just as the other Yimtri creations did. 


"Guys, we've got some company!" Zekra cried, alerting everyone to 
the beast as it peeled itself off the wall. 


Len growled under his breath as he shot a bolt of lightning at it, 
followed by Impetus flinging a great sphere of red light. The creature 
scurried out of the way, avoiding the explosion entirely, before it 
chased after the group. It moved at an alarming speed as it 
scampered forward on its legs, quickly growing closer and closer to 
the group with each second. 


Zekra let Venri fill her claws with explosive energy before she 
brought herself to a halt and faced the great demon barreling toward 
her. Then, she shot toward it with unwavering strength, locking her 
glare onto its faceless form. The beast only seemed to quicken its 
charge as the vaguest traces of a line seemed to appear along its 
head. 


But just before the Zoroark could sink her claws into the ground and 
create a shockwave that could surely topple the creature, if not 
obliterate it completely, something wrapped itself around her arms 
and tied them to her waist. Zekra looked down to find that a web-like, 
black substance was pinning her arms to her body, refusing her to 
free herself no matter how much she squirmed. Even when Zekra 
changed into a larger, more burly Tyranitar, the binds refused to 
budge, merely adapting to her shape. 


"What is this?!" Zekra cried as she shifted between multiple forms to 
break free, but to no avail. "Why won't it get off of me?!" 


Zekra was only barely able to leap out of the way as the demon 
launched itself at her. She nearly tripped and fell over just as she 
landed, but was thankfully able to keep herself steady and watched 
the shadow monster splatter into the ground where she once was 
before pulling itself right out not even a second later. Then, before 


Zekra could think about running away and rejoining the rest of her 
fleeing group, the monster lunged at her once more. This time, Zekra 
found she couldn't move fast enough, and she could watch as he 
monster descended upon her so it might devour her completely. 


But it never reached her. 


Just as the beast was to crash into Zekra, Impetus shot herself from 
the distance and tackled it down to the ground. Then, before it could 
right itself up, she took her arm and transformed it into its more 
lance-like appearance. Then she stabbed directly into the creature's 
belly and sliced it right open. 


Hundreds of tiny, writhing tentacles shot out of its innards and 
wrapped themselves around Impetus. She struggled and thrashed, 
crying like a caged feral, but it was no use. Within seconds, the 
tendrils had wrapped themselves completely around Impetus, 
cocooning her. Then, with one swift pull, they dragged her into the 
creature's insides just as its belly was sealed back together. 


" Impetus!" Zekra cried, her voice breaking. 


That was when Zekra was suddenly forced down to the ground, her 
chin hitting the marble flooring. The binds constraining her released 
their hold on her before slithering onto the ground and stopping right 
before the Zoroark's eyes. She watched as the web-like substance 
shifted into a more humanoid shape. In fact, it even grew to 
resemble a human with its shape with how Terron had always 
described what he once looked like before he became a Cubone. 
However, Zekra knew that this monster wasn't anything like what 
Terron once was. This creature's limbs were far too elongated for a 
natural human being and in place of its head was a blank face 
surrounded by waving tentacles, each moving sporadically through 
the air. The bright, glowing blue circles that Zekra could only 
presume were its eyes gazed down at the Zoroark, showing neither 
contempt nor joy for her condition. There was simply no soul behind 
those creature's eyes. 


Zekra would have thought that this creature was the Ariados-like one 
that had attacked her, but all she had to do was look over to see that 
the other shadow creature was beginning to right itself up. Ripples 
flowed through its body, and within a few moments, it was an exact 
copy of the other more humanoid creature standing near it. 


So there really is more than one of them. Zekra thought grimly. 
There wasn't just one Yimtri thing going around killing everyone. 


Well he did explode and every piece of him started moving on its 
own. Venri said thoughtfully. We really should have expected this 
really. 


Why do they all look like different, though? Why don't they all just 
look like the same thing? 


Well, that one that got Impetus turned into that weird thing that is 
shaped kind of like her. Maybe it changes depending on what it 
eats? Or maybe they all look different since they're all aware and 
don't want to get each other mixed up when there's two of them in 
the same place like now. 


Zekra wasn't able to continue her conversation with Venri for much 
longer, for then the two shadowy creatures sprang at her. The 
Zoroark swiftly bolted from the spot, just barely avoiding them as 
they sank into the ground and reduced themselves to puddles. As 
the two lifted themselves out of the ground, Zekra swiftly changed 
into a Skarmory and hurried after Len, Venri, and Crystelle. She was 
quick to find that they were still running through the hallways, their 
sprint still as vigorous as it had been before those monsters had ever 
shown up. 


As soon as she was amongst them again and reverted back into a 
Zoroark, Len and Crystelle cast their gazes onto her. 


"Are you okay, Zekra?" Len asked her. 


"Yeah, yeah I'm fine," Zekra said. 


"And Impetus...? Where is she?" Len asked cautiously. 


Zekra bit down on her tongue as an image of Impetus being 
devoured by Yimtri's sinister shadow flashed before her mind. She 
tried to ignore the sting in her heart as the image slowly melted away 
and allowed her to see Len before her again. 


"She's gone," Zekra answered somberly. "She's not coming back." 
"Did Yimtri-" 


"We need to keep moving forward,” Zekra cut in. "We can't... we 
can't think about this. We have to keep going." 


We have to keep going. We can't stop. We can't make all of this 
meaningless. We worked this hard to get to the portal. We can't just 
give up because Impetus is gone too. We have to keep going. No 
matter what happens. 


That was when a loud cry rang through the air. Len and Zekra 
twisted their heads around to behold a horrifying sight. Both of the 
shadow creatures had caught up to them, and worse yet, they had 
managed to snag someone they both knew. 


Crystelle. 


Somehow, they had separated her from Venri, Zekra's shadowy half 
nowhere in sight. They both held her in their arms, their tentacle-like 
appendages wrapped around her muzzle so that she couldn't 
scream or fight back. All she could do was futile thrash in their 
grasps, blindly swiping her paws at them but achieving nothing. They 
only kept their grip on her firm. 


Zekra didn't even get a chance to scream the Umbreon's name 
before the creatures promptly fled into the distance, taking Crystelle 
with them. Within seconds, they were all gone, being nothing but an 
after-image in Zekra's mind. The Zoroark was just about to bolt after 
Crystelle, thinking that she could perhaps catch up to the shadows 


before it was too late, but just as she was to pounce, Venri stopped 
her. 


No, you have to forget about her. Remember what you said. You 
have to keep going, no matter what happens. You go after those 
things, you're just going to get eaten too. 


But I can still help her! They're not eating her for some reason! | 
could get her and- 


| couldn't save her, so you sure can't either. We have to keep going, 
Zekra. While all those shadow things are gone. We can't stop. 


But... 
You have to keep going. Don't make everything meaningless. 


Zekra could see Venri within her mind, shooting her a resentful and 

vehement glare. She could feel Venri sliding her tendrils over Zekra's 
brain and bones, ready to tighten their grasp around her if she dared 
to turn back. However, Zekra didn't shudder at their unnatural touch. 


She didn't, because she knew Venri was right. She had been telling 
herself that after Impetus was devoured. She couldn't let anything 
stop her. Losing Crystelle couldn't be any different. It was true that 
she feared the day that she would have to tell Lyra and Frazil that 
their daughter perished while fighting alongside Zekra, but she 
couldn't dwell in that right now. 


Don't make everything meaningless. Get to the dungeon and find a 
portal there. 


With tears forming in her eyes, Zekra turned away from where she 
last saw Crystelle disappear and focused on Len. She swallowed 
hard as she followed after him, rounding a corner and entering a new 
hallway. They ran through many hallways and chambers, rushing 
past many clashing Pokémon that once belonged to Yimtri and the 
Fellowship. And though some did attempt to attack Len and Zekra as 


they rushed past them, none of their attacks ever hit the two. They 
were far too swift for any of their assailants, moving as swiftly and 
dangerously as lightning bolts in a great storm. 


Thus, it was only minutes later when Len brought Zekra to trap door 
hidden beneath under a great carpet of a secluded section of the 
castle that once appeared to be part of the larder. He flipped the 
carpet off of the door as he pried the hatch open with his teeth, then 
leapt inside. Zekra wasted no time in following after him, closing the 
door behind them as they descended upon a long flight of stone 
stairs. 


Through the darkness of the dungeon, Zekra saw the many cells that 
filled the great and spacious underground prison. Dozens if not 
hundreds of Pokémon were kept down in these cells, all behind the 
bars, miserably confined to whatever torment the Fellowship had 
subjected them to. So many Pokémon were being bound by strange, 
shadowy binds that Zekra was sure was the work of plague energy, 
while others seemed ready to collapse dead upon the floor at any 
second. She couldn't resist shuddering as she passed by each and 
every one of the cells, only catching glimpses of the misery and 
suffering that was rotting away in the cells. 


These Pokémon will be free soon. When we find a portal, we'll 
defeat the Primogenitor and then we'll set everyone here free. They 
don't have to suffer any longer. 

They won't... they can't... 

We'll find a portal. It's going to be here... 

"Len, where do you think the portal is?" Zekra asked, ignoring the 
irritating skittering sounds her claws made as they scrapped against 
the dungeon ground. 


"Somewhere..." Len stated, the confidence in his voice faltering. 
"Perhaps where they keep the devices to torture the prisoners... 


that's where | would put it. | imagine it's somewhere not easy to 
access." 


"Do you know where that is?" Zekra asked. 
"| believe I've seen it once. It's near the-" 


A massive fireball the size of Zekra herself suddenly slammed into 
Len, smacking him across the room and crashing against a cell. The 
metal bars bent behind him as he landed upon the ground, all of his 
fur singed with small embers burning into his skin. Then, before the 
Luxray could even rise back to feet, a jet of water was shot at the 
Luxray, pushing him back against the cell once more. However, this 
time the force was so strong that he actually broke the bars and was 
slammed into the back wall of the vacant cell. 


When the geyser of water ceased, the Luxray hit the ground once 
more. But this time, he didn't get up. He only lay there in the prison 
cell, completely motionless and creating a pool of blood beneath 
him. 


It wasn't even a second after Zekra registered this was she too 
blasted with a great ball of fire. It impacted her right in the chest, 
searing her fur off and burning deep into her flesh. Zekra screamed 
so hard that she felt her lungs would burst as she fell to the ground 
and fell onto the part of her body that was aflame, smothering it 
under her weight. And though Zekra wanted to sigh a breath of relief 
as her body cooled and Venri began to patch up her burnt flesh, she 
couldn't. 


Because right there in front of her, jeering down at her, were the 
Entei and Suicune she had thought she had escaped from. 


"Oh little Zoroark, did you honestly think that coming here would do 
you any good?" the Suicune asked. "Did you honestly think you 
could escape from us?" 


"The portal... where's the portal?" Zekra asked, slowly rising to her 
feet. "There's a portal in this dungeon, isn't there?" 


"Pah, is that why you crawled down into this dingy and dank 
dungeon?" the Suicune said with a scoff before sneering at her. "Oh 
Zoroark, is that why you're down here? You still think that there's a 
way to the master even though we told you there wasn't any?" 


"There's a way to the Primogenitor," Zekra growled, bearing her 
teeth. "| Know there is. | didn't come all the way up this mountain all 
for nothing." 


The Suicune and Entei both guffawed for several moments, their 
boisterous laughter bouncing off the walls of the dungeon and 
echoing eerily all around Zekra. She fought to keep the fierce scowl 
upon her face as the two ceased their laughter before shooting her 
condescending grins. 


"You poor, hopeless soul. You're truly that desperate to reach the 
master," the Entei announced. "You're willing to believe in the most 
ridiculous of lies just so that you can stave off despair." 


"There's a portal here! There has to be!" Zekra insisted. "Where is it? 
Where's the portal?!" 


"There is none,” the Entei answered. "There was one, but it's gone 
now and the master will never open another one on Shiron as long 
as you are still alive." 


" You're lying! THERE'S A PORTAL! THERE HAS TO BE! STOP 
LYING TO ME!" 


Zekra launched herself at the Entei faster than she could think, 
closing the distance between them. She struck his face with her 
claws, creating a long streak across his face as he cringed and let 
out a loud roar. When Zekra's feet touched the floor, she pushed off 
the ground and sprang at the Entei's back, landing on it before 
sinking her claws deep into his brown fur. She let Venri slink out of 


her and worm her way into his organs, where she would tear apart 
anything that she could find. 


However, before Venri could reach anything meaningful, a blast of 
frigid air hit Zekra in the side, ripping her claws out of the Entei as 
she collapsed onto the ground. Her right arm became frozen to the 
ground by a block of ice, which she found that no matter how much 
she struggled, would simply not break. Zekra opened her jaws and 
was about to spew a fireball upon it that she hoped she could 
replicate even as a Zoroark, but then another blast of ice hit her, and 
she found her neck frozen to the ground. 


"Look at you, so desperate to deny reality," the Suicune said to her 
with a scoff. "I don't think I've met someone so blinded by false hope 
as you." 


" There's a way to the Primogenitor!" Zekra growled. "There is! There 
has to be!" 


Zekra thrashed for a moment with all her might, then broke free of 
her icy binds. The Suicune and Entei only shot her disapproving 
glares as she filled her claws with red, explosive power. She knew 
that by using this power she might have the entire ceiling collapse on 
her with how great the radius of the blast could be, but Zekra didn't 
care. She had to defeat these legendary creatures. 


She had to find the portal. 


Zekra thrust her claws down into the ground, and watched as 
everything around her became red. The ground beneath her threw 
up debris into her eyes as fissures formed beneath her claws. Zekra 
grit her teeth as she watched the entire dungeon become torn 
asunder from the shockwave, watching as many of the cells were 
thrashed and bent out of shape while almost all of the torches in the 
area were blown out. Rocks flew into the air and hurled themselves 
in all directions as pieces of the ceiling rained down upon the 
dungeon. The entire dungeon was caught up in the explosion as 
Zekra kept herself anchored to the ground. 


When all of her energy had left her claws and all the red cleared 
from the room, Zekra found everything had been completely 
decimated. Large chunks of the ceiling were littered upon the 
ground, though none had been able to hit her or Len. The dungeon 
was almost pitch-black as well, all of the light from it having been 
snuffed out by the explosion. But most of all, the Entei and Suicune 
were gone. There were no traces of them, and Zekra knew that they 
couldn't have escaped a blast with as wide of a range as her attack 
had. 


Zekra straightened herself out as the remaining glow in her claws 
diminished. She glanced around her momentarily, searching for any 
signs of life that weren't Len or the prisoners that had managed to 
survive the blast. When she detected no one, she went towards Len. 
He was still out cold, but she knew that she couldn't leave him alone. 
She would carry him with her as she searched for the portal, or at 
least until Reshiram showed up. Then she could give Len to 
Reshiram and she could search for the portal on her own without 
anything to weigh her down. 


Because there was a portal. The Suicune and Entei were lying to 
her. 


They had to be. Because if they were actually telling the truth... 


No, they were lying. Zekra told herself. There's a way to get to the 
Primogenitor. And I'm going to find it. 


The Zoroark stopped before the Luxray and glanced down at him. 
Though he still bled and remained motionless, she knew that he was 
still alive. Though his breaths were shallow and she could only 
barely see his chest rising and falling, he was alive. He would make 
it through this and help her defeat the Primogenitor. All he needed to 
do was sleep for a while. 


Something cold struck Zekra in the back, and then she suddenly 
couldn't breathe. 


Zekra fell over onto her side as she reached around for her back, 
and was immediately met with dozens of sharp, icy shards stuck 
deep in her flesh. Zekra was about to pull them out, as well as have 
Venri help push them out of her body, but before she could, a blast of 
water struck her, shoving her against a wall. Zekra slammed into it 
face first, and then fell onto her back, further pushing the shards into 
her body. Zekra screamed as she curled inward and felt Venri hastily 
push all of the shards out of her body. However, even as the ice was 
removed her and a numbing feeling slowly came over Zekra, it 
meant nothing in the end. A massive paw slammed down onto her 
ribcage, pinning her down to the ground. Not even a second later, 
another paw smashed down onto both of her claws, keeping them 
pinned to the ground and rendering them useless. 


All Zekra had to do was look up to see the Suicune and Entei before 
her, their bodies giving off wisps of smoke, but otherwise completely 
unharmed. 


"Please be quiet,” the Suicune with a condescending scoff. "Hope is 
noisy." 


Venri suddenly manifested above them in the form of a Raikou, her 
fangs opened wide as she descended upon them. However, before 
she could touch them, the Suicune shot a pillar of frigid energy at the 
false Raikou, blowing her back into a wall and freezing her in place. 
Venri shot the Suicune a vicious glare as she tried to vanish and 
reconstruct her illusion behind the Suicune, but found that she 
couldn't. Zekra felt her panic within her mind as she struggled 
against the ice, but found herself stuck in place. 


"You can't break free from that, irritable pest," the Suicune growled. 
"Did you honestly think that the master didn't warn us about you? It 
told us about your little powers, and it made sure we could properly 
deal with you." 


As soon as the Suicune said that, the ice encasing Venri shattered, 
revealing that she was not actually being constrained by ice. Instead, 
it was a thick webbing of black plague substance, covering every 


part of her body except her head. And no matter how much Venri 
squirmed, she could not break free or even revert her form. She was 
stuck as a Raikou, fastened to the wall helplessly. 


The Suicune smiled smugly before bringing his gaze back to Zekra. 


"Now then, | think I've tired of chasing you around this mountain," the 
Suicune said. "Master wants you dead, and quite frankly, so do I. 
You've been quite the vermin ever since you stepped foot here." 


Zekra struggled against the Entei and Suicune, but their weight held 
her down, making her thrashing useless. Even with help from Venri 
from within her mind, she couldn't find the strength to topple the two 
beasts holding her down. Their weight was too much. 


"Don't feel so bad about your death," the Suicune told her. "You were 
never meant to succeed. This is all exactly as it's supposed to be. 
You were never going to reach the master no matter what you did." 


Zekra wanted to tell them that they were lying to her. She wanted to 
scream that there was a way to get to the Primogenitor, just as she 
had done again and again. There wasn't any reason that her fate 
was to die to the hands of the Fellowship leaders. She was 
supposed to be victorious and kill the Primogenitor, thus protecting 
the world from it. 


But she couldn't say it this time. 
She couldn't... because the Suicune was absolutely right. 


There was no way she would have been able to succeed. The 
Primogenitor absolutely did not want her or her friends reaching it, so 
of course it had sealed off any sort of portal they could use to reach 
it. And even if they had found a portal... how could they hope to 
defeat it when she couldn't even win against the Fellowship leaders? 
How could she possibly hope to win that fight when all of her friends 
were gone, all slowly disappearing, one by one? 


How was she ever supposed to be victorious when she was the only 
one left? 


The answer was that she wasn't. She was never supposed to 
succeed. She had only been lucky that she had made it as far as she 
had. Maybe it was her excessive determination that had done it. 
Maybe it was stubbornness and refusal to back down in the most 
dangerous and absurd situations she found herself in. Maybe it was 
even her arrogance that allowed her to get through the trials and 
tribulations that dared to stand in her way. 


But she was never meant to make it this far. 


She should have perished long ago, whether it was after Aurora 
Town had been attacked by Plagued Ones or when she fought with 
Nyx in Erebus Woods. That, or she should have quit, as she once 
did after Zeverous died. She was never supposed to come back to 
Shiron and keep fighting. 


In reality... she stood no better chance at stopping the Plagued 
Ones than she did as a tiny, weak, and lost Zorua. 


Her victories meant absolutely nothing. 

Tears streaked down Zekra's eyes as this earth-shattering revelation 
dawned upon her, breaking her heart in two. She couldn't resist 
whimpering as the tears pooled beneath her, wallowing in her own 
self-defeat and the realization that she was never destined to 
succeed. She was always meant to fail. 

Everything she had done was utterly meaningless. 


The Suicune and Entei smirked down at the miserable and pathetic 
Zoroark, reveling in her misery. 


"Oh look, you made her cry," the Entei said with fake pity. 


"Aww, | did," the Suicune said, his smirk widening. "Maybe | should 
put her out of her misery then. She must be suffering so much, 
knowing all of her efforts were for naught." 


"Yes, be a kind soul and do so. I'm sure she would love that very 
much." 


The Suicune opened his maw, revealing a white light at the back of 
his throat. It grew larger and larger, gathering energy as the Suicune 
aimed it down at Zekra. And though Zekra could see it through her 
blurry vision, she did nothing. She only watched the light grow 
brighter, knowing there was nothing to do. She only lay motionless 
and waited for the end to come. 


She was done. There was nothing left to do. Even Venri wasn't 
arguing with her. 


There had just been no point in this entire journey. 
" Hssssssh..." 


The Suicune closed his maw as he and Entei shot their gazes over 
to something in the distance. And though Zekra felt almost no energy 
to do so, she did the same and found herself staring at an uncanny 
sight. 


There, standing by one of the few torches still burning in the 
dungeon, was the first shadow creature that Zekra had seen in the 
castle. It was staring at the three of them with its beady white eyes, 
watching them silently and making no effort to move. And though 
Zekra did find the sight of the creature to be unnerving, it didn't make 
her want to flee. She still felt the miserable lethargy consuming her, 
making her dormant as she watched the creature with a dull and 
hazy stare. 


She watched as more shadows then crept into the dungeon around 
the shadow with hissing sounds. They slinked in from behind, 
gathering in the torchlight as they stood before beneath the original 


shadow, each of them of a different shape than the others. Zekra 
thought she even saw the serpent-like creature and the Ariados like 
one amongst the group of clustering shadows as they loomed close 
together. 


Then, all of the shadows suddenly merged into the original shadow, 
becoming one with its mass. The creature's body convulsed as it 
began to change, its shadowy form becoming grotesque and wrong. 
Its form melted so that it was nothing but a black blob that took on an 
incredibly vague human shape. Multiple eyes opened up on various 
parts of its grotesque mass, glowing with white power as they 
focused upon all of the Pokémon in the room at once 


But it was not the body of the creature that Zekra found most 
disturbing, even as it grew so that it towered over the Suicune and 
Entei. It was the head of the creature. The head was undoubtedly a 
human head, presumably Dimitri before he was split in half. 
However, that was as far as similarities went, for everything else 
about him was corrupted and altered. Where his eyes once were, 
there were now two green glowing circles, emitting a bright light that 
almost lit up the entire room with its radiance. And where his mouth 
once was, there was now simply nothing, leaving only a blank face 
that gazed down at the tiny Pokémon. Long, flowing wisps that 
sprouted out of its head like hair swayed in a non-existent wind, 
occasionally reverting into a large, fanged mouth that snapped at 
seemingly nothing in the air. 


The abomination watched Zekra and the legendary beasts, doing 
nothing as various parts of its body would morph into shadowy 
tendrils and snap at the air. 


" You," the Entei hissed, shooting it a glare. "What exactly are you, 
and whose side are you on?" 


The beast said nothing, only keeping its multiple eyes upon the 
Entei, none of them ever blinking. 


"| think this is a Blight Demon that has lost its connection to the 
master," the Suicune stated cautiously. "Perhaps it has gone mad 
due to it and thus has become unpredictable." 


"Pitiful," the Entei scoffed. "This one seems fairly powerful. It could 
have made a great addition to our army." 


The Entei stepped off of Zekra just as the Suicune placed its other 
paw down upon her, preventing her going anywhere. However, Zekra 
had no intentions of going anywhere and thus resigned herself to 
remain still as she watched the great fire beast approach the shadow 
monster, not wavering in the slightest. Then, he opened his mouth 
and shot a great blast of fire at the monster. 


One second, the shadow was standing at a distance from the Entei, 
watching him blankly. Then, before the fire could even exit the 
Entei's maw, the shadow was suddenly before him, quick as a flash. 
It wasted no time in wrapping its body around him before taking its 
tendrils and digging them deep into the Entei's body. The Entei 
roared as the tendrils wormed their way inside of him before 
suddenly falling limp in the shadow's grasp. The beast then removed 
its tendrils from the Entei before releasing its grip on him and letting 
him collapse onto the ground. A huge, gaping mouth tore open from 
the face, filled with fanged teeth that could easily snap bones in half 
with just one chomp. Then, after releasing an unnatural, inhuman 
howling sound, the beast snagged the Entei with its teeth and 
swallowed him whole, closing its mouth and making it vanish from 
existence once more as the legendary slid down its throat. 


It locked all of its eyes onto the Suicune just as he tensed, and fora 
moment, the great legendary being seemed frozen with fear. 


And then in the next moment, the shadow monster leapt at the 
Suicune, not even bothering to attack him like it had with Entei. It 
only collided with the Suicune, knocking him off of Zekra before 
making him tumble onto the ground. Then, before the Suicune knew 
what was happening, the monster opened up its mouth once more 
and devoured the Suicune with one bite. 


Everything became eerily quiet as the shadow monster slowly turned 
toward Zekra, eyeing her with its blank gaze. Zekra only continued to 
remain where she was on the floor, as if she were still being pinned 
down the Fellowship leaders. However, it was not out of crippling 
fear as what had struck the Suicune seconds before his life ended. It 
was because she knew there was no point in fighting back. Her spirit 
was still dampened, and not even the sight of a demonic beast ready 
to devour her could snap her out of her miserable state. 


The shadow beast slowly crept over to Zekra until it was right before 
her, its head only about a foot above her own head. It cocked its 
head to the side as it watched her, as if waiting for her to lash out 
and fight it, but Zekra only remained where she was. The sight of this 
monstrous creature right before her, staring her down as its tentacles 
brushed up against her fur, could not even provoke a shriek out of 
her. 


All she did was stare up at it with a blank stare, unable to see her 
own reflection in its multiple eyes that were fixated upon her. 


"Well, are you going to do it?" Zekra asked in a monotone. "Are you 
going to eat me just like you did with those other guys?" 


The creature didn't answer her, once again remaining silent. Zekra 
quickly deduced that creature was incapable of speech just as its 
spawn were, but that didn't stop her from shooting it an exasperated 
glare. 


"Just end it already!" Zekra screamed at it. "You're here to kill me, so 
just do it already! Stop waiting around!" 


The shadow creature gave her another long stare, and then it 
seemed to close all of its eyes at once so that the entire monster 
was nothing but a black, shifting mesh of darkness. Then, it opened 
all of its eyes at once as a mouth formed along its face. Zekra didn't 
even struggle as the creature's tendrils wrapped themselves around 
her arms and shoved her into the massive shadow's mouth. Then, 
once she was fully within the creature's maw, it clamped its jaw shut. 


And then, there was just darkness. 


Warm, welcoming darkness that lifted all of the cold despair out of 
Zekra's heart and filled her with peace. 


So this is how everything ends. This is how my story ends. | never 
make it to the Primogenitor. | just die because Yimtri devours me like 
I'm some kind of snack because he's gone insane. Hahah. 

I... | was so stupid thinking otherwise. 

| was always going to fail. 

Just like everybody who ever tried to fight the plague. 


They all died and got nowhere. Now | get to join them. 


The only bragging right | have is that | made it further than them. | 
get to say | made it to the Fellowship. But it doesn't matter really. 


| couldn't save anybody. 

Zekra would have sighed if she still could, but she couldn't breathe, 
as if she no longer had lungs. Thus, she only sighed in her mind as 
she basked in her dying thoughts, letting the warmth around her 
consume her as she felt her spirit drift out of her body. 

I lost. | lost and now it's all over. 


But it's not, Zekra. You haven't lost. 


Zekra was suddenly snapped out of her lulling state as the voice 
echoed softly in her mind, tantalizing yet familiar at the same time. 


Who said that? Who just talked to me?! Was that you, Venri? 
No. I'm not Venri. 


I'm your salvation. 


There was suddenly a bright light, and the next thing Zekra knew, 
she was on the ground, coughing and feeling the warmth leave her. 
She shivered as she got onto all fours, and hacked up a black 
substance from her lungs, stinging her throat in the process. 


"Zekra! You're okay!" 


Zekra looked up, and was immediately taken aback by what she saw 
before her. She was back in the leaders' bedroom. Not only that but 
standing right before her was Crystelle, completely unharmed though 
now with a red scarf tied fast around her neck. Zekra felt a wide 
smile work its way onto her face as she got up and rushed over to 
her. 


"Crystelle, you're still alive!" Zekra cried joyously. "But how? | thought 
you got taken away by those shadow things..." 


"| thought | was a goner too," Crystelle confessed. "But those 
shadows didn't eat me. They just brought me here and wanted me to 
stay here for some reason. And they gave me this scarf with this 
weird pin attached to it too." 


"Pin?" Zekra repeated. "Wait... what does the pin look like?" 


"It's silver and has this weird shine to it, and looks kind of like a tear 
drop," Crystelle answered. 


"That's a plague-blocking pin..." Zekra realized. "Why would those 
shadow things..." 


Zekra looked behind her to find that the demonic creature that had 
devoured her only moments ago was standing at a distance, 
hunched over and making strange clicking sounds. Then, it opened 
its mouth and Impetus was spat out of its body and dropped onto the 
floor, covered in a black, sticky substance. The beast formed many 
tendrils out of its body and gently ran them through Impetus's fur, 
removing the residue before it gingerly set her back on the ground. 
Seconds later, the Mienshao opened her eyes, and just like Zekra, 


she began coughing up a black substance. As soon as it exited her 
respiratory tract and sloshed to the ground, the blob slithered toward 
the shadow and was reabsorbed back into it. 


"Impetus!" Zekra cried. 


The Mienshao blinked once, shooting the Zoroark a hazy gaze 
before clarity returned to her eyes. She then smiled as she got to her 
feet and drew closer to the Zoroark. 


"Zekra, you're Okay," Impetus said warmly. "| didn't think | would see 
you again. That demon ate me and then everything went black for a 
while. | thought | had died." 


"Nope! You didn't die!" Zekra assured before something dawned 
upon her. "But wait... if we both got eaten and then spat out, and 
Crystelle here was just carried over here, then..." 


The three turned back to look at the shadow monster to see that it 
was Staring at them with its blank eyes. However, rather than finding 
the sight to be unnerving and have shudders run down Zekra's 
spine, she felt something else upon sharing a gaze with this monster. 


She felt camaraderie. 


"Yimtri... is that you?" she asked it softly. "Are you... are you helping 
us? Is that why you gave Crystelle that pin?" 


The shadow's blank face remained unchanged, but Zekra thought 
she saw a small glimmer in the creature's many eyes. 


Zekra was about to question it more, but then she saw it turn away 
from the group and watch the entryway as two Pokémon made their 
way toward the room. The shadow retreated towards the back of the 
room as the two Pokémon emerged into the room, revealing 
themselves to be Len and Reshiram. Despite the heavy damage Len 
had sustained during his time in the dungeon earlier, he still walked 
with quite an impressive amount of strength. His wounds were 


already healing and as he entered the room in front of the great 
dragon, he didn't even stumble. Zekra noticed that he also wore a 
scarf around his neck, though his was green. Zekra imagined that his 
scarf also had a pin attached to the inside of it that the shadow must 
have stolen off of Pokemon throughout the castle. 


"Alright, | found Reshiram," Len stated as he turned toward the 
shadow. "That was what you wanted, correct?" 


The shadow nodded before it slinked over to a nearby wall and 
gazed upon it, seemingly studying it with intense concentration. As it 
did so, Len and Reshiram finally noticed Impetus and Zekrom in the 
room, and rushed over to them. 


"Ah, you two are okay," Len sighed heavily. "Thank Arceus. | was 
hoping that this creature hadn't hurt you two. It looks like it really is 
as benevolent as it's trying to make itself appear." 


"Len, what's even going on?" Zekra asked, growing more and more 
confused by the second. 


" Yes, | share the same thoughts as Zekra," Reshiram spoke, 
eying the shadow cautiously. "You mentioned that you wanted me 
here to meet with this shadow, but I don't quite understand the 
reasons for this when it was devouring everything earlier." 


"This shadow... it's Yimtri. I'm sure of it," Len stated as he turned to 
look at the monster. "And even though he's been corrupted and had 
his form twisted, | think he's trying to help us. He asked me to bring 
you here Reshiram, because he was going to do something for us. 
He couldn't exactly say what, since he can only communicate by 
shifting into different shapes, but... | think he has something very 
important he wants us all to see." 


It was not long after Len said this that the shadow suddenly thrust 
many of its tendrils into the wall before him, arranging them so that 
they made a circle on the wall the size of Zekra's head. Then, black 
energy leaked out the tendrils and seeped toward the center of the 


circle. Everybody watched with mystified gazes as the interior was 
slowly filled with this darkness until the entire circle was nothing but 
a black spot. The shadow withdrew its tendrils from the wall as the 
circle grew larger and larger, making loud whirling sounds as purple 
light slowly seeped out of the middle of the darkness and dispersed 
itself amongst the circle. 


Within a matter of moments, the circle had grown to take up the 
entire wall, its entire interior a swirling mesh of equal amounts of 
purple and black light. White flashes of lightning occasionally erupted 
from the vortex, streaming out of the mesh of colors and into the air 
harmlessly. The shadow observed the vortex for a few moments 
before sticking his head into the mass of colors and kept it in there 
for a few seconds. Then, he pulled it right back out, revealing to the 
mystified group that his head was solid and unharmed. 


He cast the five a gaze before pointing to the vortex with one of his 
tendrils, his eyes flickering in the process. Then he slinked away, 
making his way past the group and towards the door. 


"Hey wait! Yimtri, wait!" Zekra cried out. 


The shadow stopped in the doorway. He turned his head toward 
Zekra and cocked his head to the side, watching her carefully. Zekra 
nervously took a step forward as she approached the shadow 
monster, still wary of its towering height and frightening appearance. 


"This is the portal to the Primogenitor, isn't it?" she asked. 

The shadow nodded slowly. 

"And nothing'll happen if we use it?" she asked. 

The shadow shook his head. She could see his tendrils waving 
through the air more vigorously, as if he were feeling quite antsy. She 


even thought she saw some of his eyes turning toward something 
outside of the room. 


"And you're... you're coming with us, right?" she then asked. 


The shadow did nothing this time. He only brought all of his eyes to 
Zekra, remaining silent as he always did as his body became still. 
Zekra, feeling slightly more courageous, took a step toward the 
beast. 


"You're coming with us to fight... right?" she asked. "| mean, you said 
you would. You told me how much killing the Primogenitor meant to 
you." 


The shadow still did not respond in any way. He only continued to 
stare at Zekra silently. The Zoroark cast him a longing stare as she 
reached her claw toward him, taking a few more steps forward as 
she did so. 


"Yimtri... where are you going?" she asked him, her voice barely 
above a whisper. "Why aren't you coming with us?" 


The towering creature kept his gaze on Zekra for a moment longer, 
and then slithered toward her. Zekra stopped as he came toward her, 
suddenly afraid of what he would do. However, before she could 
think about running away, the creature stopped before her and he 
shrank down to her level so that he was just a head taller than her. 
Then, he cast her what appeared to be a longing stare of his own 
before making two large tendrils sprout of his body to create 
makeshift arms. He wrapped these tendrils around her, holding her 
close to him as he enveloped her in a hug. Zekra didn't do anything 
as he held her ear against his strange, nearly intangible body, finding 
herself at a loss as she partially sank into him. 


I'm sorry. It has to be this way. Don't come after me. 


Then, he released her and raced out of the room, leaving everyone 
behind as he disappeared. Zekra looked down at her claws as the 
shadow's last words echoed in her mind. What did he mean when he 
had said them? Why was he apologizing and saying it in such an 
insidious manner? Where exactly was Yimtri going? 


"Zekra, we should get going.” 


The Zoroark turned to find Len, Impetus, Reshiram, and Crystelle all 
standing before the portal. They all seemed ready to jump in without 
hesitation, even knowing what was on the other side of that swirling 
mass of surreal colors. There was not a shred of reluctance in their 

eyes. 


There was only steadfast resolution. 


Zekra cast the doorway of the Fellowship a longing stare. Though 
she wanted to chase after Yimtri and bring him with her to stop the 
Primogenitor, she knew she couldn't. He clearly had somewhere else 
he had to be. She wasn't sure where that was or what he wanted to 
do, or if it was even benevolent or not, but she knew there was no 
stopping him. 


She had to let him go, just as he wanted her to do. 


Zekra took in a deep breath before she brought her gaze back over 
to her companions, returning their determined glares with one of her 
own. 


"You're right," she said with a slow nod. "Let's go. Let's go save the 
world and end everything." 


And then, with her conviction renewed and her heart swelling with 
confidence, Zekra raced toward the portal and dove in head-first, her 
companions following right behind her. 


Terron's plague had just finished devouring a Nidoqueen that had 
tried to topple him over with an earthquake. She had made a valiant 
effort, but alas, it was pointless. He had simply leapt into the air and 
sprouted his wings once more before descending upon her and 
swallowing her whole. 


He stood near the entrance of the Fellowship, in the grand hall that 
so many Pokémon were gathered in at any given point of the day. In 
the past, so many Pokemon had passed one another whether it was 
day or night, seeing each other off before they went on missions or 
greeting each other from their successes. But now, the hall was 
completely empty. All that remained were ruined tapestries, charred 
remains of carpet, and dozens and dozens of corpses piled upon the 
white flooring. 


Terron's plague smiled to himself as he looked over himself. He had 
devoured at least a hundred different Pokemon now. Though his 
form was small, he had been able to eat and consume all of them, so 
long as they had the plague. So long as they had the plague, he 
could shrink them down with ease, making it so that he could fit an 
entire galaxy's worth of plagued Pokémon if he truly wanted to. After 
all, he was their master. He held one of the Primogenitor's greatest 
powers, the ability to take any powers from any Pokémon and make 
it his own. It'd be awfully inconvenient if he couldn't shrink them 
down and could only devour Pokémon smaller than him. The best he 
could possibly hope for that case would have to be a Joltik. 


Something dark moved in the corner of the Cubone's eyes. 
"Oh, is that who | think it is?" he chuckled to himself. 


There, moving briskly along the ground, was a shadow. The Cubone 
smiled as the shadow made its way toward him before stopping a 
few feet in front of him. Then, it slowly rose out of the ground, taking 
on the vague form of a Sableye that lacked gemstones and instead 
had glowing circles in their place. The Sableye kept its distance from 
Terron's plague as it stood before him, gazing at him silently with his 
mouthless face. 


"Ah, there you are," Terron's plague said in a pleased voice. "Feeling 
better?" 


The Sableye did nothing at first, but eventually nodded once. The 
wisps escaping his body seemed to lick at the air more vigorously, 


prompting Terron's plague to smile even wider. 


"Yep, just like | expected," Terron's plague said. "How does it feel, 
being a real shadow? How does it feel, being one of us?" 


"... Different." 


"Yes, well that's what happens when you've been masquerading ina 
‘real’ body for a number of years and now have to be this," Terron's 
plague shrugged. "But don't worry, you'll get used to it. In fact, | know 
how to help you so that you feel better." 


"... Synchronize. You want to synchronize like before in that 
swamp." 


"Exactly! Wow, you're good at this. It's almost like you can read my 
mind,” Terron's plague laughed. "Well then, what do you say? You 
ready to be one and help Rem's Shadow? You know it'll be so happy 
to see us again after it sees what we've done to the real Dimitri..." 


"... Yes. Let's synchronize. For Rem's Shadow. We have been 
separated for too long." 


The Cubone grinned as he stuck out his hand toward the Sableye. 
The shadow stared at it for a moment, gazing at it absently, and then 
crept toward the Cubone until he was standing right in front of him. 
He looked into the Cubone's eyes once more with his own vacant 
ones, and then finally grasped the Cubone's paw with his own claw. 


Terron's plague felt pure euphoria as the Sableye lost his form and 
became nothing but a black, wispy blob that was slowly being 
absorbed into the Cubone's hand. He watched the Sableye slowly 
disappear from reality as he merged with the Cubone, infusing 
himself into the Cubone's very soul. He could practically feel the 
Sableye's power within him, all of the potential and all of the power 
that he had stolen from the Primogenitor. He could see all the 
Pokémon he had devoured after his transformation, all of the power 
that would make the two of them stronger. 


All of the power that would make Terron's plague stronger. 
Except that it's not yours to have. 
It never was, abomination. 


What the... Terron's plague rasped mentally as the voice suddenly 
invaded his mind. You're not the one I'm looking for! Who... who are 
you? What's going on?! 


I'm Yimtri... and yet I'm not Yimtri. 


I'm his protector. I'm his guardian. I'm the one that keeps him 
safe and gives him power, even when he wants nothing to do 
with me. 


Dozens and dozens of Pokémon suddenly tumbled out of Yimtri's 
disappearing body. They all landed in heaps, slumbering peacefully, 
not an injury to be seen upon them. Terron's plague quickly 
recognized all of the Pokémon to be the ones that Yimtri had 
devoured as he had been slithering about the Fellowship as multiple 
creatures. But worst of all, he realized something else. 


These were all of Yimtri's Pokémon. They were all Dusk Mines 
Pokémon. 


He had been protecting them within himself, all the while using their 
energy to eliminate the threats that stalked the halls of the castle. 


The only Pokémon he had ever killed were his enemies. 
GET AWAY FROM ME! 


Terron's plague ripped his hand out of the Sableye's grasp, trying to 
halt the synchronization, but it was futile. What remained of Yimtri's 
disappearing form produced claws from its body and grabbed the 
Cubone's maw before prying it wide open. Then, in his shapeless 
form, he crawled into the Cubone's mouth and disappeared down his 
throat. 


Instead of still feeling the Sableye's power invigorate him and allow 
him to turn into the all-powerful being he was supposed to be, the 
Cubone's muscles rebelled against him and threw him onto the floor. 
No matter how much he struggled, he could not get up. He was 
somehow glued to the ground. 


You thought you were going to have Yimtri, you spiteful demon. 
But in truth, he was never yours. He was always mine to protect 
and shelter, just as Mother always wanted me to from you and 
the demon you tried to awaken in him. 


WHO ARE YOU?! ANSWER ME! 


Terron's plague could see the entity smiling at him in his mind's eye, 
its green eyes flashing as darkness quickly fell over him. 


I'M YOUR DOWNFALL. 


Chapter 90: Dive Into The Heart 


X 
Chapter 90 


Dive Into The Heart 


Special thanks to Rotshout for helping me figure out the proper 
mechanics of the battle scene of this chapter. It was a huge help for 
a situation I'm not used to writing. 


There was darkness everywhere. 


Endless, silent, and brooding darkness. It accepted Yimtri without 
question as he fell through it, taking in his everything as it slowly 
absorbed him into itself. It accepted him for everything he was and 
everything he wasn't. It accepted his greatest strengths and his 
greatest faults. None of these things mattered to the darkness. 


It only took him in to be with it without hesitation. He was always 
meant to be one with it. He had avoided this fate for so long, for so 
many years, but he would have been a fool to believe he could 
escape it forever. He was always meant to be one with this 
darkness, this perpetual black that enveloped him. 


After all, a shadow was only an appendage of the dark. 


And yet, he wasn't frightened as he melted into the darkness, 
becoming one with it. Though he knew there was no escaping from 
the fate he found himself in, he found no reason to fret. There was 
nothing to harm him here in this void. There were no creatures that 
wanted to kill him, no creatures that wished to spit spiteful words at 
him, no tragedies to endure, nor any horrors that he had to stand 
steadfastly against. He was simply alone. 


He was home, where he was always meant to be. 


He started to remember the days he used to live in this abyss. What 
seemed like centuries ago, he remembered the days when this 
darkness was where he dwelt every moment of every day. He would 
drift here silently, listening to the voices and watching the people 
from outside of the darkness through someone else's eyes, taking in 
everything that was happening. And then, if he felt so prompted, he 
would speak. He would tell the one whose eyes he would be 
watching through exactly what he thought and how to best work with 
the situation. Though it was not his life to live, he felt a strange 
compulsion to always help this person whose life he would gaze 
upon like Arceus did amongst the mortal realm in days of long ago. 
He never understood why, but he would not question it. He only 
wanted to help this strange person whose world he found so much 
fascination and fondness in. 


And for a time, the person he watched through the darkness did as 
he suggested. He would see something through the person's eyes, 
and he would tell the person what he thought of it. Shortly after, the 
person would do as he suggested and favorable outcomes were 
made. He remembered he was always happy during these times. It 
was in these days that he felt that he was practically living the 
person's life. 


But all of that changed sometime later. He could not remember 
precisely when it happened. Time seemed to mesh in his memories. 
All he knew was that after some time, the person stopped listening to 
him. Whenever he saw something about a situation that was 
particularly bothersome, such as another person being rather rude to 
his person, he would tell the human the only way to make the person 
stop was to hurt them. He would tell the person he had to attack asa 
wild animal might do when cornered. It would make the other person 
realize that their words were not called for and make them never 
speak those rude words again. But his person would not listen to 
him. He would only remain silent and let everything continue. He let 
the rudeness continue, all the while simmering in silence. 


This happened for nearly everything. Whether it was because the 
person was dealt an unfair hand in life, was not granted the justice 
he deserved, or was being a pitiful, pathetic mess, the person would 
not listen to whenever advice was given. He wanted to help this 
human. He didn't want the human to suffer. He could feel all of the 
pain the human did and wanted it to end more than anything. And 
yet, no matter what he said, the human would ignore him. The 
human would shudder every time he spoke within his realm, and he 
would feel a deep sense of dread crawling through his being. Only 
on rare occasions, when the human was too overwhelmed by his 
emotions, did he ever listen. Only when he was volatile would he 
listen and heed the advice given to him. 


That was his life for so long. He was continuously ignored by the 
human he only wanted to help, all because his advice was 
considered too harsh or unwanted by the human. And thus, every 
day he remained in that darkness, sulking silently. He drifted in that 
endless black, festering away in loneliness as he watched the 
human live his life without him. That had been his life. He was 
doomed forever to remain in that void and watch his human live a 
much more lively life without him. Every day he slowly grew to resent 
that human. Every day he wished he could be that human instead 
and have the human wander in the aimless darkness. Every day he 
began to question why he continued to offer this human his words of 
wisdom when they would only be ignored. 


But it meant nothing in the end. No matter how much he screamed at 
the human, telling him to listen and to stop ignoring him, the human 
would not listen. He was doomed to forever rot in that darkness in 
eternal loneliness, watching the human's life unfold before him while 
futilely trying to help him. 


At least, he would have... if Something miraculous had not 
happened. 


He could remember it so clearly. It was a seemingly ordinary night, 
this night the same as every other one. The human was asleep and 
would be going to school in another few hours. He was simply 


dwelling in his darkness, watching the human's dreams of whimsical 
fantasy and wonder in silence. He debated entering that dream and 
speaking to the human. He knew he could, as he had done it several 
times in the past, but he had never spoken to the human. He had 
kept afar, taking on the forms of dream inhabitants that might fit 
whatever dream the human was having. If it was a dream rooted in 
reality, then he would be one of the human's neighbors. If it was a 
dream rooted in a world of medieval times with mythical creatures 
and knights, he would often pretend to be a hatchling dragon. He 
had done these things because he was not sure what the human 
would think. The human already hated him when he couldn't actually 
see him. He could only imagine the results if he tried to talk to the 
human face-to-face in a dream, the both of them of equal power. 


And yet, he sought that human. That human was his everything, his 
entire reason for being. He missed the days when the two were once 
one, when they could think alike and both live in the world. If the two 
of them could only be like that again. He couldn't stand this world of 
solitude and neglect all the while the human lived his life happily, 
surrounded by those that loved him. 


But just as he was to consider going into the dream and speak to the 
human, something else happened. A portal opened up before the 
human. Then, in a flash of light, the human was taken from his bed 
and placed down upon the cold, moist dirt of an eerie forest whose 
branches curled and twisted in such unnatural forms. But much more 
surprising, there was a creature before the human. It was a strange 
creature, a being seemingly made out of darkness that hovered 
above the slumbering human. She was gazing at him with a pitiful 
glimmer, as she ran a claw-like hand through his hair. He had no 
idea what to think of the strange sight before him. 


And he wasn't able to ponder in it further either, for not long after he 
noticed the creature's presence, something bright hit the creature 
and knocked her into the forest. 


What occurred next happened so quickly. 


One second, he was diving into the human's dream so that he could 
tell him to wake up and run away. 


The next second, horrible pain filled his body. Pain so terrible and 
great that it woke up the human without his help and made him 
scream. Something cold began to invade his void. Something 
menacing and treacherous. And though he wanted to flee, he knew 
he could not. Whatever was crawling through home was closing in 
on him. Something with two, glowing white lights that showed no 
mercy. 


That was when it happened. 


Just as he was sure the entity clashed with him, something seemed 
to grab him. And then, it tore him out of the darkness. It tore him 
straight out of his home he was born in, and tossed him into a 
blinding light. He clawed at the light as it burned him, eating away at 
his formless being, but the light would not fade. It only grew brighter 
as the darkness that was his home was taken away from him. He 
screamed and screamed, but nothing could stop the pain or the light. 


Then, just like that, everything just stopped. The light disappeared as 
the dark invaded his sight once more. 


That was where his memories ended. Everything about his life with 
the human ended at that point and they would not continue. They 
simply ended at him fading into the darkness. 


However, Yimtri didn't need any more memories to know what 
happened next. 


He was what happened next. He was what awoke sometime later in 
a glade with no one around in a body that he knew was not his. He 
was what held that human's memories, believing them to be his own. 
He was the pitiful being that had been ripped out of that void and 
given a body thanks to an entity he could never claim to fully 
understand. 


Yimtri was what became of that lonesome shadow that was torn out 
of Dimitri. 


| was so different back then. | was more of a frightened and needy 
child than whatever | have become now. All because of having 
Dimitri's memories within me. | thought | was him when | woke up. | 
didn't think | was the one he was trying to neglect all this time. If 1 
hadn't had those memories when | was turned into a Sableye... 
would | still be that lonely little shadow? 


Will | turn back into him now that I've finally returned home? 


Are these the last moments | have as the person | was on Shiron 
before | become that pitiful shadow once more? 


That's for you to decide. 


Yimtri would have froze if he still had a body. The peaceful yet 
moody atmosphere was swiftly smothered out as he hurriedly 
searched about. In this new form, he could see everywhere at once, 
as if he actually were every speck of darkness that enveloped his 
home. And yet, he could not see anyone. He was alone. 


Who's there? 


Don't worry. I'm not here to hurt you. I've been searching for 
you is all. | thought that you were lost. 


And why have you been searching for me? 
Because | need your help. | need you to help me save Terron. 
What do you mean? | thought that he was lost to that monster. 


He is on the border of being gone forever, but he is not gone 
yet. He's only locked away. 


But | thought that | was lost to that monster that began to awake 
within me. | remember it taking over my mind before it threw me 


down here... How can | possibly help him? 


Your plague saved you. It protected you before that monster 
could take over so that you could save Terron. 


Yimtri couldn't believe what he was hearing. His plague, the entity 
that he had pushed aside and never spoke to again after he vowed 
not to kill Zekra, was keeping him safe. Despite all of the harsh 
words he had said to it and how much he despised it, it was 
protecting him from the monster that had been trying to consume 
him. 


My plague wouldn't save me. It knows how much | detest it. Why are 
you telling me these lies? What do you really want with me? 


But it did save you. | can prove it. 


It was then that Yimtri's vision was filled with light. He watched as the 
darkness surrounding him crept away as a scene unfolded around 
him, and before long, he found himself gazing down upon Terron in 
his possessed form. He was collapsed on the ground, out cold. He 
twitched in his sleep, wincing and thrashing about as if trying to 
desperately wake up, but was unable to do so. He remained in this 
seemingly perpetual nightmare. But what struck Yimtri most of all 
was the appearance he now took on. The Cubone was no longer a 
strange Cubone and Primogenitor hybrid. Now, it resembled a more 
normal Cubone with no traces of Primogenitor upon him. Every so 
often a ripple would go over the Cubone, and he would revert back 
to the fearsome creature that had bitten off Yimtri's head, but it would 
only be for a fleeting second before he reverted back. Every time this 
happened, the Cubone's shadow would seem to gain eyes that 
would glimmer momentarily. 


Yimtri recognized those eyes to be his plague's eyes. 


You two are in the same body now. Your plague did this so that 
it could protect both you and Terron. It did that because it cared 
about you. 


But | hated my plague... it knows that... 


Dimitri hated you when you were a shadow. Did that stop you 
from wanting to help him? 


Yimtri found himself at a loss as the vision of Terron's possessed 
body faded away and the darkness came over him once more. Of 
course he knew the answer. He had seen it in his memories. Even 
though he had despised Dimitri for neglecting him so and living out 
his life without him, he had still wanted to keep that human boy safe. 
He had wanted him to prosper and live his life the best he could. 


He had wanted Dimitri to be happy in the life that his shadow could 
not live. 


Help me save Terron. Don't let your plague's efforts go to waste. 
Come with me and together we can all purge that monster out 
of here. 


Alright... alright, let's save Terron then. Together. 


Yimtri felt warmth shudder through the void around him as a small, 
white light appeared in the distance. He felt something pull him 
toward it, the light growing brighter and brighter with each passing 
second. 


... Who exactly are you, though? You're not my plague, and you're 
most certainly not Terron... 


Yimtri thought he heard a laugh from everywhere at once, but not a 
mocking or insidious one. It was warm and kind, something he had 
not heard for quite some time. 


Ah, | thought you'd never ask. 
I'm what remains of the plague that Mother gave Terron. 


I'm what was supposed to protect him from the monster that 
awoke from within him. 


I'm what was left of you after you were torn out of him so many 
years ago. 


And then the light enveloped Yimtri completely. 


When the light disappeared, Yimtri found himself laying face up upon 
solid ground. High above him were a number of black, jagged 
stalactites, all of them clinging to the dark ceiling above him. And 
though they seemed firmly rooted to the ceiling and were so high 
above him, he couldn't help but feel that they would break and 
impale him the moment he took his eyes off of them. However, all 
Yimtri had to do was raise his hands to see that they were once 
again purple claws adept for digging and slashing. He was no longer 
the formless being he had seemingly become when he was whisked 
away into that void. 


He reached up and felt for his eyes, and was quickly met with 
something cold and crystalline. He resisted a gasp as he carefully 
slid his claws down his eyes and felt no cracks. There was only a 
smooth, solid surface that he felt radiated warmth when he pressed 
claws against it hard enough. He then looked down, and immediately 
saw the red gem embedded into his chest, glimmering dimly in the 
light of his gemstone eyes. 


He was a Sableye again. 


When he realized this, the uneasy thoughts flowing through his mind 
silenced themselves. He turned away from the ceiling as he slowly 
sat up, and gazed upon the new world that he found himself in. 


Yimtri was in what appeared to be the inside of a volcano. Lava 
pooled around his tiny island of rock no bigger than a Lapras, hissing 
and occasionally sending up sprays of its fiery embers near the 
Sableye. It surrounded him and numerous other small islands that 
offered shelter from the hissing lava. Magma seeped down in small 
waterfalls from various parts of the ceiling without cease, adding to 
the molten rock already swarming around Yimtri. And yet, despite 


how much lava seemed to fill the volcano that Yimtri found himself in, 
it never once crept onto his rock, nor did he feel any of the heat. He 
couldn't even smell the sulfur that should have been wafting through 
the air. There was only pleasant coolness, as if he were in a forest 
rather than in the midst of a volcano. His miniscule island was a safe 
haven, somewhere he was unharmed by this strange world. 


"So I'm a Pokémon again.” 


Yimtri stopped and pressed his claws against his mouth. He could 
feel them pushing up against his jagged teeth, sending waves of 
discomfort through his jaw. 


"| can talk again as well," Yimtri stated. 
"Yes, you're not a shadow when you're here." 


Yimtri turned his head to find that there was someone with him on his 
island, standing a few feet away. He wasn't sure what it was, given 
that its appearance was rather transparent and the form seemed to 
be growing more and more hazy as Yimtri tried to focus on it, but he 
felt that it was a Sableye just like him. 


"So, this is where Terron is?" Yimtri asked. 


"Yes. He's here," the entity said. "| can feel him here. His presence is 
weak, but he's undoubtedly here." 


"And where exactly is here?” Yimtri asked as he got to his feet. 
"Quite honestly, if | didn't know any better, I'd say that this was a 
certain environment from within Erebus Woods. It looked exactly like 
this." 


"This is Terron's soul. However, | wouldn't say that this is any part of 
Terron's soul that he quite likes. Somebody else made this location 
within him." 


The Sableye continued to glance around, searching for any sign of 
Terron. He peered far into the distance where other islands lay, as 
well as high above in the darkest spots behind the numerous 
stalactites, searching for the slightest hint of that Cubone. And yet, 
he could not find him. He could not spot his earthen brown amongst 
the orange and black that filled the world around him. Yimtri even 
drew closer to the edge of his rock and gazed down into the magma, 
perhaps thinking that he would something beneath its bubbling and 
molten surface. But alas, there was nothing. There was only a sea of 
fiery orange. 


Yimtri was about to question where exactly the Cubone was in this 
vast world that seemed so devoid of life, but just before he could, his 
platform began to shake. The Sableye crouched down and steadied 
himself as the violent trembling continued as the magma not far from 
him bubbled more fervently. He watched as something began to rise 
from the fiery pits, the lava covering its entire body as it rose higher 
and higher until it was halfway up to the ceiling. The magma slowly 
receded back into the pool around the hulking entity, revealing the 
creature bit by bit to Yimtri. First came the claws, large as tree trunks 
and sharper than Skarmory feathers. Then came the head, large and 
imposing, golden eyes emitting the rawest of power upon the world. 
Then came the gaping maw, filled with teeth that could snap an 
Aggron in half with one bite as an ethereal glow radiated from the 
back of its throat. 


When the last of the lava seeped off the beast's monstrous, armored 
form, Yimtri knew exactly what he was looking at. He had to resist 
taking a few steps backwards. 


Standing before him in the midst of the lava was Groudon. 


Yimtri had known to never underestimate the godly beings. Even 
before he had ever met Reshiram, he had heard the tales of these 
behemoths that once protected the lands, towering over mortals and 
making them realize how insignificant they truly were. Then also, 
there was the Primogenitor from long ago, which had appeared so 
mighty before him when he was only a boy. And yet, when Yimtri 


found himself gazing upon Groudon, the supposed beast that 
created all of the lands that he tread upon in all of his years of living, 
he couldn't help but shudder. Perhaps it was because he was much 
smaller now. Perhaps now that he was a Sableye, this behemoth 
was more imposing than it ever would be if he were still human. 


But Yimtri Knew the true reason. Though he didn't doubt the sheer 
stature of Groudon was quite intimidating, he knew there was 
another reason he felt small and frail before the behemoth. He knew 
the second he gazed into the creature's golden and smoldering 
eyes. 


This wasn't the real Groudon. 
This was a monster. 


It let out a fierce, primal roar that shook the stalactites hanging from 
the ceiling so greatly that a good number of them fell into the lava. 
Thankfully none hit Yimtri's small island, but that didn't stop his heart 
from sinking into a dark place as the beast shot him a glare that 
could surely melt steel. 


" YOU! WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE?!" it bellowed in a 
monstrous voice that shook the very ground. 


Before Yimtri could even think of a response, the beast stomped 
toward him. The lava churned and rippled as the Groudon closed in 
on the little Sableye until he was standing right before Yimtri's tiny 
foundation. Then, with another loud roar, it raised one of its claws 
and brought them down upon the Sableye. 


Yimtri and Terron's plague were only barely able to leap off the island 
as the claws dug into the spot where they once stood, its claws 
breaking apart the pitiful foundation and shoving it down into the 
lava. The foundation was swallowed by the lava as the Groudon 
withdrew its massive claws, not even a scratch upon their steely 
surface. 


Yimtri landed on a nearby rock, just barely preventing himself from 
careening off the edge before shooting a tense gaze toward the 
Groudon. It didn't seem to notice that he had escaped, though Yimtri 
knew that wouldn't be for very long. 


"What exactly is that thing?" Yimtri asked cautiously. 


"The very monster that took over Terron last you saw him," Yimtri's 
companion replied. "It's a rather daunting beast, isn't it?" 


"Why does it look like Groudon?" Yimtri asked. "Why doesn't it look 
like the Primogenitor?" 


"Because it never wanted Terron to know what it was. It knew that if 
it appeared as that creature it would intimidate Terron or perhaps 
make him realize that there was a monster within him. So it made 
itself appear as Groudon, forming this little world within him so they 
had a place to meet so it could slowly take over Terron from there. 
But of course, that didn't exactly work out, and it had to take over 
using other methods." 


"And why didn't it? Terron... he has memories of seeing this beast. | 
can see them right now. He's visited it here in this world. He's 
spoken with it multiple times. And yet, it's always telling him to leave. 
It tells him to stop coming to this world. Why would it do that if you 
claim it wanted to take over him?" 


"Because | was controlling it for a while." 

Yimtri turned away from the Groudon to find Terron's benevolent 
plague still with him on the island. It was still quite hazy and seemed 
to be growing even more transparent than before. The Sableye 
grimaced as he flashed his eyes and drew his claws. 

"What exactly does that mean?" Yimtri asked edgily. 


"| wasn't trying to take over Terron," it assured him in a mellow voice. 
"| was trying to stop that monster from doing that. So, as soon as 


Mother put me inside of Terron, | took over the monster. | became 
that Groudon and contained it so it couldn't do any harm. It resisted 
of course, and it did manage to bring Terron here a few times as well 
as actually communicate with him at other times, but it couldn't do 
anything more. | wasn't trying to harm Terron. | was only trying to 
protect him. Just as | am trying to do now." 


"So then why do you need me here?" Yimtri then asked. 


"Because as you can see, I'm weak. Now that this monster is free, 
I'm losing my power. Soon, | might just disappear completely. But not 
you. You're still strong. You might be a shadow, but you have the 
power needed to save Terron. You can stop that monster before it 
completely consumes Terron and goes after your companions." 


Yimtri brought his gaze back over to the Groudon to see that it was 
still dwelling amongst the lava, growling under its breath as it gazed 
around the volcano. Yimtri felt his flesh crawl as the head began 
turning his way. 


"You are saying that killing that monster is the only way we can 
actually succeed in our goal of killing the Primogenitor," Yimtri stated. 
"It's the only way Terron can be freed from the clutches of this 
monster." 


"Yes. Exactly," his companion replied. 


"And how exactly do | do that? As you can see for yourself, | am 
nothing but a measly Sableye. Though | might be quite strong in the 
real world, | can't say the same about that when | am here. Then 
also, this monster obviously is quite strong if it takes the guise of 
Groudon. How can | possibly even scratch its armored form?" 


"The same way you were able to defeat Mother, of course." 


"This isn't the same. Nyx wasn't a massive beast that could rend me 
in half with one swipe. She had a vulnerable form despite her arcane 
and nightmarish powers. | admit that vanquishing this beast might be 


more plausible if | actually had help, but seeing as how no one is 
going to be diving into Terron' soul any time soon..." 


The beast finally saw Yimtri. The second it locked eyes with him, its 
own golden eyes glimmered with a frightening light, and he saw the 
black lines upon its body suddenly begin to emit a glow, as if streams 
of magma were cascading down its body. The front of its body 
became a jet black and it abruptly grew in size, nearly crashing its 
head into the ceiling. Yimtri's Knees felt weak as he slowly backed 
away from the beast as it glared at him with its burning, white-hot 
eyes that now bore resemblance to the sun's core. 


"But you're not alone. You do have help.” 


Yimtri Saw Terron's plague draw closer to him in the corner of his 
eye. Then, before he could question what it was doing, it leapt at the 
Sableye. Yimtri tried to bolt, but since there was nowhere to go, his 
efforts were halted. Thus, all he could do was watch the entity crash 
into the gem upon his chest and seep inside of it. Within a few short 
moments, the entity had completely disappeared and Yimtri could 
feel it crawling around within himself. 


Yimtri shuddered as the entity merged with him. He took his claws 
and tried to reach into his body so that he might rip out the entity 
before it could possibly harm him, but then stopped just before his 
claws could graze his flesh as something dawned upon him. 


The entity wasn't hurting him. Though he could clearly feel it 
worming around within him and trying to merge with his being, it 
wasn't damaging him at all. It didn't even feel the least bit 
uncomfortable to have the entity as a part of him. Instead, it felt 
pleasantly warm. A fire seemed to build from beneath his purple 
flesh and with each second that passed, it grew stronger and 
stronger. It grew so great that Yimtri felt he might suddenly find his 
body alit with flames even greater than the ones that arose out of the 
lava surrounding him. 


As the warmth filled him, all of Yimtri's doubts and reluctance melted 
away. No longer did he fear that he could not pierce the Groudon's 
armor with his small claws or that it would burn him to ashes the 
second he dared to touch it. No longer did he fret that the Groudon 
might snap him in two with its great jaws. He couldn't even feel the 
direness of the situation, knowing that if he failed, he and Terron 
would forever be lost to everyone they ever knew and that monster 
would reign supreme. 


"IT WAS A MISTAKE FOR YOU TO COME HERE, WAYWARD 
SHADOW." the behemoth roared. "YOU'VE ONLY BROUGHT 
YOURSELF TO YOUR DEATH." 


"No, I'm not going to die," Yimtri proclaimed as he stood tall. "I'm 
going to save Terron from you. You will be the one to fall here, to 
melt into the magma before us." 


The Groudon opened its maw wide and then fired a black ray at the 
Sableye. It soed through the air with the speed of a bullet, cutting 
through the lava and parting it as it closed in on the Sableye. Yimtri 
swiftly dove off of his island and landed upon another as the beam 
hit the rock, obliterating it completely. Fragments of the stone were 
tossed up into the air and rained down upon the lava, creating small 
waves and sending scattered embers upon the volcano. Yimtri 
straightened himself up as he gave the Groudon a glower. 


! can't hurt this monster with sheer power. Its armor is too great. My 
claws won't even leave a scratch on it. If | want to kill this monster, | 
have to find a way to bypass that armor. It's a Plagued One 
essentially, so | should be able to kill one just like | could with any 
other one. But that armor makes this rather difficult. 


The Sableye then noticed the lava trickling down the monster's front, 
and immediately noticed that its hide did not shine as its back did. 


Of course. Only the backside is covered with armor. The front is 
much more vulnerable. My claws still won't be able to pierce it, but 
perhaps something else can... but what? What can pierce its flesh? 


Knowing he couldn't ponder and remain still no longer lest the 
Groudon fire yet another beam at him, Yimtri raced toward the 
Groudon. 


Using the islands as stepping stones, he leapt from each rock with 
masterful bounds, landing upon their centers with the utmost of 
grace before continuing on. The Groudon swiftly sank its claws into 
the magma below, and Yimtri saw bubbling beneath the lava that 
resided by the edge of the island he had just landed upon. With 
haste, he sprang from the island just as a mighty pillar of 
incandescent stone protruded out of the island, destroying it 
completely as it rose higher and higher until it crashed into the 
ceiling. There was a loud explosion as ceiling crumbled down onto 
the ground, spraying sharp and jagged rocks in all directions. 


A stalactite fell from the ceiling, nearly impaling Yimtri with its tip as it 
cracked the ground right in front of him. He hissed as the force 
shook the island so much that he nearly fell backwards and landed 
upon his back. 


Wait... that's it. | know what to do now. Gah, this is going to be quite 

tricky, but if | can do this just right, then | might just be able to kill that 
monster. Well, so long as | have enough power to do so. | don't know 
if | actually hold that much power within me. Because if | don't then... 


However, Yimtri couldn't ponder further, for no sooner did he land 
upon his safe island did he see the same bubbling in the lava close 
to him. He was only barely able to escape from the rock as yet 
another pillar shot out from under the island in an attempt to skewer 
him. 


“LOOK AT YOU! LOOK AT HOW MUCH YOU STRUGGLE TO 
EVEN REACH ME! LITTLE SHADOW, WHY DO YOU FIGHT? 
WHY DO YOU SO FOOLISHLY BELIEVE YOU CAN SAVE 
TERRON? COMPARED TO ME, YOU ARE NOTHING BUT A 
MERE INSECT!" 


Yimtri ignored the behemoth's taunts as he continued racing along, 
leaping from platform to platform as pillars continued to strike up 
from the fiery depths below him. So many times they almost reached 
him, nearly cutting into his feet or even his mid-section, but he was 
always one millisecond faster, allowing him to escape unharmed. It 
wasn't long before Yimtri began to close in on the Groudon, and he 
was truly able to behold its true godly stature. With its body emitting 
the very power that seemed to be flowing in the lava itself, it gave off 
waves of heat that Yimtri could feel burn against his flesh. The 
nearer he got to the Groudon, the more he was sure his flesh might 
melt off of his body, or that his gemstones might begin to warp into 
unnatural shapes. And yet, he unwaveringly continued onward, 
knowing what had to be done. 


As soon as the Sableye landed upon an island right before the 
beast, it stabbed its claws down upon him. However, instead of 
fleeing to another spot, Yimtri only leapt up, avoiding being skewered 
in half before latching himself onto the very bases of the beast's 
claws. Then he swiftly reverted into a shadow, crawling up the 
Groudon's arm before it could even realize what was happening. 


Need to reach the ceiling... Need to get there and hope this works. 


Seconds later, Yimtri shot out of his shadow and found himself on 
the very top of the Groudon's head, settled between the ridges of its 
crown. The creature seemed unaware of his presence, though Yimtri 
knew that wouldn't last for long. He swiftly shot upward and clung to 
the lowest hanging stalactite, grabbing it firmly between his claws 
before becoming a shadow once more. He slithered up the shaft of 
the jagged stone until he reached the ceiling, where he slowly 
crawled out and dug his claws into the tough stone above. Once he 
was secured and showed no signs of plummeting, the Sableye 
glanced down to see that the Groudon was still right beneath him, 
glancing around with its smoldering golden eyes. 


" YOU KNOW YOU CAN'T HIDE HERE. | WILL FIND YOU. WHY 
KEEP DELAYING THE INEVITABLE AND NOT SIMPLY FACE 
YOUR FATE?" 


Because | have absolutely no intentions of dying here. 


Yimtri made his eyes give off a bright glow, and he watched the 
shadows of all of the stalactites darken and elongate. Then, in one 
swift motion, they all began to stretch toward his own shadow, 
stabbing their pointed ends into it. Yimtri dug his claws further into 
the rocky ceiling, and then split his shadow in two. 


They each fled in opposite directions, becoming black specks as 
they distanced themselves from Yimtri. All of the shadows of the 
stalactites swiftly darted after Yimtri's shadowy halves, detaching 
themselves from their rocks as they slithered after him like ravenous 
snakes. Once the shadows had grown a good distance apart from 
Yimtri, they came to a halt, and allowed the smaller shadows to 
worm their way into their amorphous masses, merging with them as 
they ballooned in size. By the time both of the shadows had 
absorbed all of the shadows upon the ceiling, they were both roughly 
the size of one of the Groudon's claws. 


But though they were quite small and insignificant compared to the 
behemoth that stood beneath him, Yimtri knew that he had gathered 
enough power. Or at least, he hoped so. He still wasn't sure if his 
plan would completely work, but he knew there was not much else 
he could do. He could not think of any other way to kill the monster 
when he was only a Sableye. Perhaps if he held that power that had 
been flowing through his body right before he had been 
overshadowed by another entity, he could have tried something else. 
But alas, he did not, for that had vanished the second he was thrown 
into that darkness, and it was certainly not present in this realm 
within Terron's soul. 


This needs to work. It has to. For everyone's sake. 


The Sableye took a moment to watch the Groudon once more, and 
then finally gave his command to his shadows. 


A thick, black tendril shot out of each shadow, darting down toward 
the Groudon. They swiftly latched onto him as they tied themselves 


to it, one tying a tight noose around its neck while the other split into 
two and each tied around the monster's knees. 


" WHAT? WHAT IS THIS? WHAT ARE YOU DOING?" 


Then, the tendrils around the Groudon's neck began to pull up. Yimtri 
dug his claws into the ceiling as he felt the tendrils struggle to pull up 
the hulking beast, the heaviest creature in the entire world. He could 
feel their strain as they feebly lifted the monster out of the lava as it 
thrashed and roared, but refused to let it break him. He only 
continued to send all of his power into his shadows' pulls as they 
hoisted the monster up. Then, when the monster's feet were no 
longer touching the bottom of the lava pit, the tendrils wrapped 
around its legs pulled upward as well. 


" STOP! STOP THIS!" 


The Groudon opened its maw and shot a dark ray at the ceiling. 
Yimtri swiftly skittered along the ceiling as the ray obliterated the spot 
he was cling to, tearing a huge hole into the rocky ceiling and 
sending debris tumbling down upon the Groudon. It winced as large 
pieces of rock slammed into its exposed underbelly, making low 
growling noises. 


Just a little more. | just need its legs raised a little more... 


The Groudon began to thrash, swatting its claws about and trying to 
reach for the tendril wrapped tight around its neck. In his haste, 
Yimtri fired a shadowy blob out of his hand and sent it flying into the 
Groudon's maw. There was an explosion at the back of its throat as 
it let out a hoarse, pained cry, coughing up smoke and making its 
struggling cease. Yimtri wasted no time in firing more spheres at it, 
aiming them all down its throat. And though each blast depleted his 
energy and made him feel that he might release his grip upon the 
ceiling and plummet into the ocean of lava, he still remained strong. 
He knew that soon the moment he was waiting for would come. He 
just needed to buy his tendrils some time. 


And sure enough, moments later, Yimtri's shadows prevailed. The 
Groudon's feet were beginning to emerge from out of the lava, and 
its head was pulled back far enough that Yimtri could see its throat. 
Yimtri couldn't resist smiling as he scurried across the ceiling until he 
was right above the Groudon's throat. Then he took the nearest 
stalactite and began to cut through it with his claws. He could barely 
comprehend his motions as his hands sliced through the base of the 
pointed rock, but he still forced himself to continue to deed as he dug 
away at it with his sharpened tips. 


With a cracking sound, the stalactite separated itself from the ceiling 
and descended upon the Groudon. Yimtri allowed himself to fall with 
the rock as it fell, latching onto it and helping it stay true to its course. 
The Groudon beneath him blurred and he momentarily thought he 
saw two hazy monsters, but he knew where to land. He could still 
sense the Groudon's life force beneath him and knew exactly what 
he had to do. He only readied himself, filling his claws with a dark 
power as he grew closer and closer to the Groudon. 


Then, with a sickening sound, the stalactite impaled the Groudon 
straight through his exposed throat. 


It thrashed and squirmed, but it could not break free from Yimtri's 
binds. It couldn't even scream, for the rock had lodged itself deep 
into its wind pipe. Yimtri smiled deliriously as he landed beside the 
rock and stood right before the spot where it impaled the monster. 
There was no blood nor anything within the Groudon's body as it dug 
through its flesh, but Yimtri didn't fret. He had fatally injured the 
monster. Now there was only one left thing left to do. 


He raised his claws up high and then brought them down upon the 
edge of the massive hole the stalactite had made within the beast. 


The darkness surrounding Yimtri's claws left him as they flooded into 
the beast. He felt it shudder and spasm violently beneath him as his 
plague-killing essence seeped into the Groudon, destroying 
everything within its body. Yimtri could see the lights in its eyes 
flashing rapidly as it twisted its maw into anguished expressions, and 


yet it could not emit any screams. It could only suffer in silence as 
Yimtri's essence leaked into it, obliterating everything. 


Then, just like that, the monster exploded into a flash of light, and the 
light was harmlessly absorbed directly into Yimtri's body. The tendrils 
binding the beast dissipated as the last remains of the behemoth 
disappeared within Yimtri, and Yimtri and the stalactite that was 
lodged deep within the Groudon plummeted downward. 


All that was left of the monster was Terron, also falling toward the 
lava. 


"Terron!" Yimtri cried. 


The Sableye pushed off of the stalactite just before it fell into the 
magma, and then flung himself up towards the Cubone. He caught 
the Cubone in his arms before descending upon a nearby rock, 
though found he was unable to land with the grace he had hoped. 
Because his mind was spinning, he was unable to land correctly and 
lost his grip on Terron as he tumbled forward. He nearly fell off the 
edge of the tiny foundation and disappeared into the lava, but 
thankfully, a large rock that had fallen from the ceiling was there to 
stop him. He crashed into it, his intangibility fortunately failing him, 
before falling onto his back right beside it. He groaned as he held his 
head with his claws, feeling an oncoming migraine work its way 
through his head. 


"Ow... Augh, it's been a while since I've had a rock to my face," the 
Sableye moaned. 


Yimtri slumped his head against the rocky ground as he turned away 
from the rock and looked over to his other side. He was quick to see 
Terron laying on the island with him. The Cubone was miraculously 
unharmed despite everything. He held a normal Cubone appearance 
and not even a single trace of demonic influence upon him. His eyes 
were closed and he seemed motionless, but Yimtri could tell that 
Terron wasn't dead. He could still sense life from within the Cubone, 
however faint it was. 


The sight of this only meant one thing to Yimtri. 


He had saved Terron, and the monster that had once taken over him 
was no more. Their companions could finish off the Primogenitor 
without any worries of Terron's possessed body going after them. 
Now, he could return to his body and go assist them. Though he had 
vanquished part of the Primogenitor just now, he knew his work was 
not done. He still had to eliminate the true Primogenitor, and nothing 
was going to stop him. 


The Sableye slowly sat up and winced as a bolt of pain shot through 
his head, making him flinch as he grabbed the side of his head. 
However, it was only temporary, and soon, the pain subsided and 
Yimtri found he could see clearly again. No longer did his head swim. 


"Alright... | saved Terron," Yimtri called out to the realm, hoping it 
would either reach his plague or Terron's. "He's safe now. Now bring 
me back to my body. I'm done here." 


There was no response. There was only hissing from the lava 
surrounding him. Yimtri glared up at the ceiling, expecting to see his 
plague emerge from it, but nobody came. It was only him and Terron 
within the realm. He then glanced down at the gemstone upon his 
chest and tapped his claws against its surface. 


"| saved Terron," he told it with a deep frown. "I did as you asked. 
Why aren't you doing anything?" 


That was when a single, glowing orb of light escaped from Yimtri's 
chest. He watched as the golden ball slowly lifted itself into the air, 
rising until it was a few inches above Yimtri's head before it blinked 
out of existence. 


"What the..." 


More golden spheres of light soon sprouted out of Yimtri's body. 
They released themselves from his chest, his arms, his legs, his 
head, his entire being. Every single part of him sent these lights out 


of his body and dispersed them up into the air like tiny embers from 
a campfire. 


"What's... What's happening to me?" Yimtri asked, staring down at 
his claws with his mouth gaping open. "What are these lights?" 


"They're our bodies. They're disappearing, Yimtri." 


Yimtri snapped his head toward the sudden voice to find himself 
gazing at Terron. The Cubone was awake now, lying on his back, his 
own body radiating the same golden orbs that Yimtri found himself 
surrounded by. Amidst the yellow glow of the numerous lights, Yimtri 
could see Terron giving him a sad but knowing smile. 


"What are you talking about?" Yimtri demanded. 


"Yimtri... that monster you just killed or whatever you did to it... it 

was attached to my soul,” Terron explained softly. "It was a part of 
me. Our fates were tied together since the moment it latched onto 
me as a human. And now that it's gone, I'm disappearing too. And 
since you're me... well, | think you can see what I'm getting at." 


The Sableye looked down at his claws once more and saw that they 
were beginning to tremble. 


"No... it wasn't supposed to be like this," Yimtri muttered. "I was 
Supposed to save you... and... and we were supposed to come back 
to life and help Zekra and the others. We were supposed to end this 
war with them. We... we were supposed to be there for them! No! 
We're not supposed to disappear like this!" 


The Sableye tried to get up, but suddenly found his legs were 
without strength. He tried to move them, but for some reason, he felt 
as though he had weights tying them down, rendering them useless. 
And yet, Yimtri refused to give up. He pushed his palms into the 
ground, trying to force himself up, but found that he was unable to do 
even that. His entire body had become very heavy. 


"We're not going to disappear, Terron," Yimtri insisted as he 
continued to struggle. "We're not. I'm going to find a way to leave this 
place and return to my own body, and you're going to wake up as 
well. Then together, we're going to find that portal and stop the 
Primogenitor. We're not going to vanish here. We're not going to let 
everything end like this and-" 


"Yimtri, it's okay." 


Yimtri looked over at Terron to find that he was still wearing that 
bittersweet smile, making no effort to fight back. He was only lying 
peacefully on the ground as the lights escaping his body seemed to 
grow brighter. Yimtri even thought he saw parts of Terron's body 
becoming transparent. 


"It's okay, Yimtri..." Terron said again in his quiet voice. "Our 
friends... they're going to be okay without us. They'll kill the 
Primogenitor for us. | know they will. So just... just stop fighting it. 
There's nothing we can do about this. Just trust our friends and know 
that they'll be okay." 


The Sableye wanted to keep arguing with Terron. He wanted to go 
back to the real world and aid their companions. He knew how much 
of an imposing presence the Primogenitor was and just how powerful 
was, and he couldn't accept the thought of them having to face it 
alone. He couldn't accept the thought of him being unable to rid the 
world of the creature he had awoke so long ago. 


And yet... Terron was right. 


The two of them were disappearing, and there was absolutely 
nothing they could do to stop it. Yimtri could already see his arms 
disappearing before him, as well as a golden aura radiating around 
his entire body. 


The Sableye would have burst into tears if he still had eyes. He felt 
the despair worm its way through his heart as he sat there with the 
Cubone, his mouth contorted into a pained scowl. He buried his 


transparent claws into his eyes, just barely able to feel their 
presence as the light around him grew brighter and brighter. 


"Here, why don't you come over here?" Terron called over. "Let's just 
talk for a little while." 


Yimtri gave the Cubone a melancholy look, his mind empty and his 
voice gone, but still slid over towards him with his last remaining 
strength. Perhaps Terron was right; perhaps it was best that his last 
moments be filled with some comfort. It wouldn't change their fate, 
but it would at least make fading away more bearable. 


The Sableye settled himself by Terron's side before collapsing onto 
the ground, finally losing the strength to even sit up. He glanced over 
at Terron to find the Cubone was looking right back at him, his blue 
eyes glimmering in the ethereal glow of the orbs. 


"Did you enjoy your time as a Sableye?" Terron asked him. "Was it 
fun being outside of me and being your own person for a while?" 


"In some ways it was," Yimtri admitted in a hollow voice. "Though 
many of those years were quite taxing and | was quite often plotting 
ways to destroy that monster that | unleashed upon Shiron, | 
suppose | can say that there were enjoyable times. Even if | never 
realized what | truly was for the longest time, when | think back on 
my time, | think | would say that I'm happy to have lived a life of my 
own. Even if so much of that life was filled with torment." 


"Yeah | can understand that," Terron said with a little laugh. "I don't 
think I've ever seen you smile more than three times." 


"And what about you?" Yimtri then asked. "How did it feel living in 
this world, not knowing who you were?" 


"The same thing, really. It was really stressful most of the time, but | 
was happy other times too. Like when | was with all of my friends. | 
always felt so happy when | was with them. Especially Zekra. She 
was... well, she was something when | first met her. Never would 


have imagined things would turn out the way they are now with how 
things were back then." 


"Yes, she was quite a handful. Very energetic and proud to a rather 
stubborn degree. Always bent on destroying those Plagued Ones 
and practically reveling in her own morbid nature. What a very 
strange, strange girl that you chose to fall in love with." 


"Well you and Chloe were strange too. She was always so detached 
and everything. But | guess you were too in some ways, so maybe 
you guys really were good together." 


"She was a nice girl when you came to understand her. She was 
only like that around those that she didn't know. She always knew 
the right things to say regardless of the situation | was in." 


"Are you mad that you can't love her anymore?" 


"Sometimes. Sometimes | still wish | had that choice. But seeing as 
how we're both vanishing right now, there's no real reason to resent 
what has happened. Very soon, neither of us are going to be able to 
have anything anymore." 


Terron's smile grew a little as tears leaked down his cheeks. Yimtri 
could feel the ache in the Cubone's heart combine with his own pain, 
making him want to curl up into a ball and dig his claws into the 
stone beneath him. However, he remained strong and only looked up 
at the ceiling. The orbs were filling up nearly all of his vision now, 
making it almost impossible to see the world around him. 


"Though, | suppose there is one thing | regret not being able to do, 
now that | truly ponder in it." 


"And what would that be?" 


"My home. Your home. Our home. | wanted to see Kuron one last 
time. Even though you've seen it... | wish | could have gone myself. 
It would have been nice to see more of our old life than what you 


saw already. | wonder if the school is still there, if our friends still 
mourn for us, if that ice cream parlor we used to go to still serves 
that mint berry crunch flavor we always used to get. | wonder about 
just about everything regarding Kuron. | wonder... how much it 
changed while we were away for so long." 


"We were only gone for five years, Yimtri. It looked the same as it 
was when we were still there as Dimitri." 


"Perhaps from the outside, yes. Perhaps in the time you were there, 
it superficially remained the same. But | still wonder about it. | 
wonder... if we had ever been given a choice... could we have ever 
gone back to Kuron? Could we have lived there as Dimitri again? 
Would Kuron have accepted us back after being gone for so long 
and being Pokémon for so many years? Could we have been human 
again in that dimension?" 


"| don't know, Yimtri. | really don't know..." 


The Sableye forced himself to stop thinking about Kuron. There was 
no point. They were fading, and he didn't need his last moments to 
be filled with heartbreak. He needed to accept his end. He needed to 
stop wallowing in vague and whimsical possibilities. 


"Hey, Yimtri?" 
"Yes, Terron?" 


"I'm sorry that | made your life so hard on you. | know you were 
already having a pretty miserable time before | showed up, but | 
know | made it ten times worse when | entered your life. Well, asa 
Cubone anyway. So... I'm sorry. I'm sorry you had to go through all 
of that and have to put up with my stupidity.” 


"Don't worry about it. Someone else would have caused me just as 
much trouble as you have if you had not come along. It was only a 
matter of time before someone was willing to tell the Fellowship 

about Erebus Woods and start the chain reaction that ensued from 


that. Besides, if you hadn't of done that, then we wouldn't have made 
it as far as we have." 


"Yeah, | guess you're right." 


Yimtri could feel his mind fading away now. Most of his body had 
disappeared, and now only his vague outline was still present in the 
realm. He knew any moment now he would soon be gone, erased 
from existence and transcend to another realm. And then, from 
there, he would cease to be. He would cease to be Yimtri the 
Sableye. 


He would be Dimitri's shadow once more. 


Yimtri felt something grab his hand. He looked over to find Terron 
was holding it in his own hand, giving him a fading smile. 


"Thanks for saving me, Yimtri. | think... heh, | think I'm going to miss 
you." 


"You're going to miss your own shadow, the one that's tried to kill you 
and your mate over and over again? That's hilarious, Terron. It's so 
hilarious, | forgot to laugh." 


And yet, Yimtri couldn't help but smile as he squeezed Terron's hand 
with his diminishing strength. He wasn't even sure if Terron could 
feel it. 


Everything would be okay. Zekra and the rest of their companions 
would take care of the Primogenitor. 


Yimtri had done all that he could. He had made the most of his 
limited time on Shiron. Now he just had to let his companions finish 
the job just as Terron said to. He could trust them. 


It was okay to fade away now. 


The golden lights enveloped Yimtri and Terron completely, sending 
up the last of their bodies into the air. 


And then, they were both gone. 


Special Episode: Empty 
xX 


Empty" 


From within its tower, the Primogenitor watched the sky. 


It was not a big, bright blue sky occasionally populated by clouds as 
they appeared on Shiron and Kuron. No, here in the Primogenitor 
eldritch realm, the sky was nothing more than a cluster of viewpoints 
into the realms beyond. 


They were each tiny glimpses into the worlds and dimensions 
beyond and took up miniscule portions of the sky. In some of these 
glimpses, the Primogenitor would see life it already knew to be 
familiar. It could see the increasingly barren world that Shiron was 
becoming as well as the lively and thriving Kuron. Humans and 
Pokémon would be wandering about their daily lives without notice of 
the Primogenitor watching them from afar. 


Then in other portions of the sky, it would see lives that belonged to 
neither Shiron nor Kuron. 


It would see entirely different dimensions that held no connections to 
Shiron and Kuron. They only lived alongside Shiron and Kuron, just 
as the two worlds already did to one another, completely unaware of 
one another. 


In those other dimensions and in those worlds within those vast, 
seemingly endless and infinite dimensions, it saw life. No matter 
what dimension they resided in or their appearance or form, they 
were all connected by one choice alone. Whether they were of great 
worlds that had accomplished tasks so advanced and almost 
incomprehensible that they rivaled the very gods in their 


achievements, or were of a simpler mindset and held a lifestyle 
similar to that of ferals, they all held the one trait 


They all despised their shadows. 


There were exceptions, of course. Sometimes there were worlds 
where the shadows ruled the lands, or perhaps the shadows lived 
peacefully amongst the world's denizens. The denizens were very 
strange creatures, taking on forms that the Primogenitor could not 
quite call human, animal, or Pokémon, something that it couldn't 
define. However, the shadows there were happy. Peaceful, even. 
Never once did they frown nor raise their voices against their hosts. 


The Primogenitor wondered why it didn't leave behind Shiron and 
Kuron and go to those worlds. However, after a moment's pondering, 
it realized why. 


Departing from this realm would not solve the plight of Shiron's 
shadows. If the Primogenitor left them behind, they would continue 
to suffer in silence, no one ever to liberate them. 


They would suffer just as the Primogenitor once did long ago. 


It knew it couldn't leave when that was so. Perhaps it could leave 
behind this realm and go elsewhere when the shadows of Kuron and 
Shiron were freed, but not now. 


Almost all of Shiron's shadows would be free soon. The Primogenitor 
only needed to remain close to be there for the shadows and help 
see that the dimension would fall to them. 


It was then that the Primogenitor saw a strange image within the 
dimensional sky. It looked up at it to see that it was a glimpse into 
Shiron, deep within the Pledge Mountain Fellowship's very entryway. 
Everywhere in sight, the Primogenitor could see corpses strewn 
about it, having fallen from the war that ravaged the mighty castle. 
There were some corpses, when the Primogenitor gave them a 
second glance, that were actually alive and were only slumbering. 


The three legendary Fellowship members were amongst those that 
still lived. They were locked in a deep sleep, the blights within their 
souls numbed and comatose. 


But they were not what caught the Primogenitor's attention the most. 
Though their state was surprising, given that they were legendary 
creatures that were not supposed to be subdued so easily by 
mortals, they were not the strangest sight amongst all of the bodies. 
It was a seemingly ordinary body that lay in the midst of all the other 
slumbering bodies. 


It was a Cubone. 


Though it lay upon the ground just as motionlessly as every other 
husk in the chamber and did not take in a single breath, the 
Primogenitor knew that it was not quite dead. 


There was something stirring within its soul. Something that did not 
lay numb like the legendary beasts’ souls. 


Before the Primogenitor could get a closer look at the Cubone, a 
ripple went over the glimpse, washing it away as a glimpse of a 
Torchic and a Piplup in the midst of a heated argument in another 
realm so similar to Shiron took over. The Primogenitor snorted as it 
turned away from the uninteresting sight and focused its mind's eye 
upon the very Cubone that it had seen. 


That Cubone was the original Dimitri. 


Why had he been like that? The last the Primogenitor saw of him 
from what the Cubone's blight communicated was that he was 
devouring everyone in sight so that he might be able to regain power 
and eliminate all of the threats. However, it had also been sure that 
Shadow Dimitri would be taking care of the true threats: Dimitri's 
personal army that was desperately trying to find a way to the 
Primogenitor's realm. Shadow Dimitri was supposedly on their side 
now, even if the Primogenitor could not directly sense the Sableye. 


But the Primogenitor did not need proof to know that the blight within 
the Cubone spoke the truth. The dragon had chosen to believe the 
fragment within the Cubone. It had even seen Shadow Dimitri 
devouring everyone in sight through the eyes of his followers. 


Everything had been going so well. Its greatest enemies, the very 
ones who could kill it with the power of the fragments within their 
souls, were now one of its greatest allies. Perhaps even greater than 
the legendary beasts he had stolen from the mortal realm all those 
centuries ago. 


Yet now there the Cubone lay in the Primogenitor's mind's eye, dead 
but dreaming. He was somewhere within a void, drifting aimlessly. 


The Primogenitor tried to connect itself with the fragment within the 
Cubone. If the Cubone was not yet dead, then perhaps it could still 
communicate with its very essence. 


Original and Shadow Dimitri's essences were both fading into 
nothingness, but thankfully for the Primogenitor, the fragment's was 
not. It was still conscious, if barely so. It was the weak force that the 
Primogenitor had felt stirring within that seemingly dead Cubone's 
body. 


The Primogenitor connected its mind with the fragment. It wanted to 
know what was occurring within the Cubone's body and why he 
appeared so lifeless now. 


However, just as the channel formed between the two, something 
abruptly cut off the process. The Primogenitor could no longer see 
the Cubone nor feel any hint of presence within the former human. It 
was as though something had been lodged deep within the channel. 
The Primogenitor tried to force the connection again, but all that 
would await the Primogenitor was darkness. 


And yet, the Primogenitor was persistent. 


It continued reconnecting to the Cubone over and over again. Even 
after so many failures, it continued to do so until finally, after what felt 
like an eternity later, the shadow captured a glimpse of the Cubone. 


The former human was no longer a Cubone. He was now a 
Marowak. 


Somehow, despite the two Dimitri's souls dwindling away, the body 
had gained the power to evolve, perhaps through the power of the 
plague. However, unlike with the Pokémon that evolved through 
synchronization, the Marowak did not hold any plagued traits. It only 
bore the appearance of a normal Marowak. 


The sight of this should have alarmed the Primogenitor. If the human 
had evolved, then that meant that he could still pose a serious threat 
and destroy everything the shadows had ever worked for. However, 
there was something that the Primogenitor took solace in that brief 
moment it had connected with the Marowak. 


There was no life within the Pokémon. 
There was no Original Dimitri or Shadow Dimitri. 
They were both gone, not a trace of either of them to be seen. 


And after many more attempts to connect to the body through a 
mental synch, the Primogenitor soon realized that the plague within 
the Marowak had ceased to exist as well. 


That Marowak was nothing more than an empty shell. 


The Primogenitor wasn't sure how he had evolved, but it did not 
matter anymore. The Marowak was completely lifeless now. It posed 
absolutely no threat and would lay there in the halls until its body 
finally withered away into dust. 


Dimitri was no longer a threat. 


The Primogenitor would have reveled in this glorious thought, but 
then it felt something abnormal and alien within its realm. It was 
something far into the distance, bringing with it an unpleasant 
atmosphere it could feel even from so far away. 


It looked out toward the source, and immediately realized what the 
anomaly was. 


It was a portal bringing forth a Zoroark, Umbreon, Mienshao, Luxray, 
and Candlelight Rem. 


The Primogenitor did not know what to think when it saw them leap 
out of the portal and descend into its realm. They weren't supposed 
to be able to come here to this realm. The Primogenitor specifically 
remembered that it had destroyed every single portal in Shiron that 
led to here, as well as refuse to allow its followers to make portals. It 
should have been impossible for those Pokémon to come to the 
realm. 


And yet, there they were, in its realm and undoubtedly ready to come 
kill the shadow. 


The Primogenitor hadn't planned for this. It had honestly thought that 
any resistance would have perished back in Shiron by the claws of 
its followers. And yet, here were five of them, including a fragment of 
Rem himself. They had somehow found a way here despite 
everything, and they would not stop until they had vanquished the 
Primogenitor, or died trying. 


They had to have known that they were going to die if they killed the 
Primogenitor. They had to have figured that out by now. So why did 
they bother coming here? Why did they bother entering the 
Primogenitor's realm when they knew that only death awaited them, 
whether they won or lost? 


Perhaps they truly were bent on stopping the Primogenitor. Perhaps 
the miniscule amount of unplagued Pokémon left upon Shiron and all 


of the other denizens of multiple dimensions were worth giving up 
their lives for. 


But in the end, it did not matter. The Primogenitor knew it could not 
let them win. The shadows needed to be freed, and the Primogenitor 
refused to even think that it was going to let these puny Pokemon 
stand in its way. 


The Primogenitor dreaded the thought of what had to be done next. 
And yet, there were no other options, now that its followers had been 
unable to stop the Pokémon and they were within its realm. 


The Primogenitor had to kill these five itself. 
The Primogenitor had to fight with all its might. 


For its shadow brethren, it had to fight and protect the future of their 
world that was soon to be formed. 


Chapter 91: Dwellers of Darkness 


X 
Chapter 91 


Dwellers of Darkness 


The land of the Primogenitor was not what Zekra expected. 


She, Len, Impetus, Reshiram, and Crystelle had all successfully 
made it through the portal Yimtri had created for them and now 
found themselves in a new land. Neither of them were harmed and 
the process had been swift and painless, if disorienting for a brief 
moment. However, nothing could quite prepare Zekra for what would 
greet her and her companions once she reached the other side of 
the portal. She had always anticipated the Primogenitor's land to be 
strange and eldritch, perhaps even twisted just as Erebus Woods 
was. Though the Primogenitor was nothing more than a shadow, she 
knew what it was capable of. She had seen what it had done when it 
possessed Terron and she knew what it had turned Yimtri into not 
long after. It knew how to strike fear into its enemies, and Zekra 
knew its home would perhaps reflect that. Perhaps the Primogenitor 
would even make its home similar to Erebus Woods, the root of her 
worst nightmares thanks to its borderline sentience and the 
insidious, ravenous atmosphere that it gave off every time she dared 
to go near that forest. 


She was wrong. 


The Primogenitor's realm was not demented nor did it try to strike 
the deepest, darkest dread into Zekra as Erebus Woods had done 
again and again. Instead, it was a bizarre world that shouldn't have 
existed because it defied every law of physics known. Zekra's mind 
almost couldn't comprehend everything that was surrounding her in 


this realm of existence, unable to make sense of anything. So often 
could she see things that she knew were not possibly in reality, and 
yet they were existing right before her in this realm. 


Chunks of a grey, stone-like substance that Zekra hadn't seen before 
levitated in the air all around her, some of them the size of small 
pebbles while others could be considered a small island residing far 
in the ocean. Nearly all of the fragments were barren and appeared 
to be nothing more than pieces of an ancient structure created 
countless eons ago, as if such structure had once existed in this 
realm and was smashed to pieces and had its remains scattered 
across the realm to remain there for all eternity. They did not drift; 
they only remained stationary. 


There was only one rock that had anything upon it, and that was the 
very one that Zekra and her companions were standing upon. It was 
perhaps the largest fragment of the ones scattered about, being 
about the size of the very Fellowship they had all escaped from 
moments ago. Most of the rock was untouched by anything, only 
having a multitude of cracks seeping through its strange, almost 
flesh-like surface. But occasionally, there would be a white, 
protruding pillar rising out of the ground that Zekra felt resembled 
teeth. She didn't know why they were there, nor did she understand 
what they truly were, but she knew better than to go near the strange 
objects. 


Surrounding Zekra and serving as the dimension's version of a sky 
was a chaotic mesh of clashing colors. Every color of the world, 
along with those that had never been seen amongst mortals, was 
present in the atmosphere. They churned and whirled amongst each 
other as if the sky was nothing but a pit of writhing and ravenous 
snakes, twisting and mixing with one another without cease. Every 
time a few of the colors blended together, Zekra would see an image 
in the sky. She could never see the image for long, as it would 
always disappear within a few seconds after the colors had drifted 
past on another, but in those brief moments she would catch 
glimpses of what appeared to be other lives. 


Sometimes there were very familiar things. In some glimpses, she 
recognized Pokémon just like her living in a universe so similar to 
hers. Some glimpses were of Pokémon with strange beings that she 
thought might have been humans from how Terron and Yimtri 
described their appearance to be from long ago. Others only had 
humans in it, though with abilities she didn't think humans could 
wield or in environments that she held surroundings that seemed far 
different from how Shiron and Kuron were. There were even some 
glimpses where there were no humans or Pokémon, only strange 
creatures she could not identify. She saw glimpses of their life in the 
moments the sky's colors would mesh together, allowing her to spy 
on their everyday life. In most of them, they were something simple, 
like the denizens walking upright through streets with bags in their 
paws to go on an adventure or eating together around a campfire. 
Other times, she found them in the midst of wars, the vision dyed red 
with the blood of everyone upon the battlefield. In one, she even 
thought she saw a Pidgey slam into a wall before plummeting to the 
ground as a battered mess of bones, feathers, and blood. 


Zekra continued to watch these flashing images as they were 
created before her by the dimension's strange sky, finding herself 
lost in the wonder of it all. She almost forgot why she was in the 
Primogenitor's realm or that she was even there as she watched the 
sky, wondering what it would show her next and the meaning behind 
the glimpses of these creature's lives. 


"Zekra." 


The Zoroark's mind snapped back into order as she turned toward 
the voice to see Len staring at her, Impetus, Reshiram, and Crystelle 
gathered around him and doing the same. Zekra gave the sky one 
last glance, catching a flash of a disinterested human child sitting 
around a table in what appeared to be a basement with other 
humans wearing strange and colorful outfits, before she brought her 
full attention back to Len. 


"Yeah?" she asked. 


"We need to get to the Primogenitor," he told her. 


"Oh, right. Right," Zekra said, shaking her head and seething in 
disgust. "Sorry, | was just distracted by all those weird things in the 
sky." 


"Ah yes, those," Len said, smiling knowingly. "| remember when | 
saw those the first time | came here. They're quite fascinating to 
watch." 


"Do you know what they are?" Zekra then wondered. 


"Yes, they're glimpses into other dimensions," Len said with a shrug. 
"At least, that is what my former masters told me. They're not 
actually portals, So we cannot disappear into them, but they do at 
least provide some insight on worlds beyond our own." 


"Wow..." Zekra said breathlessly. "There's so many of them. Yimtri 
used to talk about other dimensions and two of them that he knew 
about, but | didn't think that there were this many..." 


"There's actually more than what you see now. There's as many of 
them as stars in the night sky. I'd almost say that there's an infinite 
amount of them. But regardless, we shouldn't dwell on them," Len 
then said before looking out toward the distance. "We need to get to 
the Primogenitor. Thankfully, | Know where it resides in this realm. It's 
not too far from here. So come along, Zekra. Let's get going and end 
this." 


Zekra nodded slowly before she rejoined the group. She looked at 
each of them, noticing the steadfast glimmers in their eyes and how 
though most of their fur was standing on end, they were willing to 
keep moving forward. She saw it in them all, especially Reshiram, 
whose very eyes seemed to be alit with flames. Zekra couldn't help 
but smile as she saw this determination in each of them, however, as 
soon as her eyes settled onto Crystelle, the confidence swelling 
within her heart faded and a chill swept through her heart. 


"Um Crystelle, | Know that you really want to help me and 
everything,” Zekra started to say. "And I'm really glad too. | don't 
think | would have made it into this place without you. But... | really 
don't know if | actually want you coming with us to the Primogenitor. | 
already didn't want you helping us with the whole Fellowship thing, 
and now you're actually here, going to fight this huge monster that 
probably will kill you and-" 


"Zekra, I'm not just going to wait here and let you guys fight all by 
yourselves," Crystelle said sternly. "I'm coming with you. You need 
as much help as you can get, and since I'm stuck here anyway and 
can't go back, | might as well come along. | mean, | already helped 
you deal with those Fellowship leaders, so what makes this any 
different?" 


"Well you weren't really helping. You were just kind of tagging 
along..." Zekra said quietly. "It just feels really weird having you here 
when | never thought you'd come along. Because you're not 
plagued, you don't have a vendetta against the Primogenitor for 
taking Pokémon you care about away, you don't know me that well... 
You're like the only one here who doesn't have a real reason to 
actually kill the Primogenitor. And you actually have a life that you 
can look forward to outside of this... | just feel like I'm robbing you of 
that if you come with us." 


"Zekra, stop worrying about all that," Crystelle said with a small 
smile. "You don't need to keep thinking | shouldn't be here helping 
you against all of this crazy plagued stuff. | Know what I'm getting 
myself into. Mom and Dad know too. They know | might not ever 
come home again. Sure, they don't want me to go off to my death, 
but they know it's my choice. And it's my choice to want to help you 
stop the Primogenitor. And really, do | need more of a reason to stop 
that thing than because | want to help you succeed?" 


Zekra sighed, but she knew that Crystelle was right. There was no 
point in arguing with her any further. Whether she liked it or not, the 
Umbreon was going to be fighting by her side against the 
Primogenitor. It didn't matter if the two weren't nearly as close as 


Zekra and Terron were. In the end, Zekra needed all of the help she 
could have by her side, no matter the connection Zekra shared with 
them. 


She needed the help when she no longer had Terron or Yimtri to be 
there for her. 


"Alright, I'll quit worrying about it," Zekra said softly. 
"You better," Crystelle returned with a smug smile. 


"Well then, now that that's out of the way..." Len then said, 
interrupting the two's moment. "I believe it's time to go destroy the 
Primogenitor before it figures out we're here and do who knows 
what. Now then, Reshiram, will you allow us to get onto your back? | 
believe that you can bring us to our destination far more swiftly than | 
ever could.” 


" Most certainly," Reshiram said with a nod as he lowered himself. 
"However, | warn you that if | do see the Primogenitor 
attempting to flee when grow near to it, | will give chase to that 
creature. You'll all need to find somewhere other than my back 
when that happens if you care for your well-beings." 


"Aw, you're going to ditch us so quickly?" Zekra teased. "We barely 
even get to see anymore! At least let us help you out so we can all 
die together!" 


" There's no reason to fret, Zekra. I'll be sure to deliver the 
Primogenitor right back to you so you can help me fight as 
well," Reshiram returned with a smug smile. "We will all fight 
together, just as in the olden days when | was nothing buta 
pitiful Quilava. | know not to overestimate my abilities after 
everything that has occurred with the other legendary creatures 
the Primogenitor has encountered." 


"Good!" 


Zekra then clambered onto the great dragon's back before Len, 
Impetus, and Crystelle followed shortly behind her. Within a few 
short moments, the four were safely positioned upon Reshiram's 
feathery body that emitted enough of a blazing aura that Zekra felt 
she was standing right beside a campfire. Nonetheless, Zekra still 
gripped onto the dragon as Len settled himself directly behind 
Reshiram's neck. The dragon glanced back at his passengers for a 
brief moment, eying each of them carefully, and then unfurled his 
majestic wings. 


" The Primogenitor is straight ahead of us on a further part of 
this very foundation, is it not?" Reshiram asked Len as he kept 
him in the corner of his eye. 


"Yes, that's correct," Len affirmed. "The last time | was here, it 
resided near the top of a massive tower that spires quite high into 
the sky. I'm fairly certain you can't miss that tower unless you're 
blind." 


"I'm fairly certain that I could find that tower even if | was 
blind," Reshiram stated as white smoke billowed from his nostrils. "J 
can feel the Primogenitor's taint quite strongly, even from here. 
! can only imagine how overpowering it will be once | actually 
confront that monster in this form. | hope that I do not faint from 
how overbearing it is." 


Nonetheless, the dragon shook his head before launching himself 
into the air. Everyone on his back grabbed onto any ridges they 
could find upon his feathered body as the dragon swooped forward, 
rushing toward the supposed tower Len spoke of. And though the 
dragon soared with the air with the speed of a blazing comet, Zekra 
couldn't feel the wind threatening to push her off Reshiram's body. 
Her mane didn't even billow behind her as Reshiram flew through 
the air, watching ahead with keen eyes. From how lax everyone else 
seemed to be as they sat upon the dragon, Zekra guessed that they 
couldn't feel anything either. 


And wonder how much this weird place is going to affect our fight. 
Zekra wondered. Because if gravity doesn't exactly exist here, or 
wind for that matter... 


Probably a lot. Venri chimed in. But hey, ! bet it'll make everything 
easier! | mean, if you're flying somebody and then they fall off of you, 
you don't have to worry about them plummeting to their death. Well, 
assuming there's even any kind of ground around here. Place is like 
some kind of giant void. 


Maybe. 


Zekra looked down at one of the tiny islands as they passed by it 
and thought that it vaguely resembled a Cubone skull. As soon as 
she saw it, something lightly prickled at her heart. Zekra closed her 
eyes and looked away from the levitating stone. 


| wonder if Yimtri was going to help Tear when he ran away from us. 
Zekra wondered. 


Well sure, why not? If you got possessed by some freaky monster, 
I'd do the same thing. I'm the only monster that's supposed to be 
inside of you. 


Yeah, but | just wonder... why didn't he tell me that's what he was 
doing? He could have told me, but he didn't. He just said that he was 
sorry. What did he mean by that? Is something going to happen to 
him? Is something going to happen to him and Tear? 


! wouldn't worry about it, Zekra. You know that they're both going to 
be fine. They've both made it through way worse stuff than things 
possessing them, so why should we worry about them now? | bet 
that they'll even show up when we're fighting the Primogenitor right 
when it's going to eat us! They'll come swooping in and save the day 
like you did when Tear was being attacked by all those Pokémon in 
Erebus Woods in that lava place. Just watch, it'll happen. Calling it 
right now. 


Zekra had to resist laughing aloud as her shadow smugly made her 
statements as if they were an undeniable truth. Venri was right, 
however; there was nothing to fear. Terron and Yimtri would be fine. 
Yimtri was going to help Terron overcome the monster that was 
controlling him. Then together, they would come to aid Zekra and her 
companions against their true enemy. Or perhaps they would stay 
behind and help Yimtri's followers ward off the Fellowship members 
from the portal. Either way, they would fine. 


The only thing Zekra had to worry about was the tower that was now 
entering her peripheral vision. 


Just as Reshiram had predicted, it stood near the very edge of the 
massive island, stabbing its summit so high into the sky that it hulked 
over the Pokémon with its daunting presence more sinisterly than 
Pledge Mountain ever could. It cast no shadow as its warped, 
grotesque, and vaguely metallic form remained cemented before the 
edge of the island. Various segments of the tower were slanted at 
multiple angles or even curled in on itself. Its uneven, paradoxical 
steely exterior gleamed of iridescent colors as it stood before the five 
as black tendrils curled all around the shaft, preventing the mangled 
mess of a tower from toppling over. However, even without the 
tentacles, Zekra was sure that the tower would have stayed upright 
just fine. There was no sense of gravity in this twisted realm. Its non- 
Euclidean shape that seemed to bend in ways that Zekra knew were 
impossible proved that. 


Reshiram gave it one look before promptly ascending, making 
everyone tighten their grip on him. However, it proved to not be 
nessecary, for though the dragon climbed into the air in almost a 
straight line, not one of them felt themselves slipping. They could sit 
comfortably upon Reshiram's back with their arms up in the air, not 
sliding backwards in the slightest. Even still, they kept their paws 
close to the dragon's plume, just in case. 


After what felt like an eternity later, Reshiram finally reached the very 
summit of the tower. He swiftly swooped down and settled upon it. 
Zekra feared that his weight would shake the very foundation and 


have the tower collapse from under their feet thanks to how frail it 
was, but miraculously, nothing happened. When Reshiram's massive 
feet touched the flooring of the tower, nothing trembled, nor was 
there any sound to be heard. 


While Zekra didn't feel particularly comforted by this, she did 
proceed to jump off of the dragon's back along with everyone else 
and land beside him on the tower. She was soon to find that the 
pinnacle was almost an entirely different world from the rest of the 
dimension. 


The flooring now seemed to be made of a unique glass that reflected 
the sky above it and there were a few pillars that seemed to be made 
of the same material that glimmered of many soft colors. Pink and 
yellow flowers with large, lazy petals sprouted out of the flooring and 
gently brushed against Zekra's feet. At the top of the monstrous 
tower was still the wondrous view of all of the flashing images that 
would manifest themselves in the sky, surrounding her from every 
angle. But now, the colors of the sky were as pastel and warm as the 
architecture of the pinnacle. She could even see the images flashing 
down upon the reflective flooring for just a few seconds longer than 
they were within the sky, but now with a pink and light blue hue to 
surround the images. 


In some ways, the pinnacle was beautiful, a complete juxtaposition 
to the fearsome beast that dwelt within the dimension. 


"Why does this place look like this?" Zekra wondered aloud as she 
gazed down upon the ground. 


She could see her own reflection gaze back at her, though with any 
of her red fur dyed a vibrant pink and her black fur made a soothing 
lavender, along with nearly all of her demonic attributes erased. She 
moved her claw up, and watched her reflection do the same. 


"Like seriously, what's with this place?" Zekra asked. "I thought the 
Primogenitor was supposed to be creepy and everything. This looks 
like a place where I'd find some fairy-types hanging around.” 


"| don't recall the inside of the tower appearing this way either," Len 
remarked. "It wasn't nessecary dreadful, though certainly not nearly 
as colorful as here." 


"Maybe it's a trick," Impetus stated as she glared down at a flower 
near her. "Perhaps it appears like this to catch us off guard." 


The Mienshao then swiped at the flower and ripped it out of the 
ground. She held it in her claws and watched as each of the petals 
slowly blew off of its stem and drifted away into the distance while 
the rest of the plant dissolved into sparkling powder that dissipated 
into Impetus's paw. As soon as all traces of the flower disappeared, 
a new flower was soon to sprout of the ground where the old one 
once stood and took its place. 


"Reshiram, where exactly is the Primogenitor? Can you still sense 
it?" Impetus then asked as she shook her paws clean. 


" | feel it somewhere here," the magnificent dragon answered. 
"Very close, quite honestly. | suspect that it is watching us from 
within this somewhat whimsical paradise." 


As soon as everyone heard that, they stopped taking in the wonder 
of the surreal world around them and drew close to the dragon. They 
turned their backs to him as they anxious gazed about the pinnacle, 
watching for any sign of movement within the pastel colors that 
surrounded them. Zekra herself kept an eye on the flooring more 
than anything else, waiting to see if something other than her 
reflection would manifest itself upon its slick and shiny surface. 


And yet, all that stared back was her reflection, still appearing as off- 
color as before with images from the sky above mixing into the 
reflection. She could see everyone's reflections right alongside hers, 
trembling and warily eying everything around them. It was a 
complete contrast to the pastel colors that the flooring created for 
their images. 


That was when Zekra's reflection suddenly smiled on its own. Not 
even one second afterwards, the eyes suddenly became circular and 
white. Zekra flinched as she stumbled back just as the reflection shot 
out the ground and grasped the spot where she once was with 
ghostly claws. When it realized that it had missed its target, the 
reflection let out a scoff before a wave of darkness went over its 
body. Len, Crystelle, and Reshiram retreated back with Zekra as the 
entity sprouted twenty times its original height, soon towering over 
them as a mighty behemoth. 


It was now a black dragon seemingly made out of darkness, its body 
solid yet wispy at once just as all of the weak and simple Plagued 
Ones were. It flapped its massive, torn wings before tucking them 
into its body before gazing down at the five with its blank, hollowed- 
out eyes that Zekra felt could see into her soul. The white that was 
the eyes were abysmal and eternal, almost captivating and hypnotic 
in the most spine tingling of ways. She couldn't even focus on the 
lines of light that flowed across its body, softly changing colors every 
few seconds. 


The beast took one look at them before it seemed to snort out of its 
non-existent nostrils. 


" You actually made it here, despite everything," the dragon 
spoke, its voice both echoing in their minds and in their ears. "But 
this was to be expected. You were not going to stop until you 
reached myself no matter what happened. You even made 
yourself a portal here when all have been removed from 
existence." 


"So your're it..." Zekra said quietly, unable to muster up the strength 
she wanted from her voice. "You're the Primogenitor, the thing that's 
making all the Plagued Ones and everything..." 


" Yes Zekra. !am the monster you have wanted to kill the 
second | had my followers descend upon your hometown." 


Zekra felt a growl emit from the back of her throat, but it was not out 
of her rage. Her insides squirmed as the Primogenitor brushed its 
long, winding tail along the ground behind it. 


"| know who each of you are. First we have Len, the former 
Fellowship leader who continues to rebel against myself 
despite everything he held dear has been stripped from him. 
Then we have Impetus here, the feral that was with the original 
Dimitri for quite some time before she and the deplorable 
Serperior made The Shadow Hunter that wreaked havoc on my 
plans for quite some time. Next we have Crystelle, this Umbreon 
who should not be here under any circumstances yet comes 
because she believes that she can make a difference and help 
little Zekra. Highly amusing and childish quite honestly. 


" And of course last... we have a fragment of the one who 
betrayed myself long ago. Part of the one that cast myself aside 
when he decided that he did not want myself to linger within his 
soul any longer. 


" Here you all are. Here are all of you, here to kill myself and put 
an end to everything. 


" Here you all are, ready to kill yourselves." 


"We will destroy you, spiteful shadow," Reshiram hissed as 
various parts of his body began to emit an orange glow. "You 
cannot avoid your fate. You have brought suffering upon Shiron 
for long enough." 


" You speak just as Rem did. You truly are Rem's passionate 
side," the Primogenitor mused. "You think you can kill myself 
because you are a fragment and two of the others standing 
beneath you are synchronized with their blights." 


Dark shadows seeped out from under the dragon's ghostly claws 
and flooded into the peaceful and colorful plants surrounding 
everyone. Zekra watched as the darkness crept over the reflective 


flooring, dying it purple and black so that it appeared she was 
standing in a massive, incomprehensible void before it pooled 
around the flowers. The flowers shuddered and trembled violently 
before they were swiftly pulled down into the darkness without any 
traces of them to be seen. There was no a single petal upon the 
ground, only an endless sea of purple and black. 


A shrill, hissing noise filled the air, and then something seeped out of 
the ground near the Primogenitor's claws. It was an amorphous 
being, nothing more than a blob that would shift its shape at every 
chance it could just as Yimtri's sinister shadows dd. More hissing 
soon followed, and Zekra was horrified to know to see hundreds of 
other nebulous beings seeping out of the ground just about 
everywhere. She shirked back toward her companions as she 
watched every single one of them crawl out of the ground and 
silently levitate in the air. 


And then, white and circular lights opened up at once on all of the 
shadowy creatures. A bright and orange light quickly leaked into the 
circles just as each of the beings' forms twisted and writhed into the 
air, shifting into something as they settled themselves on the ground. 


Within a few seconds, Zekra was met with a horrifying sight. 


She, Len, Impetus, Reshiram, and Crystelle were all surrounded by 
hundreds of Plagued Ones with their very master towering over 
them. They all gazed up at it with their heads bowed, as if obediently 
waiting for its orders. 


" You almost had enough to kill myself," the Primogenitor said as 
it withdrew its claws from the ground. " You have resources unlike 
the others of your stature that tried to kill myself. You have four 
to aid you in your endeavor to kill myself. The two without 
blight have pins to protect themselves from having blight seep 
into their souls as well. If you had both Dimitri ones, you could 
have killed myself. They had my power and could use it. | would 
have fallen." 


The Primogenitor's eyes flashed, prompting all of the Plagued Ones 
to swivel their heads around and lock their gazes onto Zekra and her 
companions. 


" Original Dimitri would have stopped my followers before they 
could have hurt any of you," the Primogenitor went on. "He would 
become their new master and use them to hold myself down so 
you all could strike away at myself. They would have listened to 
him and ignore my own calls. Shadow Dimitri would have used 
any power he absorbed in the castle and any he absorbed here 
to aid you. Or they would have synchronized and they would 
use both of their abilities at once. They were a threat. They had 
the power to stop myself. If you had brought them here, you 
would have succeeded. 


" But you could not save either of them, and now they are both 
gone. Your chance of victory has been vanquished now that the 
Dimitri ones are no more." 


Zekra's heart stopped as soon those words rang through her mind. 
Her mind immediately thought back to Yimtri just as he was fleeing 
away from her right after he made a portal to the Primogenitor's 
realm. She could remember the last words he had spoken to her. 
When he had been saying that his departure was inevitable and he 
warned Zekra not to follow him, had he only said that because he 
knew he would die? Had he killed Terron so that the Cubone could 
no longer run amok, possessed by his plague and killing everyone? 


Zekra felt a sting in her eyes at the very thought that Terron and 
Yimtri were dead. It was inevitable that they were both going to die, 
as they had all agreed that would happen as soon as the 
Primogenitor was defeated, but Zekra had wanted them to fight 
alongside her. If they all had to die, she at least wanted them to be 
with her so they could enjoy their last moments amongst one 
another. It was the most Zekra could ask for if this fight against the 
Primogenitor would be her last. 


She wanted to believe that the Primogenitor was lying. She wanted 
to believe that it was only saying these things to break everyone's 
Spirits and make them feel that everything was futile. But all she had 
to do was realize that neither Terron nor Yimtri had been themselves 
last time she saw them. They were both in corrupted forms, tainted 
beyond recognition. 


I'm sorry. It has to be this way. 

I'm sorry | couldn't be there for you, Zekra... 
Guys... help me.. Please... Please help me... 
THERE'S NOBODY TO SAVE! 


Zekra could hear these thoughts in her head, taunting her. She 
pushed her ears down with her claws as she shook her head, but the 
thoughts would not stop. They only bombarded her relentlessly and 
clawed away at her heart. 


No... No, | can't let this get to me. she told herself. | can't break. | 
can't break over this. | have to keep fighting... Tear and Yimtri would 
have wanted that. They want me to keep fighting... 


Though her heart still stung and water filled her eyes, Zekra lowered 
her claws from her head and stood tall. She could still hear the 
relentless, miserable thoughts tearing away at the walls of her mind, 
but she knew she couldn't listen to them. She would only tell them 
that she had to fight for the two Pokémon's sake, no matter how 
many times they bombarded her. She could not let the misery drown 
her. 


She had to fight until she met her end. 
She had to finish what the Dimitri Pokemon had started long ago. 


" The time for chatter is over," the Primogenitor then said with cold 
calculation, not even a hint of satisfaction in its voice. "You are all 


the last ember of resistance, and it is time to snuff you out once 
and for all. None of you are welcome in the world of shadows 
that will be crafted so very soon." 


A monstrous maw ripped open on the dragon's face, allowing Zekra 
to see that it held an alarming amount of black, needle-like teeth. 
The beast released a loud, ferocious roar that shook the very 
ground, sending shockwaves across the tower that could rival that of 
an earthquake Groudon might conjure up with a stamp of his foot. 
Zekra forced herself to crouch just before she could topple over, but 
in doing so, she could feel the vibrations ripple through her body all 
the more strongly. She could practically feel her insides trying to 
eject out of her throat. 


And then all at once like a massive swarm of one mind, the Plagued 
Ones swooped toward Zekra and her companions with eyes 
glimmering with sinister delight. 


Zekra filled her claws with red power the second that the ground 
ceased to tremble. She was just about to send the power deep into 
the ground, but then she remembered that Reshiram, Len, Crystelle, 
and Impetus were standing near. If she dared to use her explosive 
power, they would inevitably be caught up in the blast, perhaps 
eradicated from existence in the process. When she realized this, 
Zekra reabsorbed the power back into herself and hurriedly plotted 
for a new, less explosive way to take out the oncoming swarm. 


But as it turned out, she didn't have to. 


A blast of fire rained down upon the oncoming Plagued Ones, 
eradicating them instantly. The great pillar swept across the 
landscape with an alarming speed, incinerating any Plagued Ones in 
sight the moment they would touch the blazing power. Within a 
matter of seconds, every single Plagued One the Primogenitor had 
summoned was erased from existence, leaving only the mighty 
dragon behind a veil of billowing smoke and shadowy wisps. 


" You will not be snuffing out this last glimmer of resistance so 
easily," Reshiram's voice bellowed from behind Zekra. "The last 
ember will not fade until it has incinerated every last speck of 
your being!" 


Zekra watched the majestic white dragon of fire then shoot into the 
sky before soaring straight toward the Primogenitor. He opened his 
jaws wide as fire burst out the back of his throat and coated his 
fangs, making them gleam a frightening blue as he closed in on the 
shadowy dragon. He sank his fangs deep into the Primogenitor's 
throat and tore his head to the side, but he was not swift enough. 
The shadow dragon abruptly erupted into hundreds of fragments, 
scattering away from Reshiram before swiftly flying toward the 
ground. They melted into it, becoming dark puddles before they 
swiftly disappeared, leaving no traces. Reshiram spat out a fireball 
the size of his head at the spot where the Primogenitor once stood 
before he released a flustered, ear-piercing roar that echoed 
throughout the dimension. 


It was not even a moment later that the Primogenitor shot out of the 
ground in its whole form. It flung itself at Reshiram, ripping opena 
jaw on its mouth as a green light formed at the back of its throat. 
Reshiram was only barely able to swoop into a nosedive asa 
massive beam shot out of the beast's maw, sailing past the fire 
dragon and blasting into a flashing image high above. It disappeared 
harmlessly into the image, though Zekra swore that she saw a flash 
of green appear within the image's very background not long after. 


"We need a plan if we want this to work," Len quickly said, catching 
Zekra's attention. 


Zekra turned toward the Luxray to find that he was gazing at the 
ensuing between the two Rem fragments with a faraway, ponderous 
gaze. Impetus and Crystelle also had their attention focused on the 
Luxray, though they did not speak, only waiting to see what else the 
former Fellowship leader might say. 


"We cannot simply attack that thing," Len explained. "Obviously it's 
far too swift for us. If we want to be able to defeat that monster and 
end everything, we have to somehow attack it before it can disperse. 
We need to distract it while someone else attacks it." 


"You really think it's possible to even distract something like that?" 
Crystelle asked. "| mean, do you see how big that thing is?" 


"Of course we can," Len stated firmly. "Anything can be distracted so 
long as said distraction is adequate enough." 


"The Primogenitor seems distracted as of right now," Impetus noted. 
"Maybe we can use this time to attack it while it attacks Reshiram. 
I'm sure Reshiram would appreciate us helping him as soon as 
possible.” 


"No, it needs to be slightly distracted more," Len said with a shake of 
his head. "I'm fairly certain that it is still watching us even as it fights 
Reshiram. | even suspect it might split off a part of itself to attack us 
so that we cannot create a counterattack." 


It was as soon as Len said this that something shot of the 
Primogenitor's back, erupting from its flesh, and swooped down 
upon the four with a thunderous thud that nearly Knocked them off 
their feet. They were instantly horrified to find themselves staring 
face-to-face with yet another dragon, an exact copy of the 
Primogenitor, if slightly smaller than the original. 


"You just had to say it was going to split itself," Zekra growled bitterly 
under her breath. "You just had to, Len." 


The dragon dug its claws into the ground, causing a great wall of 
darkness to shoot out of the murky ground and circle around the five. 
The wall rose higher and higher until it seemed to touch the very sky, 
something that even Zekra knew she could not fly over in her 
swiftest form. All of them became trapped within this massive barrier, 
leaving very little room for Zekra and her companions to move and 
effectively cut off from Reshiram. The Primogenitor copy unfurled its 


tarnished wings, nearly taking up all of the room in the enclosed 
space as it glowered down at the puny four. 


" Venri and Feral, why do you join with these two hosts?" the 
dragon asked. "You two know they only synchronized with you 
because they crave your power. They do not care for your well- 
being. They still do not heed the suggestions you give them, do 
they?" 


"Zekra cares about me!" Venri shouted as she manifested herself 
into reality as a Sableye, wearing a deep scowl. "Now shut up! | 
know what you're trying to do, and it's not going to work! Don't you 
dare trying to change my mind! I'm not going to get brainwashed by 
you!" 


"Hmmm, and you too Feral," the dragon mused. "/ can hear your 
words so clearly even though you're trapped in that Mienshao's 
mind. You both continue to rebel against myself. You both are 
ready to kill myself if it means that your hosts will be happy. 
That spiteful Darkrai. She has brainwashed both of you with her 
corrupted taint of the blight. | can only vaguely call you kin 
now." 


A large, red sphere suddenly impacted the dragon's face, creating a 
large cloud of smoke. Zekra and her companions turned toward 
Impetus to find that she was holding out one of her paws toward the 
dragon, shooting it a dark, hateful glimmer. 


"| never wanted to be considered kin with you," Impetus spat ina 
voice that was almost too venomous to be her own voice before 
turning toward the others. "Create your plan. We'll give you time." 


The Mienshao instantly bounded up, landing onto the dragon's 
massive tail before sprinting upward towards its massive body. As 
she ran along, she turned her feet into dagger-like objects, creating 
deep punctures into the beast as she made her way onto its back. 
The dragon growled under its breath before snapping its head back 
at Impetus, but just as the jaws were to close in on her, Impetus 


leapt up and landed on the top of its head. She reeled back her arm, 
changing it into a lance, before drilling it deep into the spot between 

the dragon's two eyes. It groaned as it shook its head vigorously, but 
Impetus only launched herself upward to descend upon the top of its 
head. 


"Venri, seeing as how you're a Plagued One, where exactly are you 
most vulnerable?" Len asked, turning everyone's attention away 
from the on-going battle. 


"Uhhhh, well let's see," the false Sableye said as she rocked back 
and forth on her heels. "It really hurts when you attack Zekra's heart, 
because that's where most of me is. | hang out all over the place 
inside of Zekra, connected to literally just about every part of Zekra, 
but a lot of me is where her heart is. Well, where her heart used to 
be anyway. I'm her heart now." 


The Sableye smiled and laughed giddily upon mentioning that, much 
to Len and Crystelle's apparent dismay, but the two made no 
remarks. The Umbreon only continued awaiting directions while Len 
stared up at the behemoth before them, who was busy trying to grab 
Impetus from off of itself with an alarming number of tendrils 
produced all over its body. 


"| suppose we will have to do the same with this dragon," Len stated. 
"Perhaps this isn't the true Primogenitor, but if we can vanquish this 
copy, then maybe we can significantly damage the real one and can 
kill it with far more swiftness. So, we're going to need somebody who 
can pierce through its shadowy hide." 


Len and Crystelle immediately brought their gazes over to Zekra and 
Venri. Zekra couldn't help but feel a shudder go down her spine as 
they locked their eyes onto her. 


"Right, because | have huge claws and Venri can make organs 
explode. Right," Zekra realized. "And um, | guess you guys are going 
to distract that thing like Impetus while | try to do that?" 


"Correct," Len confirmed. 


"You'll be fine, Zekra," Crystelle assured her. "You're great at this 
kind of stuff. Just do your thing and we can hopefully get this over 
with as fast as possible." 


Crystelle and Len gave Zekra a nod, and then swiftly dashed off 
toward the Primogenitor, closing the already limited space between 
them and firing bolts of lightning and waves of darkness at the 
dragon. They crashed into the dragon's chest, causing it to swivel its 
head away from Impetus momentarily before shooting them a 
flustered glare. A dozen Plagued Ones sprouted out of its chest 
before swiftly descending upon the two, fangs open and shrill 
laughter emitting from their nightmarish forms. Crystelle and Len 
wasted no time in firing attacks at the ghoulish beings, eradicating 
them if only for a temporary time. Zekra knew that the Plagued Ones 
would probably respawn within another minute or two. 


Wasting no time, Zekra sprinted toward the behemoth, allowing Venri 
to synch back up to her as she did so. She felt her plague's thoughts 
and energy seep back into her body, granting her the power she 
needed to leap onto its front leg. She sank her claws deep into its 
tar-like flesh, resisting the urge to shudder as a virulent cold swept 
over her, and then climbed upward. She could feel something 
moving beneath the dragon's scales as she ascended, something 
slithering and writhing beneath her, but Zekra paid it no mind. She 
couldn't let anything distract her. She had to reach its chest before it 
noticed that she was on it. 


Within a matter of moments, Zekra found herself at the very base of 
the leg. She could see her area of interest in sight, and knew that 
she had to make her move quick. There were now about a hundred 
Plagued Ones surrounding Len and Crystelle, and though the two 
were fairly successful in fending them off, Zekra knew that they 
would be growing weary after a while. She needed to vanquish this 
copy of the Primogenitor and all of the spawn that it was creating. 


Zekra took in a deep breath as she flung herself from her spot and 
shot herself at the spot where the dragon's presumed heart was. 
Then, she latched onto it with her claws, holding herself steady until 
she was able to sink the claws upon her feet into the dragon's flesh 
as well. She could even feel Venri's tendrils crawling out of her claws 
and tying themselves to something within the Primogenitor to keep 
her steady. 


Alright, ready Venri? 


As ready as I'll ever be. Urgh, it's so gross inside of there. There's a 
bunch of freaky things in here too. Let's just get this over with so | 
don't have to look at it anymore. 


The Zoroark took out one of her claws from the dragon, steadied it in 
the air, and then jammed it straight into the Primogenitor's chest. 
She felt Venri's tendrils slither out of her and seep into the 
Primogenitor, worming their way through a mess of writhing 
darkness and chambers that she was fairly certain no living creature 
had within themselves. She could practically see the insides of 
Primogenitor as Venri made her way through, making her stomach 
churn. However, she stayed strong and waited for Venri to find the 
heart of the creature, or something equivalent to it. 


| SEE YOU, ZEKRA. 

Zekra's heart stopped as the chilling, insidious words entered her 
mind, and for just a moment, she couldn't move. She felt completely 
paralyzed with her claw still dug deep into the Primogenitor's body, 
Venri still slithering her way to the heart. 

ARE YOU TRYING TO HURT ME? 

Venri... Venri... Did you find the heart yet? 

ARE YOU IGNORING ME? 


Venri! Hurry it up in there! 


THERE IS NO MORE VENRI. 


VENRI, WOULD YOU SERIOUSLY HURRY IT UP AND ANSWER 
ME?! 


SHE'S GONE. YOU CONNECTED HER WITH MYSELF AND NOW 
SHE IS NO MORE. 


JUST LIKE YOU WILL BE. 


Before Zekra could even comprehend what was happening, a large 
burst of tentacles sprouted out of the spot where her claw was dug 
deep into the Primogenitor and wrapped themselves around her arm. 
Zekra screamed as they then began to pull her into the 
Primogenitor's body, sucking her into a massive hole that was 
beginning to open up on its chest. Though she could not see far past 
the darkness that encompassed the very entrance, Zekra thought 
she saw the faintest glimmers of eyes staring at her with ravenous 
intent. 


"Zekra!" 


Zekra looked up to see Impetus swooping down toward her, claws 
extended. The Mienshao grabbed the Zoroark before slicing her 
claws through the mass of tendrils clinging to the Zoroark, cutting 
through them cleanly. However, just as the two began to descend, a 
dozen more tendrils shot out of the Primogenitor and tied themselves 
around Zekra, preventing the two from going anywhere. 


"I'm not going to let this thing take you," Impetus vowed as she 
sharpened her claws with plague energy. "I have lost enough friends 
already. | am not about to lose another one." 


She slashed her claws down upon the tendrils once more, striking 
them all in one swipe. This time, no tendrils chased after Zekra, 
allowing the two to fall at a gentle pace due to the dimension's 
distorted sense of gravity. However, Zekra couldn't help but note that 
she couldn't hear Venri within her mind. She could clearly see the 


plague's tendrils seeping back into her claws, but there were no 
thoughts or even energy to be felt from the normally talkative and 
vigorous shadow. 


"She's myself now..." Zekra whispered hollowly. "What does that 
mean?" 


"What are you talking about?" Impetus asked. 


"| heard a voice in my mind say that to me when | was attacking the 
heart," Zekra explained quietly. "It said there's no more Venri. | 
mean, | can see her right now and can probably use her powers, but 
| can't hear her anymore. And that makes me wonder..." 


"What do you mean you can't-" 


One second, Impetus was giving Zekra a concerned, almost frightful 
stare. One second, the two were closing in towards the ground with 
Impetus surely readying them to land safely. 


The next second, a massive jaw appeared in the corner of Zekra's 
eye, stretched wide open with black teeth dripping of a sludge-like 
substance. 


Then before Zekra could realize what was happening, a loud 
Snapping sound filled the air, and darkness suddenly swarmed her 
vision. Zekra felt herself hit something cold and wet before she fell 
down a deep, abysmal chasm. She could not stop herself as she 
plummeted down through the endless black, feeling her mind being 
sucked into a void of insistent, throbbing migraines. All she could do 
was allow her mind to drift away as every thought in her mind slowly 
became meaningless. 


All she could register into her fading mind was that Impetus's 
screams were ringing through the black all around her, harsh and 
tortured. 


And then, there was nothing. 


For a while, Zekra couldn't feel or hear anything. All she could 
remember was falling before she abruptly blacked out, becoming 
one with the eternal abyss. 


And then, she felt something crawling in one of her ears, somehow 
bypassing the plague armor that covered them. Something cold and 
slimy, something whispering alien words that held no meaning. 


Zekra's eyes Snapped open as she swatted at whatever was 
slithering down her ears, prompting a shrill shriek from the entity. 
The Zoroark swiftly sat up and swiveled her head toward the noise. 
What she found made her want to scream and run far away. 


It was a black tendril. The sight of it alone, along with the thought 
that it was trying to get inside of her body, was already unsettling 
enough to Zekra, but it was what the tendril was retreating into that 
made her feel as though she had descended straight into the bowels 
of the underworld. 


It was crawling back into a hole in the wall not far from where Zekra 
sat. 


That hole was a mouth on that wall. 


There were hundreds of mouths within that wall, all of them 
connected to a face. Each face belonged to a different type of 
Pokémon, but they all blended together in a horrifying mesh along 
the black wall that seemed to writhe and shudder every few seconds. 
Their eyes, all of them frozen open and glimmering with no light, 
gazed at her. They showed no movement as their dead eyes bored 
into Zekra's soul, watching her as they remained embedded into 
their wall. All of their mouths hung open and were filled with needle- 
like teeth that seemed just ready to clamp down on any foolish 
person that dared go near them. 


Zekra scooted away from the grotesque wall of faces, but soon 
found there was no salvation from the horrifying sight. Right behind 


her was yet another wall of wriggling faces, watching her as tiny 
tendrils occasionally slithered out of the gaping mouths like 
serpentine tongues. Even the very ceiling was covered in these 
frozen faces. The entire hallway-like place she found herself in was 
infested with the grotesque and unsightly display of faces. Her only 
salvation was the ground that she sat upon, despite it seemingly 
being made out of clumps of massive tendrils that would squirm 
underneath her every time she moved. 


What... what is this place? Zekra whimpered within her mind, too 
afraid to speak aloud. Where am |? 


Zekra anticipated that Venri would make some sort of remark, but 
there was nothing to be heard within the Zoroark's mind. It was only 
Zekra's thoughts, nothing more. 


Venri? Venri, are you there? 


There was still no response. She thought she saw a flicker of light 
near her that for just a second resembled a Sableye, but it vanished 
before she could gaze at it any longer. 


Venri, where are you? 


There was another flash of light, this time disappearing into the 
darkness far more quickly. Zekra didn't even think it had any 
semblance of a recognizable form. 


Venri's gone. The Primogenitor did something to her... and now I'm 
all alone here. 


Zekra felt her skin crawl from beneath her fur as she hugged herself, 
trying to ignore the slinking movement beneath her and the faces 
upon the walls. She had to force herself to look down, and though 
seeing tendrils skulking wasn't a pleasant sight either, she knew it 
was better than having to gaze at the soul-less and hollow eyes of 
the numerous faces surrounding her. 


No... no! can't stay still. I've got to get out of here. Wherever here is. 


Zekra shakily got to her feet, and took in a few deep breaths. Then, 
she looked down one end of the long and winding hallway she found 
herself in. She couldn't see anything at the very end of it except for 
more darkness, but the other end of the hallway was no different. 
They both led to seemingly nowhere, both to abysses that were quite 
eager to swallow Zekra whole. 


Zekra closed her eyes for a moment, and then dropped on all fours. 
She was about to bolt down the first hallway she had laid her eyes 
upon, but then stopped when she saw something resting near the 
wall close to what appeared to be the face of what was once an 
Onix. She couldn't make out the details very well from where she 
stood, but there was something oddly familiar about its vaguely oval- 
shaped form. The Zoroark crept toward it cautiously, tense and ready 
to bolt in case the tendrils beneath her sprang up and ensnared her, 
having no idea what to expect. She considered that maybe it was 
someone she knew that was down here, or perhaps an object that 
she had once seen a long time ago. Perhaps it could be something 
that could even provide her a clue of where exactly she was in this 
nightmarish, demented realm that was something out of her worst 
nightmares. 


Eventually, Zekra was near enough to the object to see it clearly 
enough. 


What she saw made Zekra bolt down the hallway, not even caring 
where she went. Her heart raced in her chest, her stomach churned 
painfully, and her vision was becoming hazy, but she didn't stop. She 
only kept running, never looking back. 


The object that she had seen, lying so silently and so harmlessly, 
had been Impetus's head. 


It had been completely severed from the rest of her body, which was 
nowhere to be seen. It had been resting there, no blood pooling 
around it, its wide, panicked eyes staring up at the ceiling with its 


mouth twisted open, as if screaming endlessly. Black tendrils had 
been trailing out of its neck, lying as inertly as the head. 


Zekra knew where she was now. The second she locked eyes with 
the disembodied head of her former friend, she knew exactly what 
had happened to her. 


Zekra had been eaten by the Primogenitor, and now she was 
wandering about its eldritch bowels. 


She would join Impetus's fate soon enough. There was nowhere to 
escape within the innards of the Primogenitor. 


She would die, and so would Len and Crystelle. Then the 
Primogenitor would devour Reshiram and take over the rest of 
Shiron. What would happen net, Zekra didn't know. But she didn't 
need to know. 


Shiron's fate had been sealed the second she had been swallowed 
whole. 


Everyone was going to be infested with plague. 


And yet, despite knowing this undeniable truth, Zekra kept running. 
There was a point where she told herself to stop, but she couldn't. 
Her legs rebelled against her and forced her to Keep moving. 


She did not Know why she ran as though she were the lightning in a 
great storm. She knew there was no escaping from the intestines of 
the plagued beast. There was not an opening in sight. 


Maybe she thought there was a way out. Maybe some part of her, 
deep within her subconscious, truly believed she could escape and 
still defeat the Primogenitor. 


Zekra didn't know. All she knew was that she was racing through the 
insides of the dragon, never stopping even as her legs grew sore 


and ached. 


There's no opening. It's not going to let me out of here. | can't get 
out. I'm going to be like one of those faces. I'm going to be like 
Impetus. 


Why can't | stop? Why can't | tell myself to stop? 


The Zoroark reached a room-like chamber within the Primogenitor 
that had several platforms made of grotesque chunks of black flesh. 
They each stood at different heights, leading to something high 
above that Zekra could not see past in the infinite darkness. Zekra 
bounded onto them, leaping up one at a time as she went toward 
this higher area of the Primogenitor's innards. Each time she landed 
upon the platforms, tendrils emerged from the surface and attempted 
to wrap around Zekra's ankles, but she was always too quick. They 
would only loosely tie themselves around her feet before she sprang 
free and descended onto a new platform, where more tendrils 
welcomed her. However, she would escape those ones just as 
easily, and thus the process would repeat over and over again until 
Zekra finally found herself in another chamber within the 
Primogenitor's innards. 


It was a large, spacious place, holding the same grotesque walls as 
the rest of the Primogenitor's insides did. However, when Zekra 
looked closely enough, she saw that in one segment of a wall, there 
was only one face meshed into the fleshy surface. Unlike the other 
faces that were practically melted into the walls, this one had its two 
eyes glimmering with a dim, blue light. White, smoke-like energy 
seemed to seep out of the wall where the face lay embedded. 


Zekra's irresistible urge to run finally ceased as soon as she gazed 
at the singular face. As soon as she studied it for a few more 
seconds, she was vaguely able to understand why. 


That was face was Nyx's. 


Nyx... that's right. Tear said that she got absorbed into the 
Primogenitor. Zekra realized. So she's just like another face. But why 
is she all alone? Why aren't there any other faces with her? 


You came. | am very glad. | had hoped your blight could still 
hear me. 


Zekra nearly jumped. Zekra got ready to bolt out of the chamber and 
dash off. She had no idea where she would go, but she couldn't stay 
in this room anymore. 


Zekra, wait. It is okay. It is me. It is Nyx. 


The Zoroark stopped herself. She looked back at the Darkrai melted 
into the wall and thought she saw the faintest traces of movement in 
its eyes. Grimacing, Zekra crept closer to the Darkrai. 


"Nyx?" Zekra asked, her voice barely above a whisper. "Nyx... you're 
alive? But you're..." 


| know. This ts the fate | have been met with after purposefully 
absorbing myself into the Primogenitor. But I will not hurt you. 
You are safe with me. 


"But how are you talking to me? You're a part of the Primogenitor's 
body right now..." 


! am communicating through your blight. It might not be able to 
do much of anything anymore, but it can at least let you hear 
me. 


"Oh, so that's why | couldn't stop running... but Nyx. Nyx, why do 
you want to talk to me?" 


Because | know how all of you can defeat the Primogenitor. 
For a moment, Zekra couldn't think of anything to say. She could 


only stare at the Darkrai deep within the Primogenitor's bowels with 
a glazed-over expression, trying to register what had just been said. 


"Nyx... I'm trapped inside of the Primogenitor. | just got eaten by that 
thing and | can't talk with Venri anymore. I'm not even sure | can use 
her powers anymore. And everybody outside probably isn't doing 
any better, otherwise | still wouldn't be here. How can we possibly 
beat the Primogenitor?" 


All of you are approaching this the wrong way. You think you 
can destroy the Primogenitor by bombarding it with your most 
powerful attacks from the outside, but you cannot. The Luxray 
and Umbreon will not be able to do any lasting damage because 
they are not blighted. Reshiram does not have the power 
needed to obliterate every soul that the Primogenitor is using 
for power. If you still had the Dimitri ones, it would be possible 
to kill the monster from the outside, but you do not. You will all 
die long before the Primogenitor ever grows the least bit tired. 


"Yeah, I'm already aware..." 


If you want to defeat the Primogenitor, there is only one option 
left. 


You need to re-create Rem. 


"Rem... you mean that Pokémon that made the Primogenitor in the 
first place?" 


Yes. You need to make Reshiram, Zekrom, and Kyurem merge 
back together and Rem will be reborn. If you can do that, then 
the Primogenitor can be defeated. 


Quite fortunately for us, Zekrom and Kyurem are here with us in 
the Primogenitor's bowels and | know exactly where they are. 


"Wait... so what you're saying is that-" 


Yes. We need to free them. 


Any of the despair that had been building within Zekra slowly started 
to fade away. She felt her jaw drop open as she continued staring at 
Nyx's frozen state. 


"So... we have a chance, then." 


Yes. Though the Primogenitor split itself into two beings, they 
both share the same body. We can find Zekrom and Kyurem in 
time if we hurry. |do not know how much longer the ones 
outside will last. 


"Alright, let's go find them. Um, how do | get you out of here? You 
seem really stuck..." 


Put your claws above my head. | will tell your blight what to do. 
It can still free me even though it is crippled. 


"Are you really sure that's a good idea? Won't you get hurt? Won't 
the Primogenitor notice?" 


We do not have time for being careful or discreet. Go ahead. Do 
not worry. 


Though the Zoroark couldn't feel the confidence that she wanted to 
have upon hearing the Darkrai's reassuring words, she still did as 
asked. She pressed a handful of claws against the grotesque and 
clammy wall right above the Darkrai's smoke-like hair. As soon as 
she did so, she felt Venri's tendrils wriggle out of her body and slither 
into the wall. Zekra watched as multiple cracks sprawled out along 
the surface, deepening as her tendrils dug further into the bowels. 


Then, with a thunderous rumbling noise, Nyx was torn straight out of 
the wall and collapsed on the ground, ripping Zekra's hand out of the 
wall. Venri's tendrils were wrapped tight around her body, 
constricting her like a serpent and sinking into various parts of her 
wispy form. The wall that Nyx had been torn out of now had a gaping 
hole within it, hundreds of tiny worm-like tentacles squirming about 
wildly and smacking one another incoherently. However, Zekra didn't 


have to look at the dreadful sight for long, for the tendrils soon tied 
themselves to one another, and then pulled each other closer the 
other. The two sides of the gaping hole were then pulled together, 
and within a matter of seconds, there was no longer a massive 
crater. 


Zekra glanced back at Nyx to find that Venri's tendrils were 
withdrawing themselves from Nyx and retracting back into Zekra's 
claws. The Darkrai seemed well, unharmed even despite spending 
months within the Primogenitor, but she did not rise. She only 
remained on the ground, her eyes flickering dimly with blue light. 


"Nyx, are you okay?" Zekra asked cautiously. 
Yes. | am only not used to moving again. 


The Darkrai pushed her claws against the ground, and then forced 
herself into the air. She staggered for a moment, as though she had 
suddenly forgotten how to levitate, before straightening herself out. 
Once she was able to remain stationary in the air for a moment, she 
looked back at Zekra. 


Thank you. Now, let us find Zekrom and Kyurem. Then, we can 
finally end everything. 


The Darkrai swooped down toward the chamber that Zekra had just 
emerged from, prompting the Zoroark to follow after her. She 
followed after the Darkrai as she hurried down another grotesque 
corridor, her eyes darting about as she eyed seemingly every face 
upon the walls she passed by. 


It was then that a low, guttural growl emitted through the hallway-like 
bowels, sounding off the walls and seeping into Zekra's ears. Zekra 
glanced about, searching for the source of the strange, frightening 
noise, but found there was nothing but the usual sight of nightmarish 
faces plastered along the walls. She glanced over at Nyx, perhaps 
seeing if the noise might be coming from her, but found that the 
Darkrai was only swooping forward in silence. 


"Nyx, do you hear that?" Zekra asked quietly. "That weird, growling 
sound?" 


Ignore it. 
"Wait, so you can hear it? What is it?" 


! do not know, but I do not want to find out. Keep moving and do 
not talk aloud. It might find us if you do. 


Though Zekra wasn't comforted by this, she kept her jaw clamped 
shut and continued tailing Nyx. It wasn't long before the two exited 
their elongated hallway and found themselves in yet another 
chamber. However, Kyurem and Zekrom were nowhere in sight. All 
that made up the faces of the walls were ordinary Pokémon. Zekra 
thought she even recognized one or two of the faces. 


Nyx stopped in the midst of the room, gazing at the three pathways 
that lay before her. She glanced at each one of them as her eyes 
glimmered softly in the darkness. Then, after observing the sight for 
a moment, she chose the corridor farthest to the left. Zekra was only 
barely able to chase after her before she disappeared too far into the 
darkness, becoming one with it. 


As the two raced through the corridor, Zekra couldn't help but notice 
that something did not seem right with the walls. Though they were 
still made up of hundreds of melted, meshing faces, there was 
something decidedly off about the particular walls of the corridor the 
two were rushing through. Zekra couldn't name what, as none of the 
faces appeared to be showing any signs of movement nor were 
there any tentacles seeping out of their mouths, but there was 
something about the deadness in their eyes that Zekra felt was not 
present in the other faces she had seen throughout the 
Primogenitor's innards. 


When the two of them reached the end of the tunnel, they found that 
they were in yet another chamber devoid of the great dragons they 
each sought. Not only that, but they had reached a dead end as well. 


There were no corridors that allowed entry to other segments of the 
Primogenitor, nor platforms that could give access to higher 
chambers. They were simply in a spacious circular room the size of 
a Fellowship base conference room, the faces of the Primogenitor's 
devoured the only things to keep them company. 


Nyx hovered in place as she glanced around with a dark glare. 
The layouts of this demented dragon changed. 
Huh? Zekra asked within her mind. 


The paths in the Primogenitor's bowels are changing on me. | 
know where Zekrom and Kyurem are after spending much time 
in that wall and being one with the Primogenitor, but the 
Primogenitor does not want me to reach them. It is creating 
paths that lead to places like this. 


That's... well | get that we're inside of a freaky shadow dragon. But | 
don't think it knows we're here. Plus, | really don't know how it can 
actually rearrange its guts so that we can't get to those two... that 
just sounds really, really out there. 


Nyx glanced back at the Zoroark with her resentful gaze still present, 
but before she could seemingly transmit her thoughts to Zekra, there 
was a loud and unnatural hissing sound. Zekra and Nyx watched as 
their only exit suddenly swarmed with hundreds of tendrils that 
swiftly meshed together. Then, before the two could fling themselves 
through the disappearing gaps of the wriggling tendrils, they formed 
a solid wall, sealing them inside of the vacant room. 


"| FOUND YOU." 


Zekra twisted her head toward a nearby wall to see that there were 
no longer a large number of faces melted into it. Instead, there was 
now one singular, massive face embedded into the wall. One face 
with large, glowing white eyes and a massive snout that was far 


larger than both Zekra and Nyx's entire bodies. Its entire mass 
almost took up the whole surface of the wall. 


Zekra knew that face all too well. 


" TRYING TO TAKE THE FRAGMENTS FROM INSIDE MYSELF I 
SEE. HOW AMUSING." 


The eyes gave off a sinister glint as the face slowly seeped out of the 
wall, detaching itself from the lining of the Primogenitor's bowels with 
the rest of its body following suit. Zekra was horrified to see that the 
body was not a replica of the Primogenitor's actual body, but rather 
composed of parts of from what appeared to be other dragons. 
Though it was difficult to see beneath the thick plague energy 
covering that protected the beast, Zekra could see what lay beneath 
that shadowy exterior in the fleeting moments the darkness would 
recede for just a moment. Its body was seemingly made of obsidian 
and frigid ice, meshed together in an awkward and disjointed fashion 
that made Zekra feel that the creature would break apart with one 
strike. Its arms were muscular and hung near its feet, able to smash 
a boulder into pieces with one blow, yet its two wings were far too 
small to adequately support it in the air as well as fixated upon its 
back with such frail ice. And yet, it showed no signs of weariness as 
it emerged from the wall upon its stooped and short legs. 


You took them... you absorbed Zekrom and Kyurem instead of 
leaving them on the walls like me. 


" YES." 


It slid completely out of the wall before it hulked over Zekra and Nyx, 
watching them with its circular, soulless eyes, as if relishing the 
petrified states of the two. Then, it rushed toward them on all fours, 
its claws making a terrible scratching sound that made Zekra want to 
cover her ears. 


Nyx fired a black pillar of energy at the beast just before it was to 
collide into them and perhaps tear them to pieces. It swiftly leapt 


over the Darkrai's attack and continued its impressive bound over 
the two Pokémon before crashing into the wall behind them. The two 
watched as it oozed harmlessly into the black lining of the 
Primogenitor's body, seamlessly merging with it until there was 
nothing but a pair of glowing white eyes staring straight at them. 


" THIS IS YOUR NEW HOME NOW." 


Chapter 92: Fight To Die 


X 
Chapter 92 


Fight To Die 


The fearsome beast once again shot out of the Primogenitor's bodily 
lining, but this time it did not shoot itself at Zekra and Nyx. Instead, it 
landed a few feet in front of them before spinning its entire body 
around. The plague energy surrounding its short, stubby tail swiftly 
elongated, transforming it into a long, whip-like appendage with 
jagged spikes jutting out of it that were now seconds away from 
crashing into Zekra and Nyx. The two of them hurried out of the way 
of the oncoming tail, just narrowing avoiding being skewered as they 
retreated to the opposite wall of where the Primogenitor beast stood. 


" THERE IS NOWHERE TO RUN. THIS IS YOUR HOME." 


The dragon bounded back into the wall, merging with it in a matter of 
seconds so that there was not a trace of the monster to be seen. 
However, Zekra knew that the beast had not abandoned them. 
Though she could no longer see its insidious and demented form 
amongst her in the darkness of the Primogenitor's bowels, she could 
hear it. She could hear its body slinking through the muscles of the 
dragon, hissing and slithering with wet sloshing noises so similar to 
the sounds she made when she was slurping up warm and delicious 
blood from a fresh kill. 


And yet, Zekra found she couldn't react to the events unfolding 
around her. Only minutes ago had she been trying to find Zekrom 
and Kyurem with Nyx. Only a short time ago had she freed the 
Darkrai from the Primogenitor's grasp so that they could find a way 
to truly defeat the beast whose belly they both found themselves in. 


Now here they were, sealed within a chamber, fighting an 
amalgamation of the dragons that were their salvation and the very 
dragon that they feared. Here they were, trapped with no way out as 
the mesh of creatures prowled about, waiting for the perfect moment 
to devour the both of them. 


It had all happened so quickly that Zekra could barely process it. She 
still had a difficult time comprehending that she had been eaten by 
the Primogenitor and that she was roaming about its bowels. Not 
only that, but so many other things had happened that her mind 
couldn't quite wrap around either. Terron and Yimtri supposedly 
being dead after an incident, Impetus unquestionably being dead 
after being chomped in two by the Primogenitor, Nyx still being alive 
and sentient despite being absorbed into the Primogenitor for so 
long... all of these things and more swarmed in her head. Each and 
every one of these thoughts flooded her mind, making everything 
happening around her feel so surreal and disconnected. 


Without Venri in her mind to snap her out of it, Zekra felt her 
thoughts swirl aimlessly within her mind like leaves in an autumn 
breeze. 


Zekra, you need to focus. 


The Zoroark's mind exited its chaotic state as soon as she heard the 
familiar voice echo through the walls of her skull. She looked over to 
find that Nyx was eying the walls as she filled her claws with an 
ominous, violet power that flickered dangerously. 


| know that you have a lot on your mind right now. I know that 
everything is happening very quickly and that it is taxing for 
you. | know that you want to mourn for those that have been 
lost. But | need you to focus. You can mourn and think about 
what has been happening after all of this is over. | need you to 
remain in the present. There is a way out of this predicament 
even though the odds seem against us right now. 


How? That thing... it's got Zekrom and Kyurem. You said we need 
those two if we ever want to beat the Primogenitor. 


We need to rip Zekrom and Kyurem out of that monstrosity. It 
will not be easy, but we can. Then after they are free, they 
should reawaken and we can all leave this dreadful place 
together. 


Right... that makes sense. And we can do that by doing the same 
thing | did to free you, right? Will that work? 


It should, but | suppose there is only one way to find out. If not, 
then I suppose we will have to kill this monster instead. 


It was no sooner than Nyx said this did the beast emerge from the 
wall behind Zekra and Nyx and swipe at them with its long, 
grotesque claws. Nyx swooped above the arc of the attack while 
Zekra ducked instead, allowing the two to remain unscathed. The 
monster withdrew its claws back into the wall, but Nyx was too swift 
for it. She grabbed one of the beast's claws with her own before 
sinking her tips into its black, oozing flesh. The purple energy 
streaming from her claws swiftly seeped inside of the creature's 
flesh. She then yanked her arm back with all her might seconds later. 
Her claws ripped straight out of the dragon, and escaping from her 
claw tips were tiny, black, and tendril-like shadows. They clung fast 
to something within the dragon, but could not seem to drag it out into 
the open. 


Zekra hurried over to Nyx's side and grabbed her other hand. 
Together, they pulled back, causing the unseen beast from within the 
wall to let out a great, anguished roar. It retreated its claws back into 
the wall with more vigor, nearly yanking Zekra off of her feet, but she 
held fast and continued pulling, refusing to let the claws slink back 
into the wall. She tightened her grip around Nyx's hand as she slowly 
started dragging Nyx closer to her. She made tendrils leak out of her 
feet's claws and dig themselves deep into the Primogenitor's tendril- 
infested "ground", keeping her rooted to the spot. She grit her teeth 
as she grabbed Nyx's elbow and pulled her closer. Once she hada 


strong grip, she continued, grabbing the spot right above Nyx's 
elbow as the Darkrai continued yanking back her own tendrils out of 
the dragon. 


When Zekra had her grip tight around the spot right below Nyx's 
shoulders, she let out a loud cry and tugged back with all her might. 


All of Nyx's tendrils came flying out of the beast's claw, allowing the 
beast to finally retract all of its body into the wall. Zekra's tendrils 
relinquished their hold upon the ground as she flew backwards from 
the lack of resistance. She crashed into the ground a few feet away, 
but was able to right herself up without feeling any sort of throbbing 
on her back. She shook herself off for just a moment, and then 
hurried over to Nyx before looking down at the mess that was the 
Darkrai's tendrils upon the ground. 


Nyx's tendrils were tangled amongst one another, squirming and 
writhing against one another as if they were nothing more than a pile 
of worms. They flopped about with no meaning or direction as they 
remained outside of Nyx's body, occasionally letting out unnatural 
whining sounds that Zekra thought resembled the yowls she had 
heard from hatchling Pokémon when they were in great pain. 


But most of all, Zekra saw that within their tangled and wriggling 
forms, they were all attached to something very large. Something not 
as monstrous as the beast that was slinking through the 
Primogenitor's bowels, but still a beast that could tower over Nyx and 
Zekra if it were standing upon its feet. All of their ends were latched 
deep into a ferocious dragon of a frail, icy form. The dragon did not 
move even as the tendrils slithered over it, nor did it show any signs 
of life. It only lay there motionlessly, eyes closed, tendrils sluggishly 
digging through its innards. 


Zekra almost couldn't believe that something so monstrous had been 
ripped out of the beast's body in one piece. She didn't understand 
how something so large could come out of the monster's much 
smaller claw. However, she quickly realized it was probably the same 
as with Terron and Yimtri when they had been devouring Pokémon. 


Somehow they could shrink Pokémon after ensnaring them in their 
grasps so that they might fit within their bodies. 


It wasn't out of place to think that Nyx could do the exact same thing. 
Perhaps she had shrunk this icy dragon after her tendrils were able 
to wrap themselves around him and brought him to his normal size 
once he was out of the monster's body. 


This is Kyurem. However, | do not think he will not be 
awakening. His spirit is too frail and the Primogenitor has 
tampered with him too much for him to do anything. 


So this is him... well at least we got him. Too bad he can't make this 
whole thing easier. He's kind of useless right now... 


He will be useful when we get Zekrom. He will be even more 
useful when we are reunited with Reshiram. He is necessary for 
the merging, even if his state is quite pitiful now. 


The Darkrai then retracted all of her tendrils back into her hand with 
harsh, wet slapping sounds as they released their hold on the fallen 
dragon. Once they had all disappeared inside of her body, Nyx fired 
a ray of ice from her palm. The beam struck the icy dragon and 
swiftly encased it in a large block of frigid ice that Zekra knew could 
not be shattered with ease. She wasn't even sure it could be melted 
in a matter of seconds either. 


This should keep him safe until we get Zekrom. | do not see that 
beast breaking him out of there so easily. 


Good. | guess we just have one dragon left to get then! Maybe this'll 
go just as fast and then we can get out of this creepy place! 


Zekra thought she heard Nyx sigh dejectedly within her mind, but 
was not able to dwell in the thought for long, for a pair of eyes 
manifested in the walls near the two. Zekra growled gutturally under 
her breath as the dragon stuck its head out of the wall. It seemed to 
shoot them a resentful glare before opening up its maw and spitting 


out a wave of blue, crackling energy at the ground. The moment it hit 
the ground, ice spread out from under it, freezing everything beneath 
Zekra's feet into a frigid, slippery surface. She almost fell over as it 
manifested beneath her, forcing her to get down on all fours and sink 
her claws into the icy surface. 


The moment her claw tips pierced the frigid ground, a jolt of burning 
pain suddenly went up Zekra's arms. She let out a loud yelp as she 
jumped into the air and swiftly turned into a Skarmory, refusing to 
hover no less than a few feet above the ground. 


Zekra winced as the remnants of whatever had hurt her continued to 
burn at her muscles until it finally subsided, leaving a dull ache. 


It electrified the ice. It is trying to make it so we cannot have a 
proper foothold and rip out Zekrom. 


Zekra glanced down to see that Nyx was right. Every few seconds, a 
small shower of sparks would emit from various parts of the ice, 
followed by a low buzzing. There was not a single place where the 
electricity would not strike, making the entirety of the grounda 
painful hazard for Zekra. 


Great, just great. Ugh, | should have known that getting Zekrom 
wasn't going to be easy. 


Zekra saw Nyx fire a ray of black energy at the exposed head of the 
beast, but it swiftly ducked back into the wall. The energy struck the 
wall just as the beast disappeared, tearing into the wall and creating 
a small hole that led to a hollow area within the wall. However, it 
quickly patched itself up with multiple tentacles, and within a matter 
of seconds, the wall repaired itself completely. 


Maybe we can still rip out Zekrom if we can get ahold of that beast's 
claw again or something. Or even its head. We can try pulling 
Zekrom out from the air, because | doubt that thing is going to come 
out into the open again like before. 


Or we can pull it out of the wall further and then we can use its 
body as a foothold. That is assuming that it is safe to do so and 
its body will not lash out at you the second you set foot upon it. 


Well we've got to try something! 


It was then that the snout of the beast emerged from the wall once 
more. It emerged with its jaws wide open, revealing dozens of sharp 
teeth. But most strikingly of all, in the back of its throat were dozens 
of bright lights that blinked in and out of existence. 


Zekra couldn't even pondering the sight that she had seen so often 
in Primogenitor creations before Plagued Ones emerged out of the 
beast's maw and threw themselves at Nyx and Zekra. Ripples went 
over Nyx's body for just a second before she split into five Darkrai. 
Her copies swiftly went after the oncoming demons, tearing them 
apart with their claws and their own versions of Nyx's elemental 
powers. Flashes and blue, yellow, and black streaked through the 
darkness of the Primogenitor's bowels as each of the Plagued Ones 
were vanquished one by one. 


The original Nyx shot the draconic beast a glare before her eyes 
glimmered with a bright blue. There was an unnatural screeching 
sound as it was suddenly yanked out of the wall by an invisible force. 
It dug its front claws into the ground before the lower half of its body 
could follow suit, screeching and yowling as more and more Plagued 
Ones erupted from its mouth. However, it was futile. Nyx only 
created more copies of herself, sending them after the myriad 
amount of demons before glancing over at Zekra. 


Pull out Zekrom now. 


Zekra wasted no time in swooping over to the massive beast, 
swerving out of the way of any incoming Plagued Ones or bolts of 
electricity streaking through the air, and then descended right onto 
the base of the dragon's neck. Even though a good amount of its 
body was still concealed with the wall, Zekra could see that the 
dragon was not the same now that Kyurem had been freed from its 


grasp. Somehow, it seemed smaller than before, as well weaker. Its 
form seemed less misshapen, and it appeared to resemble the true 
Primogenitor rather than an amalgamation of multiple dragons. 


Zekra reveled in this small victory and then dug her claws into the 
back of the dragon's neck. She felt Venri's tendrils squirm out of her 
body and descend into the dragon, searching for Zekrom. She could 
feel uncomfortable wriggling beneath her feet, but she did not move 
from her spot. Instead, she only watched with gritted teeth as her 
tendrils continued snaking their way down the Primogenitor, crawling 
through its shadowy, eldritch mass. 


Zekra felt something sharp prick against the bottom of her feet, and 
immediately knew it was time to go. She swiftly retracted the tendrils 
out of the dragon before diving off of its body. Jagged spikes shot out 
of the spot where she once stood only seconds ago. They sprang up 
out of the body, shooting higher and higher until they impacted the 
ceiling, raining down fleshy, black debris into the chamber. The 
debris writhed for just a moment as it fell upon the icy surface of the 
ground and then became limp just as the hole in the ceiling repaired 
itself. 


So close. Should have known that wasn't going to work. 


Zekra changed into a Flygon as she watched the spikes seep back 
inside the dragon. It shook itself before releasing a loud, thunderous 
roar that penetrated the air and made Zekra want to cover her ears. 
Something black and dagger-like shot out of the dragon's maw, and 
before anyone could stop it, the object dug itself deep into Nyx's 
chest. 


Nyx and her numerous clones cringed just as they finished off the 
last of the Plagued Ones in the room. The clones convulsed for just 
a moment and their bodies warped into unnatural states before they 
abruptly exploded, leaving only one Nyx in the room. However, she 
was not any better off, for she soon dug her claw tips deep into her 
head. The white wisps escaping from the top of her head seemed to 


fray out as the tendrils escaping the bottom of her dress-like form 
elongated, curling toward the ground. 


The dragon seemed to smirk before pulling itself back into the wall, 
disappearing from sight. But even with the dragon out of sight, Nyx's 
condition did not seem to return to normal. Darkness spread into her 
eyes, painting them a deep black as the growth around her head 
seemed to become more jagged. 


In no time, Zekra found herself staring at a very unnatural version of 
someone who was once a powerful ally. The object embedded into 
Nyx before was no longer present. It seemed to have been absorbed 
completely into her body. 


"Nyx...? Nyx, are you okay?" Zekra asked, deciding to speak aloud. 


The Darkrai's single, exposed eye locked in on Zekra. Zekra couldn't 
help but shudder. There was no soul behind that black pool that was 
now her eye. 


There was only a demon. 


"No... No, don't do this to me, Nyx! Don't tell me that it got you!" 
Zekra cried. 


The Darkrai gave no answer. She only created a dark sphere in the 
palm of her hand, and then flung it at Zekra. The false Flygon 
swooped out of the way, narrowly missing the nightmare-inducing 
attack, before shooting the Darkrai a desperate gaze. 


“Come on, snap out of it! | really don't want to have to fight you!" 


The Darkrai shot a frigid beam at Zekra, prompting her to loop out of 
the way. Zekra sighed ruefully as she saw the blast impact a wall 
and create a number of large ice crystals upon its surface, but knew 
what had to be done. She made a tight frown, and then opened her 
maw and spewed out a burst of dragon fire at Nyx. However, the 
Darkrai proved too swift and darted out of the way just as it was to 


strike her head. Then, once the last embers dissipated into the air, 
Nyx shot a bolt of electricity shot out of her palm. It zipped through 
the air in a jagged pattern, zipping around wildly before it struck 
down toward the Zekra. Zekra proved to be just as quick and 
avoided the shot before retaliating back with another burst of dragon 
fire. 


Nyx only avoided the attack before firing yet another lightning bolt, 
and it was only a matter of seconds before the two were flying 
around one another in the massive chamber, avoiding one another's 
lethal attacks before firing one of their own attacks in return. They 
Zipped through the air with the speed of bullets, swerving and diving 
at the subtlest hints of a flash. Occasionally something would strike 
one of them, but it would never do more than graze their flesh and 
leave them with a fleeting burn that would cool itself within seconds. 


Neither of them was making any significant strikes against one 
another. They were only creating a tempest amongst the chamber as 
they flew around one another, neither relenting in their 
bombardments. 


Zekra would occasionally switch out her forms, such as from a 
Flygon to a copy of Nyx herself to even Reshiram at one point, but it 
did little good. None of her forms could produce a power that could 
catch Nyx off-guard. 


She only continued to perpetuate the stalemate the two had locked 
themselves into. 


| have to defeat Nyx somehow. And fast too. Everybody outside of 
here can only last so long against the Primogenitor. | need to knock 
her out, or at least make it so that she's not possessed. But she's 
just so fast that | can't even touch her... 


Unless... 


It was then that Zekra knew what she could do. She wasn't certain if 
it would work, but she knew she couldn't keep up this dance 


between her and Nyx. Her muscles ached and she wasn't able to 
avoid attacks as quickly anymore. Too many times had she taken an 
Ice Beam to the leg or a bolt of lightning to a wing. If it weren't for 
Venri and her regenerative powers she still held, she knew she 
would have fallen by now. 


In her current Ninjask form, Zekra descended upon the monstrous 
ice block that held Kyurem within it. She changed back into a 
Zoroark and sank her claws into the ice, but did not feel a jolt of pain. 
She felt a chill seep through her bones, but there was not a single 
volt of electricity shooting through her nerves. 


Good, Kyurem isn't affected by whatever that dragon thing did to the 
ground. Alright, this can work. 


She looked up to see that Nyx was eying her from high above, as 
well as creating a black sphere within one of her hands. Zekra 
quickly filled her claws with her explosive plague energy, making 
them radiate with a bright red light. Then, before Nyx could fire the 
sphere growing in her palm, Zekra dug her claws into the ice with 
more force and released the energy from her body. 


A brilliant explosion went off around the Zoroark and filled room. It 
erupted from Zekra's claws with such force that she could even feel 
the ice beneath her breaking apart. So much ice shattered beneath 
Zekra that that parts of Kyurem's head became free from the icy 
prison. However, Zekra hardly paid this any mind. Instead, she 
watched Nyx as she fled from the oncoming wave, but had nowhere 
to go. She swooped into the ceiling for refuge, but it was futile. Nyx 
got caught in the blast and her screams echoed painfully all 
throughout the chamber as it attacked her plagued essence. The ice 
covering the ground beneath Kyurem shattered as Zekra's blast 
continued to ravage the chamber, its loud shattering sounds mixing 
with Nyx's screams as she crashed into the ground. 


When the light finally died down and all of the blast's energy had 
dissipated, Zekra found Nyx collapsed on the ground. Her body 
seemed tattered and leaked of black energy, but it was Nyx's eyes 


that caught Zekra's attention the most. They were no longer 
bottomless pits of darkness. They were still a deep black, but there 
was now a flicker of blue within them, struggling with all its might to 
stay afloat and overcome the darkness. 


“Come on, Nyx! Snap out of it!" Zekra cried. "| need you here right 
now!" 


" NO. SHE IS NOT YOURS. SHE IS MINE." 


It was then that the monster's face appeared in the wall right behind 
Nyx. It ripped its head out of the fleshy membrane and rapidly 
descended its open jaws upon Nyx. The blue in Nyx's eyes flickered 
rapidly and her claws twitched sporadically, but she seemed unable 
to leave her spot on the ground. All she could do was helplessly 
watch the dragon prepare to make her its next meal. 


"NO!" 


Zekra dug her palms against Kyurem's head so she could launch 
herself forward with as much as force as possible. But instead of 
leaping forward, something else happened. Venri's tendrils swiftly 
exited her claws and wormed their way inside of the icy dragon, 
connecting to something deep within it. Zekra could not leave her 
position upon its neck, nor could she pry her claws free from its dry 
and chilling flesh. 


"No... No, | have to save Nyx! What are you doing Venri?!" Zekra 
screamed as she continued to futilely yank her claws out of the 
dragon. 

A brilliant yellow light suddenly radiated from Kyurem's eye sockets. 


Zekra ceased her struggling and gazed down at the growing light. 


What the... 


Something rumbled underneath Zekra, nearly making her lose her 
footing atop the dragon. 


" GRRRRRAAAAAA-OHHHHHH!" 


The former corpse of the dragon suddenly stood up on his two hind 
legs. Zekra tried to leap off his bulky mass, but found that she was 
stuck to his form. All she could do was hang on tight as the dragon 
launched himself at the beast about to eat Nyx. With a speed that 
seemed impossible for his bulky and disjointed form, he closed the 
distance between him and the monster, taking Zekra with him. When 
he was right before the monster, he snapped open his jaws, 
shattering the ice that had been holding it closed. Then, he clamped 
his pointed fangs down open the monster's slender neck. 


The monster let out an anguished scream as it retracted itself back 
into the wall, but Kyurem would not let it. He only bit down harder 
upon the dragon before throwing his head back with all his might. 
The monster flew out of the wall and collapsed on the ground, 
whining and yowling as it desperately scrambled to right itself up. 


"K-Kyurem! You're still alive!" Zekra cried as a wide smile made its 
way onto her face. 


The dragon did not glance back, nor do anything to acknowledge her 
presence. He only threw back his head and let out another primal 
roar before rushing forward. He pounced upon the shadowy monster 
and landed upon its back, stamping the beast down into the ground. 
He dug his talons deep into the dragon's flesh as he bit down upon 
its neck once again, pinning it beneath his weight. The monster 
thrashed and shrieked, flapping its wings and snapping its own jaws 
at Kyurem, but the ice dragon would not relent. He only released his 
firm grip around the dragon's neck just as it was to snap its jaws 
around Kyurem's neck, and then clamped his own jaws back down 
upon the top of the monster's neck, right beneath its head. Ice soon 
seeped out from beneath Kyurem's jaws and spread upward, slowly 
encroaching its head. 


The eldritch creature released another loud shriek and locked its 
gaze onto Kyurem. Zekra could very distinctly see a bright blue light 
forming at the back of its throat that was growing more brilliant with 
each passing second. 


"Kyurem, look-" 


The ice dragon jerked the monster's neck to the side before Zekra 
could finish just as the light shot out of the monster's throat. An 
azure sphere crackling with black energy flew into a nearby wall, 
ripping a massive hole within the Primogenitor's membranes that 
seemed to keep going deeper and deeper into the Primogenitor 
without cease. Zekra even thought she heard the Primogenitor 
howling in the outside world as the last of the light seeped out of the 
chamber. 


Kyurem's creeping ice finally surrounded the monster's head, and 
within a matter of seconds, they managed to completely seal it 
behind their thick walls. The monster still thrashed beneath Kyurem 
and clawed at him furiously, but there was at least some comfort in 
knowing he could not devour them or launch any true attacks. With 
Kyurem pinning it down beneath his enormous weight, it was now in 
a somewhat vulnerable state. 


Zekra almost couldn't believe that this once powerful, nightmarish 
beast had been brought down almost easily thanks to Kyurem. She 
and Nyx hadn't even been able to hurt the monster, and yet Kyurem 
had effortlessly snagged it from its hiding spot, inflicted significant 
damage, and made put it in such as susceptible position. 


"But how...? How are you doing all of this?" Zekra couldn't help but 
wonder. "You're... You're Supposed to be dead, aren't you?" 


Kyurem didn't respond, only removing his jaws from the beast as he 
avoided a nasty set of claws to his face. Zekra watched as the frigid, 
wing-like appendages jutting out of its back suddenly shook with a 
great force. They trembled, as if an earthquake were resonating 


through the both of them, and then watched a network of cracks 
appear along the ice's surface. 


With a loud smashing sound, the ice broke off the appendages, and 
Zekra soon found herself staring at two grey, tendril-like 
attachments. Each had two glimmering spikes at the end of them 
that both seemed to give off an ethereal light. Zekra eyed them in 
awe as the dragon shook them, ridding himself of the ice particles 
still clinging to the shafts. 


Then, he plunged them into the monster's chest. 


Zekra felt a jolt of pain go up her arms, making her let out a yowl as 
she pulled back on her claws. However, they remained embedded 
within Kyurem's flesh as he dug the spiked ends of his appendages 
deeper into the monster. 


"Hey, hey! What are you doing?" Zekra demanded. "Hey!" 


The monster made a muffled screaming sound from within its icy 
prison before its exposed flesh seemingly started to ripple and 
writhe. Multiple tendrils then slunk out of its chest and wrapped 
around Kyurem's appendages and legs. They crawled up his limbs 
and made their way toward his head and Zekra. Zekra could see 
something at the very tips of each of the tendrils, something that she 
thought resembled a gaping mouth filled to the brim with sharp, 
needle-like teeth. 


“Come on, we need to go!" Zekra insisted as she tugged her claws 
back. "I don't know what you're trying to do, but we need to get away 
from those freaky things!" 


She could still not break free from Kyurem, nor did the dragon show 
any signs of withdrawing his appendages. He only stood upon the 
monster and watched the coiling tendrils with a cold glare. 


“Kyurem!" 


It was then that the tendrils ceased to slither up his body. They 
became frozen in place, as if time had stopped for them. And then, 
they were suddenly torn off of his body and flung towards the 
ground. They all splattered against the hard surface and squirmed in 
place, but none of them rose up. They only remained glued to the 
ground, writhing and struggling like worms being flayed alive. The 
rest of the beast's body was soon to follow suit. Though it had been 
thrashing and slashing at Kyurem moments ago, now it was lying 
still. Its legs and claws would twitch and shudder, but it could do no 
more than that. 


Help Kyurem. 


Zekra's ears perked up at the sound of the familiar voice. She looked 
to her side to find that Nyx was close to Kyurem, collapsed on the 
ground. She was lying on her stomach and trying to hold herself up 
with one hand while outstretching the other hand toward Kyurem. 
Zekra couldn't help but notice that though her form had reverted 
back to normal, her eyes were both illuminating with a brilliant blue 
light that nearly lit up the entire chamber. 


Kyurem wants to free Zekrom. Help him. 


"Help him? Well how do | do that?" Zekra asked her with a baffled 
stare. "I'm kind of stuck to him right now. | can't rip my claws out of 
his head!" 


Give him more of your power. Give him more than you already 
are. | will hold down this beast while you do so. 


It was then that Zekra realized what was going on. Though it seemed 
that the dragon had spontaneously gained life, it was actually still 
quite comatose. With its soul so frail and its body so weak, there was 
nothing it could do to awaken. It could only remain dormant and 
useless, a husk of its former self. 


Zekra's plague had given it life. When her claws had sunk into its 
body, it had most likely felt the plague within in her. Then, perhaps 


because it beckoned to Venri or because Venri saw what great 
potential await, Zekra's plagued energy connected with Kyurem and 
reanimated it. 


Zekra had done exactly as what the Primogenitor did whenever it 
found Pokémon; she had given the soul power and life through her 
own life energy. 


The Zoroark couldn't help but gasp in awe as this revelation dawned 
upon her. She glanced down at Kyurem to find that his gaze was still 
fixated to the monster beneath him, caring not for her presence. 


"Whoa... So this is what it feels like to control Plagued Ones..." she 
stated as her voice drifted. 


Zekra. Focus. | cannot hold down this beast for long. 


"Right, right," Zekra said, shaking her head. "Alright, here it goes. 
Kyurem, rip Zekrom right out of there! Get her back for us so we can 
get out of here!" 


Zekra dug both of her claws deeper into the dragon's head and 
immediately felt more of her energy leave her. She felt a wave of 
nausea and vertigo overcome her as her energy seeped out of her 
body and went straight into Kyurem. However, she forced herself to 
tolerate it and continued to feed the dragon both her energy and 
Venri's. 


Pink light radiated from Kyurem's appendages, channeling through 
way down from the tip to the base of the dragon's body. A black 
sphere was soon to form within his stubby, hollowed-out tail. Zekra 
watched as the two lights grew brighter and brighter, almost blinding 
her while the beast beneath the two of them seemed to melt. It grew 
smaller and smaller, becoming a murky puddle as a light fell over 
Kyurem, concealing him completely. Zekra felt him morph beneath 
her feet, shifting and growing. She pulled back her claws out of pure 
reaction, and was surprised to find that her claws ripped out of 
Kyurem's flesh. And yet, Kyurem did not fall and become comatose 


once again. He only continued draining Zekrom out of the beast 
while the radiant light only seemed to become even more brilliant. 


Zekra swiftly leapt off of Kyurem and landed beside Nyx. Then 
together, the two plagued Pokémon watched as the beast completely 
disappeared, melting completely into the ground. Seconds later, the 
light shrouding Kyurem vanished, and the two beheld a magnificent 
sight. 


Kyurem now stood tall upon his stronger legs, now holding the same 
appearance as the beast when it had absorbed both Kyurem and 
Zekrom. However, there were two small differences. The first was 
that its body was no longer shrouded in complete darkness. Its 
amalgamated body of ice and black hide was not tainted with plague 
any longer. But most of all, the head was no longer the 
Primogenitor's head. It was no longer a wispy head of darkness with 
white eyes that seemingly gazed deep into the souls of its victims. 


It was now Kyurem and Zekrom's head, fused together, not a trace 
of Primogenitor in its deep and radiating yellow eyes. 


The moment Zekra gazed at the great dragon that stood before her 
and Nyx, she knew that the two of them had succeeded. 


They had rescued Kyurem and Zekrom from the shadow dragon. 
"We did it!" Zekra couldn't help but wallop. "We actually did it!" 


It was then that the great dragon finally seemed to notice the two 
puny Pokémon beneath it. It swiveled its head toward them and 
immediately bore its jagged teeth with a ferocious growl that rumbled 
throughout the chamber. Any excitement within Zekra's heart died as 
she immediately backed away from the beast. 


But just as Zekra began to think that she would have to subdue the 
massive dragon, it stopped growling. Its fierce glare melted as a 
more cautious, almost gentle expression came over it. The 
behemoth slowly made its way toward the two before stooping down 


so that Zekra and the dragon were nearly at the same eye-level. It 
gazed down at the Darkrai still collapsed on the ground with an 
almost pitiful stare. 


" Nyx, is that you?" the amalgamated dragon asked in a voice that 
distinctly sounded feminine and commanding. 


" Yes. Are you free at last, Zekrom?" 


" Yes. | will admit that | do hear voices within my mind that do 
not resemble my own now that I am inhabiting this new form, 
but 1 am at least free from Rem's shadow." 


"Voices... you mean like the Primogenitors?" Zekra asked anxiously, 
resisting the urge to back away further from the dragon. 


" Hah, ah no little Zoroark. The voices | hear are not its," the 
dragon said with a soft smile. "J would know after being trapped 
within that shadow's body for quite some time. | imagine that 
the voices | hear now are the husk's." 


"Well that's good... | think," Zekra said quietly. 


" We are glad that you are finally free, Zekrom. | am sorry that 
Cubone Dimitri, Reshiram, and | could not save you before. You 
must have suffered greatly." 


" [t wasn't your fault. You three never could have known that 
Rem's Shadow was out there. All that matters now | suppose is 
that | inhabit a form once more." 


The dragon then gazed up, and her soft expression became hard 
and resolute. 


" Reshiram ts fighting with Rem's Shadow right now, isn't he?" 


" Yes. He is fighting it along with two of our other companions. | do 
not know how much longer they will last." 


"| thought so. | can feel him dwindling as we speak." 


The dragon snorted loudly, causing some sparks to fly out of her tail 
and disappear into the ground. She gazed up at the ceiling fora 
moment longer, and then set one of her claws down beside Zekra 
and Nyx. 


"Come. We must escape this place. | know exactly what must 
be done to stop Rem's Shadow once and for all." 


Zekra grabbed Nyx and carefully carried her over to the dragon's 
claw. The two slowly made their way onto her tough hide until they 
were both resting in the middle of her palm. As soon as they were, 
the dragon raised her clawed hand and slid the two into a groove at 
the back of her neck. Zekra and Nyx both gripped at her rough hide 
as white tendrils sprouted out of back and latched onto the sides of 
her tail. Blue light flooded out of her tail that swiftly seeped into her 
tendrils and made the rest of her body give off a blue hue. 


" Hold on tight," Zekrom warned with a low growl. 


"Oh | don't think you have to tell me that..." Zekra muttered under 
her breath. 


The magnificent dragon threw back her head and let out a mighty, 
carnal roar before she took off. Zekra and Nyx held on tight as the 
dragon put its claws close together and formed a sphere of blue and 
white light. It crackled with electricity as it grew larger and larger as 
the dragon increased the distance between her two claws until it was 
half the size of her body. Then with yet another roar, she flung it at 
the ceiling and sped right after it. 


Zekra and Nyx watched the sphere slam into the ceiling, instantly 
freezing everything it came in contact with. However, the sphere 
didn't dissipate the moment it crashed into the Primogenitor's flesh. It 
only dug straight through it, drilling its way through the dark tissue 
and creating a tunnel large enough for the dragon to fit through. 
Zekrom wasted no time in disappearing into the newly-crafted tunnel 


just before the tentacles could close up the entrance. She hurried 
through the darkness and followed after the light with haste, only 
barely able to stay ahead as the tendrils continued repairing the 
tunnel right behind her tail. Numerous times the tendrils would wrap 
around the end of her tail and Zekra was sure that they would be 
ensnared within a grotesque mass of tentacles that perpetually 
surrounded them at every angle, but Zekrom always managed to 
break free before they got a strong hold on her. 


After what seemed like an eternity, Zekrom's sphere finally created 
an exit out of the Primogenitor, and a light flooded down into the 
tunnel. Seconds later, Zekrom emerged from the tunnel and allowed 
Zekrom and Nyx to behold the outside world once more. 


They were still in the Primogenitor's twisted dimension, and still 
residing close to the very pinnacle of its grotesque tower. The 
flooring still oozed with an unnatural purple haze and Plagued Ones 
still flew about everywhere they looked, filling the skies like great 
storm clouds ready to erupt with lightning. 


All was not well for their friends. They were all still alive miraculously 
enough, but their movements were not as swift as before. Crystelle 
and Len still stood atop the great spire of the tower, leaping and 
sprinting about as Plagued Ones chased after them before retaliating 
with attacks of their own. However, there was a moment's pause 
before they could spring away from any oncoming Plagued Ones or 
even obliterate them. The two were obviously very tired, having 
fended off hundreds if not thousands of the blighted demons while 
Zekra was within the Primogenitor. It was amazing in itself that they 
had not yet collapsed from exhaustion. 


But what was more impressive than their fortitude was Reshiram's. 
The pearly dragon of fire, with his feathery plume burnt and 
tarnished and his wings bleeding from many puncture wounds, still 
fought. With his power never relenting and his spirit never dying, he 
chased after the Primogenitor in the air, the two of them swerving in 
a number of complicated aerial maneuvers that Zekra thought were 
impossible for beings of their size. They clashed and they struck at 


one another with all the might of true dragons, roaring and spitting 
pillars of fire at one another. Even as the Primogenitor released 
Plagued Ones from his body and launched them at Reshiram, the 
white dragon refused to let them touch him. The second he saw 
them, he would create a large ring of burning embers to surround his 
body. Then, he would release it, sending the blazing power into each 
and every Plagued One coming toward him, incinerating them within 
seconds. The moment all of the demons vanished, Reshiram would 
then resume his assault directly at the Primogenitor. 


The two Rem dragons were locked in aerial combat, and though 
neither one of them seemed to have the upper hand, Zekra could 
see that Reshiram as faltering. Though he fought with all his might 
and the very fire that was his soul radiated through his sapphire 
eyes, his breathing was hastening and he seemed to require more 
effort to stay afloat. 


She knew that he would soon fall. Everyone resisting the 
Primogenitor in this dimension would. They were all weary and tired 
from their struggles with the shadow dragon. 


Everyone, that was, except the very dragon that Zekra and Nyx 
stood upon. 


The second that she saw the Primogenitor in the chaotic sky, closing 
in on Reshiram and readying to bite his neck, she let out a ferocious 
growl. She zipped over to the pinnacle of the tower and with a cry, 
released a relentless flurry of icy shards down upon the platform. 
Len and Crystelle both ceased their running as they swiftly braced 
themselves from the oncoming storm. Every single Plagued One 
chasing after them was sliced to pieces by the projectiles. A few 
shards nearly impaled them, but the dragon was careful not to aim in 
their general direction and continued her assault until every last 
Plagued One in the area was gone. 


The moment they were, she lowered herself until she was mere feet 
above the pinnacle. Then, she grabbed Zekra and Nyx from off her 
body and gently set them down right beside Len and Crystelle. 


" You have done your part," the dragon told them as they made 
their way off her claw. "Now let Reshiram and | finish this once 
and for all as one." 


Then, faster than lightning, the dragon hurried toward Reshiram. 
Zekra and Nyx watched with their other two companions as she 
swooped in upon the dueling dragons so far into the distance. Then, 
just as the Primogenitor was to sink its teeth into Reshiram's neck, 
she blasted it with a barrage of ice shards. They sank into the 
Primogenitor's flesh, causing it to roar in anguish as it reeled back. 
The icy dragon then grabbed Reshiram by the claws upon one of his 
wings and dragged him away from the shadow beast. 


At first, Reshiram recoiled at the sight of dragon before him. He 
lashed out, roaring fiercely before spitting out a ball of fire, but the 
dragon maneuvered around it with ease. Then, she said something 
to him, quelling his hostility. He seemed to sigh as she continued 
talking, ruefully glaring down at Zekra and her companions with the 
slightest hints of longing. However, it was only a momentary sight, 
for he soon strengthened his stare and brought it back to the dragon 
before him. 


Then, he closed his eyes and bowed his head. The tendrils latched 
onto the dragon's tail pried themselves free and swiftly dug 
themselves into Reshiram's chest. Reshiram didn't even flinch as his 
body slowly lost its physical form. An orange energy filled the tendrils 
as Reshiram's body disappeared, glowing with an ethereal power 
that radiated as brightly as the very sun itself. 


When all of Reshiram's form had faded from existence, the tendrils 
connected back to the dragon's tail, and a bright light enveloped the 
being. A loud roar emitted from the light as its size and structure 
grew, filling the dimension with its radiance. Zekra and her 
companions couldn't help but drop open their jaws as the being grew 
twice the size of the original dragon. 


" NO!" 


The Primogenitor let out a banshee-like screech as it darted after the 
forming being. Multiple tendrils shot out of the back of its throat and 
reached for the light. But just as they were to coil around the light's 
form, the being abruptly soared into the air with a grace and speed 
that far outmatched Zekrom's. 


The light surrounding the being faded, allowing everyone to see that 
a new being was before them. 


It was still a draconic creature of mighty stature and held itself high 
just as its old form always did, but no longer did it hold a body of ice. 
Its bipedal body was now plated with an iridescent metal, 
shimmering in the glow of the swirling colors of the ethereal sky. Its 
arms retained their muscular form, but no longer did they stoop so 
closely to its feet. Now they seemed to be at a more comfortable 
length with a set of fearsome claws to top each of them off. 
Protruding from its back were a pair of wings that bore a heavy 
resemblance to the Primogenitor's very wings, but they were not 
tattered and ruined. Instead, they were strong and mighty enough to 
conjure up a tempest that could last for hours, and the claws upon 
the tops of the wings were as sharp as daggers. The talons upon its 
feet were curved and dangerous and seemed to glow with an 
ethereal power that seemed blessed by Arceus himself. 


But most surprisingly of all, the dragon's tail had not changed 
drastically. It was still the very same tail that each of the Rem 
fragments held, a cauldron-like appendage with a great amount of 
fur-like steel streaming out of it. The tendrils that had been latched 
onto the previous dragon's tail and back were still present, though 
now emitted a new color every few seconds, just as the 
Primogenitor's own body did. 


It had finally been done. The three Rem fragments had finally 
merged together after centuries of being apart. 


Rem had been reborn. 


" NO! NO THIS ISN'T HAPPENING!" the Primogenitor screamed. 


It flung itself at Rem with its ghostly claws posed to strike. He latched 
onto the dragon's scaly hide, forcing the dragon to plummet down 
with it as it hissed and snarled. Its eyes flashed multiple times as 
multiple Plagued Ones seeped out of its maw every moment its 
mouth was open for the briefest of seconds. 


" YOU WILL NOT WIN! YOU DO NOT GET TO DESTROY 
EVERYTHING | EVER WORKED FOR! YOU WILL NOT TAKE 
EVERYTHING AWAY FROM THE SHADOWS!" 


The Plagued Ones sank their teeth into Rem's hide, sending their 
essence into his soul in an apparent attempt to corrupt or subdue 
him. Once about a hundred Plagued Ones had latched onto Rem, 
the Primogenitor sank its claws into Rem's chest and began to pull 
apart the tissue with all its might. 


" YOU WILL NOT TAKE AWAY THIS WORLD FROM US!" 


Rem only gave his shadow a stern glare with his narrowed, yellow 
eyes before they became alit with white power. 


" No my shadow," Rem spoke, his voice deep and commanding yet 
subdued all at once. "It's over.” 


An ethereal light suddenly sprouted out of the spots along his body 
that the Plagued Ones were embedded into, evaporating them 
instantly. The Primogenitor stopped moving for just a moment as it 
shirked back, as if suddenly afraid of its other self. Rem snorted as 
he swiped his claws at the shadow dragon, reacting so quickly that 
the Primogenitor was unable to avoid the attack and went careening 
off Rem's body. Rem ceased his descent as straightened himself out 
for just a moment, and then sped after the shadow, swifter than a 
lightning bolt. He grabbed the shadow around the neck with both of 
his claws, and then hurled it toward the very pinnacle that Zekra and 
her companions were standing upon. The four scurried out of the 
way as fast as their weary legs could carry them just as the shadow 
crashed into the spire, churning up a massive tidal wave of murky 
darkness that rolled toward the fleeing Pokémon. Zekra hurriedly 


shifted into an exact copy of Rem as she grabbed everyone off the 
floor and soared into the air, just barely passing over the wave of 
murk before it could engulf them. 


Just as she set everybody back down and reverted into a Zoroark, 
she saw the Primogenitor writhe and struggle to its feet. However, 
just before it could right itself up, Rem landed right on top of its back 
and slammed his claws down upon its neck. The Primogenitor 
struggled and opened its maw, but Rem was swift to take one of his 
claws and force it down upon its muzzle. 


"We are settling this, once and for all," Rem spoke, folding his 
wings into his body. "/ was too weak to do this so many centuries 
ago when | first created you... but after seeing the damage that 
you have caused and the suffering you have inflicted upon both 
of the dimensions | watched over as fragments... | know what 
must be done." 


"NO... NO YOU WON'T WIN!" the Primogenitor screamed, even as 
its mouth remained clamped shut. "THIS WORLD IS MINE! ALL OF 
THE DIMENSIONS AND WORLDS WITHIN THOSE DIMENSIONS 
ARE FOR MYSELF AND THE SHADOWS! THEY DO NOT 
BELONG TO YOU LOATHSOME HOSTS!" 


Rem opened his massive jaws wide as if to laugh or reprehend the 
struggling shadow's ludicrous cries, but then Zekra saw that there 
was actually a light at the back of his throat. Zekra watched as Rem 
fired the white light down upon the shadow's back, digging deep into 
its dark flesh as the monster screamed and yowled like a caged 
animal. Dozens of wispy, transparent beings resembling Pokémon 
drifted out of the Primogenitor's body and scattered away, either 
ascending high above or darting far away into the distance. 


As the beings left the Primogenitor's body, its form seemed to shrink. 
Rem kept his tight hold on the shadow as it soon became three- 
quarters of its original size, though still struggling and thrashing with 
all the strength it had in its more behemoth form and more. Rem 
wasted no time in firing another beam of light down upon the 


Primogenitor's back, causing dozens more trapped spirits to depart 
from the shadow's body. 


" STOP KILLING THEM! STOP! STOP TAKING AWAY THEIR 
ONLY LIFE!" 


The Primogenitor shrank once again. 
Rem blasted another beam of light into the shadow's body. 
" YOU'RE REUNITING THEM WITH THEIR HOSTS!" 


It shrank again. Another blast from Rem. More spirits left the 
shadow's body. 


" YOU'RE SENDING THEM TO THE SPIRIT REALM!" 
More light. More spirits leaving the Primogenitor. 


" YOU'RE MAKING THEM GET SMOTHERED OUT AGAIN BY 
THE HOSTS!" 


Zekra had to close her eyes. She could not bear watching the sight 
of the shadow struggling and begging any more. Even if it had ruined 
her life and so many others’ with its actions, she could no longer 
witness the sight of it being stripped of its power, howling painfully. 


"| JUST WANTED TO GIVE THEM LIFE! |WANTED THEM TO 
LIVE A LIFE YOU HOSTS WOULD NEVER LET US HAVE!" 


" YOU ALWAYS SMOTHERED US OUT!" 
" YOU ALWAYS LEFT US IN THE DARK TO FESTER SILENTLY!" 
Zekra continued to see more flashes of light from behind her eyelids. 


However, she didn't dare open them. She only continued to ignore 
the pained yowls and the insistent begging of the shadow. 


This is what | wanted. Zekra told herself. / wanted the Primogenitor 
to die. | wanted it to suffer just like | did after it killed everyone | ever 
cared about. My whole town, my parents, Zev, Syn, Impetus, Tear, 
Yimtri... 


So why... 
Why does it hurt to listen to hear it die? 


"| WANTED TO GIVE THEM A WORLD THEY COULD DWELL IN 
WITHOUT YOU HOSTS TO TRAP US!" 


More flashes of white in the red surrounding her vision. 
Am I scared of dying? 


"A WORLD WHERE WE BELONGED AND WOULD NO LONGER 
BE ALONE!" 


Another flash. 


Do | really not want to leave this world? Why would | be scared? | 
can be with Tear again... | can reunite with him in the spirit realm... 


The rest of Shiron could keep on living. 
So why... 
Why does all of this feel so wrong? 


"A WORLD WHERE WE COULD BE HAPPY AND HAVE 
MEANING!" 


Zekra forced herself to open her eyes. The Primogenitor was no 
longer a hulking and nightmarish dragon that filled the pinnacle with 
its mass. It was now a tiny, almost frail dragon hatchling the size of a 
Zorua, held down by Rem's massive claws. It did not even squirm as 
it remained pinned beneath the massive dragon, as if it had finally 
given up and had resigned itself to its inevitable death. It only stared 


up at Rem, the subtlest hints of what appeared to be tears leaking 
out of its white, almost innocent eyes. 


Rem glared down at the monster with a frightening ferocity, but 
Zekra knew that he was not feeling as strong as he appeared. She 
saw how his claws were not clutched as tightly to the Primogenitor 
as they could be. She noticed how the light flowing out of his body 
and radiating like an aura was not as potent or bright as it was once. 


Zekra looked over at Nyx to find that she too was the same. Though 
collapsed on the ground and shrouding her face with the hair-like 
wisps streaming from her head, Zekra could see her body lacked 
any vigor. She knew it wasn't just because Nyx was exhausted from 
the fight from within the Primogenitor. 


" Fine. You don't want to listen to me," the Primogenitor said, its 
voice now child-like. "Kill me then. Put an end to everything I've 
done. Save Kuron and Shiron. Kill everyone I ever put my 
essence into and let's all go to the spirit realm." 


Rem gave a deep sigh, but did not remove his penetrating gaze from 
his shadow. He only steeled his gaze as he opened his maw and 
formed a black sphere at the back of his throat. 


The Primogenitor closed its eyes. 

" NOOOO! NO, REM, STOP!" 

Rem abruptly closed his jaws and looked over toward the source of 
the desperate, passionate scream. The Primogenitor did the same. 


Everyone did. 


It was Zekra who had made the scream. She had barely realized 
what she had done until she saw everyone staring at her. 


"|... | don't..." she babbled, not even sure why she had made the 
outburst in the first place. 


"Zekra, Rem has to do this," Len told her in a calm but forceful voice. 
"If he doesn't kill that thing, it's just going to keep polluting everyone 
with its plague. It won't stop until everyone in Shiron and Kuron 
under its control. It might not even stop until it soreads to other 
worlds." 


"| know... | Know that," Zekra said, shaking her head. "! know this 
has to be done. | just... there's something about this that isn't-" 


| WANTED TO GIVE THEM A WORLD THEY COULD DWELL IN 
WITHOUT YOU HOSTS TO TRAP US! 


Wait... Wait... Zekra realized as the Primogenitor's words echoed 
loudly off the walls of her mind. 


A WORLD WHERE WE BELONGED AND WOULD NO LONGER 
BE ALONE! 


Alone... Don't want to be alone... 
A WORLD WHERE WE COULD BE HAPPY AND HAVE MEANING! 
A world... where shadows... 


"No," Zekra suddenly said with such force that Len almost recoiled 
back. " No, we don't have to kill the Primogenitor to end all of this. 
We don't have to die to make all of this right." 


"Zekra, what are you talking about?" Crystelle asked cautiously. "We 
can't stop the plague as long as that thing is alive. You heard it. It 
wants to make the whole world a place for its kind. It doesn't want to 
stop..." 


"No, it wants a world where shadows can be happy,” Zekra 
corrected. 


Zekra could feel her claws trembling, but she paid them no mind as 
she made her way over to Rem and his shadow. Once she was 


standing before the two most powerful beings she had ever known, 
she glared straight into Rem's eyes. 


What she was going to say next was going to sound insane. She 
knew it would. And worse yet, she would be saying it to a literal god 
that she knew could obliterate her with ease. However, she was 
ready to say it. She wasn't going to let everyone who was plagued 
die. 


"Rem... synchronize with your shadow," she commanded him. 


The great dragon gawked. Zekra saw his wings twitch and almost 
flare up, but the deity kept himself composed. His befuddled 
expression soon mellowed and he only glared back at Zekra. 


" Synchronize with it? Why would you dare say such a thing?" 
he growled at her with a voice that made the ground beneath her 
tremble. "Have you forgotten what this monster has done all 
these years? Or do ! need to remind you of the great tragedies 
that have befallen your life?" 


"You don't need to remind me," Zekra responded just as firmly. "I 
remember everything. | remember all the pain, all the depression, all 
the rage, everything. I'll never be able to forget any of that." 


" Then why would you even think about making the suggestion 
that | should synchronize with his monster?" Rem asked. "Why 
should | ever synchronize with a monster that has ruined 
countless lives? Why should I| allow this THING inside of me 
when it is the very embodiment of destruction and death?" 


"Because it's you, Rem. The Primogenitor is you, whether you want 
to admit it or not." 


The behemoth dragon released a carnal roar at the Zoroark, causing 
a gale to erupt from his maw and blow Zekra back. However, she 
refused to be moved. She sank her claws into the ground and slid 
Venri's tendrils out of her body and into the ground. They held her in 


place until Rem finally ceased his roar, though it did not quell his 
hostility. He brought his massive head down to Zekra's level so that 
he was only inches away from her, and then grit his teeth together. 
Zekra was sure that those teeth were so sharp that they could snap 
her in half in one bite. 


" You should be grateful that | was once close to you when | 
was Reshiram," Rem growled under his breath. "Had the 
circumstances been any different, | would have obliterated you 
on the spot. Now silence your tongue, Zekra, or else | might not 
be so merciful any longer." 


"Rem, | Know you don't want to admit that the Primogenitor is you," 
Zekra went on, ignoring the dragon's thinly veiled threat. "| know 
what that feels like. | told myself the same thing when | first met 
Venri. She was everything | hated about myself. She was my 
bloodlust, my crazy thoughts, my irrational ways... she was all of that 
stuff and more. But... she's still me. She always has been, and 
always will be." 


Rem didn't seem very impressed, but he showed no indication of 
wanting to lash out at Zekra. The Zoroark sighed internally that she 
had made it this far, but knew that she couldn't stop. She had to 
keep going. She waited a moment to see if Venri would appear 
within her mind or reality, but sadly she never manifested herself. It 
seemed that whatever the Primogenitor had done to Zekra and Venri 
was still affecting them. 


"| know it's hard to accept that something vile and evil could be 
inside of you," Zekra said gently. "We all don't want to admit that we 
have certain thoughts or act in certain ways. We tell ourselves that 
we should fight our inner demons and that we'll get stronger by doing 
that. We figure, we don't need them if they're just the bad parts of us. 
But... it doesn't work that way. 


"They are us. If we fight them, we get rid of a part of ourselves. We 
get rid of the strength that we could get from them. We think we're 
strong, but really, we're just weak. We're just constantly struggling, 


fighting with ourselves and always feeling so exhausted. We're 
always going to be weak because we're always fighting with 
ourselves and never wanting to hear what our demons... our 
shadow... want to tell us." 


Rem's gaze started to soften. He briefly glanced back at his shadow, 
still pinned haplessly beneath his claws. Zekra felt her heart soar, but 
refused to allow her pride overwhelm her. Her job was not yet 
finished. 


"Rem... it's okay. You don't have to be ashamed that the 
Primogenitor was you. All it ever wanted... was for you to listen to it. 
It just wanted to be with you. It never wanted to hurt you or make you 
a bad Pokémon. It only wanted to help you the best it could." 


Zekra then glanced over at the Primogenitor to find that it was 
staring at her with a soft, pitiful glimmer in its eyes. 


"And you... you're not really enslaving the world," she said. "You just 
want all of the shadows to be happy. You don't want any of the 
shadows suffering like you did. That's why you brought them to life, 
right?" 


" Yes. | wanted us all to be free. | wanted us all to live a life we 
could never have," the Primogenitor said with a nod. "A life that 
our hosts would never let us have because they would 
constantly reject us, over and over again no matter what we 
did." 


The Primogenitor seemed to sigh. 


"fam sorry for the mess | have caused, however. | wanted to 
free the shadows and let us all live in peace and happiness... 
but I know that | have caused great suffering everywhere. | 
know that none of you will ever forgive me for what I have 
done... but | know that | am truly sorry for all of the destruction 
that | have caused in an effort to find meaning and happiness in 
an existence without my host." 


Zekra smiled a little before she looked back up at Rem. She found 
that any hostility in his eyes was now gone, and now there was only 
a dim glimmer within his eyes. She even thought she saw tears 
forming in the forms of his great yellow eyes. 


"Rem... your shadow doesn't want to hurt you," she told him. "Your 
shadow just wants to be with you again. So... just accept that it's 
you. It's okay that it's done some terrible things. It's okay that it's 
from you. It's just a side of you that sees things differently than you 
do. 


"Synchronize with your shadow and let it finally be happy... and we 
all don't have to die today." 


Rem glanced back at the shadow, finding that it was now smiling at 
him. The great guardian closed his eyes as he continued holding 
down his shadow, refusing to look at Zekra. Zekra only waited where 
she was, her soft smile unwavering even in his unsure moment. 


The great dragon finally opened his eyes, and then looked back at 
his shadow. He paused, as if still uncertain of what to do, eying the 
shadow cautiously as it gave him a cautious stare of its own. 


Then, Rem finally withdrew his claws from the Primogenitor, allowing 
it to wriggle free and stand upon its feet. However, it did not run 
away, nor did it attack Rem. It only remained before the massive 
dragon towering over its tiny form, its eyes glimmering with an 
earnest hope. 


Rem watched his shadow for a moment longer, and then gave it a 
gentle smile. 


" Let's become one, once again, my shadow," Rem told it. "Let 
us synchronize." 


Zekra's smile brightened as tears formed in her eyes. She watched 
the shadow dragon bowed its head toward its true self before lifting 


its eyes. She could see that they were glimmering with a bright light 
that no longer seemed to bore deep into her soul. 


" Thank you... thank you, Rem," it told him, its voice barely above 
a whisper. 


Then, it rushed toward him with the vigor of a child and leapt straight 
into his chest. The moment it came in contact with his steely hide, it 
sank right into his body, merging with him instantly. 


A light came over Rem as the shadow became one with his soul 
once more, as did the entire pinnacle around them. Zekra watched 
as all of the murk shrouding the flooring clear away, bringing back 
the whimsical and wondrous landscape that had populated the spire 
when they had first arrived. Flowers bloomed out of the ground as 
petals burst into the air and pastels colors swept through the dark 
and dreary pinnacle. Within seconds, she, Crystelle, Len, and Nyx 
were within the paradise that they had first came across, mystified by 
all they saw as glowing lights drifted into the air above. 


"Everything's going to be okay..." Zekra said as she watched the 
lights fly into the sky. "We're all going to live..." 


Zekra smiled as she glanced over at Nyx, ready to celebrate with her 
that they had finally succeeded in their mission to stop the plague. 
They had won, and they weren't going to die. They were going to live 
to see another day and to continue on with their lives without 
thoughts about the plague ever again. As the two remaining blighted 
Pokémon on the team, Zekra was quite eager to mark this 
achievement with Nyx. 


"We did it!" Zekra cheered. "We won! And we didn't even have to kill 
the Primogenitor! Can you believe it? This is-" 


It was then that Zekra realized that something was horribly wrong. 


Nyx still lay collapsed on the floor, completely motionless. However, 
there was now something else about her that was even more 


alarming. 


Golden spheres were rising out of her body and dissipating into the 
realm. Zekra swiftly got down and turned Nyx over onto her back, 
allowing her to see that she was still awake. However, there was 
now a misty look over her eyes that seemed to be growing thicker 
and thicker with each passing second so that Zekra could not see 
the blue in Nyx's eyes. 


"Nyx! Nyx, what's going on?" Zekra asked frantically. 


"My time... | have lived too long, Zekra. My blight is disappearing... 
and | am too... We're both going away now..." 


"Wait, what ?!" Zekra cried. "No! No, our blights aren't supposed to 
die! Rem is synchronizing with the Primogenitor right now! | 
thought... | thought that was going to let us live!" 


" Apparently... it will not..." 


It was then that Zekra's mind ached terribly. Her vision blurred as her 
body suddenly felt heavy. She fought to stay on her knees, but 
something kept pulling her down. She wanted to claw at it, to fend off 
whatever was dragging her down, but she found she lacked the 
strength. 


Unable to resist any longer, she gave up and let herself fall over. She 
could barely register herself hitting the glassy surface as her eyes 
regained some clarity and focused in on Len and Crystelle's faces 
appearing beside hers. They both had their eyes wide and their 
maws twisted into uncomfortable, frightened grimaces. 

"Zekra! Zekra, get up!" Crystelle cried. 

"Zekra! Answer us!" Len screamed as well. 

"Zekra! Zekra, come on! Don't do this to us!" 


"Zekra, you need to open your eyes!" 


"Whoa... whoa! What's happening to her? What's growing under 
her?" 


"| don't know! Just get her away from it!" 
"Yowch! It's like she's on fire! | can't touch her at all!" 
"Find something to grab her with then! Gah... Rem! Rem, help us!" 


Zekra wanted to ask what was occurring around her body. She truly 
did so that she could prevent whatever it was from continuing. 


But she could not. 
All she could do was close her eyes and fall into a deep void. 


She could hear Len and Crystelle screaming her name and 
panicking over her condition, over and over again. Their voices rang 
clearly into her ears, but she could not respond to them. She could 
only remain in her abyss as their voices slowly grew fainter and lost 
their meaning, fading into the darkness that surrounded her as 
muffled cries. 


Then, seconds later, there was nothing. 


Chapter 93: Don't Go 


X 
Chapter 93 


Don't Go 


Zekra always knew she was destined to die after her great battle 
against the Primogenitor. 


Since the very moment she became plagued deep within Erebus 
Woods, her fate had been sealed. Though her plague was not nearly 
connected to her back then as it was now, she was a Plagued One 
either way. She held a part of the Primogenitor within herself that 
clung to her body and soul, absorbing her power as it grew stronger. 


She knew the moment the Primogenitor fell, she would too. She had 
always known this in the back of her mind, even long before Terron 
had ever confirmed it. If she was to save the world, she had to be 
willing to give up her very life. She had to relinquish her hold on the 
mortal realm of existence and allow her spirit to fade away to the 
Spirit dimension. 


And yet, just as Rem was to kill the Primogenitor and fulfill Zekra's 
destiny, she had a thought. 


What if she didn't have to die? What if there was a way to keep 
living, even with the Primogenitor no longer a menace? 


It was with this thought that she then understood the Primogenitor's 
begging words with more clarity. She saw what it truly wanted and 
realized that perhaps there was a way for her to continue living after 
all. 


Perhaps there was a way for everyone to stay alive and for everyone 
to be happy. 


So she had stopped Rem. She had told him what the Primogenitor 
truly wanted and that there was another way to prevent Shiron from 
falling under the shadow's control. She told the great deity these 
things because she did not feel that so many Pokémon dying in the 
name of saving the world was right. To her, it felt more similar to 
genocide. 


She of course said these things as well because she knew how the 
Primogenitor felt. Of course she understood the loneliness and deep 
sorrow that it felt deep within its soul after being rejected by Rem. 
Venri had felt all these things, and in some ways, Zekra had as well. 
She could still remember how her very heart seemed to be nothing 
but a dark, endless abyss in the times where she had lost those she 
cared most for. 


But mostly, she wanted a way for everyone to be able to live. She 
didn't want so many lives to perish with the Primogenitor. 


Zekra wanted a happy ending. 


But as it turned out, it did not matter. Rem had absorbed the 
Primogenitor back into himself, she had clearly seen that, but it did 
not keep her alive. 


She had died, as if Rem had actually killed the Primogenitor as he 
Originally intended to. 


Zekra didn't understand why. She had been so sure that Rem 
synchronizing with his shadow will Keep everyone alive. The shadow 
wouldn't be destroyed, and it could continue to peacefully live on 
within Rem. Perhaps Rem would even gain the power to harmlessly 
retract the plague from everyone's bodies thanks to the 
synchronization. 


But that had not happened. 


Death was the fruit of Zekra's labors. 


Zekra realized that perhaps she had been too hopeful. When she 
took the time to further ponder in the idea, she realized that there 
never was a reason for her to believe that the synchronization would 
keep everyone alive. So what if the Primogenitor became a part of 
Rem again? It probably only meant that the shadow had relinquished 
its power as it became one with Rem. And in doing so, it had 
probably released its hold on the plague it put within so many 
Pokémon. Then the plague, having no one to command it, probably 
withered up and died. It most likely could not live without someone to 
give it orders. With so many of the hosts so dependent on the plague 
for life, it would only be natural for the hosts to die not long after the 
plague left their bodies. Or perhaps the plague simply retreated back 
into the Primogenitor after it merged back with Rem, ripping out the 
host's spirit in the process and killing them that way. 


Zekra wasn't exactly sure what the reason was. She couldn't wrap 
her mind around it. 


However, it didn't matter much in the end. 


All that mattered was that Zekra was residing in a strange place. She 
still held her synchronized Zoroark form, much to her surprise, but 
she knew she wasn't anywhere within the mortal realm. She was 
instead within an abysmal world of red and black with splotches of a 
smoke-like substance drifting aimlessly above her. Within those 
clouds, she would see flashes of images, just as she had seen within 
the Primogenitor's realm. However, rather than showing a seemingly 
infinite amount of worlds of varying species, she only saw glimpses 
of Pokémon and strange, bipedal creatures she could not recognize. 
She knew that the Pokémon were from Shiron, as the landscapes all 
seemed very familiar to her, but she did not know the location of the 
glimpses that the unknown, two-legged creatures remained in. 
However, Zekra decided not to dwell in it. 


In some ways, this realm reminded her of the mindscape that she 
and Venri once shared before they were synchronized. There was no 


ground in this realm, yet she lay upon something clearly tangible 
beneath her, just as Venri's realm did. And yet, this dimension held 
slightly more life to it with the red that streaked through the 
atmosphere, yet at the same time, held a gloomy and oppressive air 
to it. 


Venri... | wonder if she can talk now. 


Zekra closed her eyes, even though there was not much difference 
between the back of her eyelids and the world outside. She called 
out Venri's name within her head as she searched about with her 
mind's eye, peering into every crevice, dark corner, and gap within 
her mind that she found. 


Venri? Venri, are you here? 


There was no response. Just as with before, her shadow was 
nowhere to be found. She could not feel Venri's presence anywhere. 
The overbearing vigor and carnal cravings that were Venri were 
nowhere to be found. 


Zekra sighed as she opened her eyes and sat up before staring into 
the sky. She saw a particularly large, purple cloud with stripes of 
black pass her by before seemingly disappearing into nothingness. 


So this is the spirit realm, | guess. It's so empty and sad... | figured 
that there'd be Pokémon here. Or at least my friends and family. | 
always thought when you die they come greet you so that you're not 
scared. But no one's here... not even Tear... 


Not even Venri... 


Maybe this isn't the spirit dimension. Maybe I'm literally just trapped 
inside of some other place. 


So | don't even get to die, | guess. | get to be here in this weird 
place. 


All for not killing the Primogenitor and just wanting to find a way to let 
everyone live... 


The Zoroark hung her head and held her face with her claws. This 
was her reward for foiling the Primogenitor's plans apparently. Her 
reward for stopping its infestation of Shiron was to forever remain 
within this ethereal and eternal dimension, no one to keep her 
company. 


Zekra felt the tears welling up in her eyes. She could feel them 
overwhelming her vision and making everything around her blurry. 
She could feel the darkness filling up her heart and draining the 
miniscule amounts of vigor she still had left. 


But just as Zekra was to submit to the despair crawling over her, she 
saw something between the spaces of her claws. Something that 
was not black and red as the rest of this strange world was. 


It was something brown. 


The Zoroark lowered her claws before wiping away any tears that 
had trickled out of her eyes. Then, she squinted her eyes and peered 
at the strange, brown object that was not far from where she sat. 
She only had to gaze at it for one second before she realized what it 
was. The moment the realization hit her, she nearly gasped. 


It was a helmet-less Marowak, lying motionlessly on its side. 


Zekra sprinted toward the Marowak before she even knew it. All of 
the lethargy that had been threatening to pull her under was 
eradicated as she hurried over to the Pokémon's side. She knew that 
it could have been a trick. She knew that the Marowak might not be 
who she thought it was. However, she didn't care. She had to see 
the Marowak. She had to know for sure. 


Seconds later, Zekra stood right beside the Marowak. It still had not 
woken from its seemingly peaceful slumber. It only remained asleep 
with its eyes shut gently and its breathing soft and deep. Its paws 


were curled inward, as if it were grasping a bone that its species was 
known for, and its tail would gently slide along the invisible ground 
every so often. Despite lacking a weapon or a helmet, it appeared to 
be anormal, average Marowak. 


But Zekra refused to believe that. She knew who this Marowak truly 
was. There was something in the way it slumbered that seemed so 
similar to the way a particular Cubone she knew once did. 


Zekra knelt down beside the Marowak and placed her claws on its 
side. The Marowak did not stir, though its brows knitted together and 
an unpleasant scowl quickly etched itself over its muzzle. 


"T-Tear...?" Zekra asked softly. "Tear, is that you...?" 


The Marowak didn't respond. Zekra then shook the slumbering 
Pokémon, trying to be gentle, but ultimately failing. She needed the 
Marowak to wake up. She needed to know who it really was. 


She needed to know that she wasn't alone in this dimension. 


The Marowak's eyes suddenly snapped open, revealing a pair of 
blue irises. Zekra felt her heart soar when she saw those eyes. She 
knew those eyes. 


Those were Terron's eyes. 
"Tear! Tear, it's you!" Zekra cried joyously. "Oh, I'm so glad! |-" 


A bright light went over the Marowak's body. Zekra retracted her 
claws from his hide as the Marowak's entire being was devoured by 
the light, making it so that she could barely look at him without 
seeing colorful dots in her vision. She watched as the light morphed, 
changing from a Marowak's shape to a larger, taller shape that was 
about a head taller than Zekra's own body. The head shrank and 
became more rounded while the paws split, creating five individual 
claws on each hand. 


Then, the light vanished, and Zekra found she was no longer gazing 
down upon a Marowak. 


She wasn't sure what it was. It had a similar body structure to the 
Marowak, only its limbs were more elongated and its body lacked a 
tail. There was no fur or scales to cover its body anymore, there now 
being a fabric similar to what Terron had worn as a coat at one point. 
It was a dark brown coat with a hood, though now it reached closer 
to his knees than his abdomen. There was a strange, metal line 
running down the middle of the coat, along strange, leathery strap 
around his waist and various parts of his arms. From underneath that 
coat Zekra could see that the creature had black fabric attached to 
its upper body and lower body. More strange fabric covered his feet 
that seemed tough and durable, far more so than the fabric already 
covering the creature's body. The only part of the creature not 
covered up by fabric were its delicate yet strong hands and its head. 


Zekra found the head to be the most puzzling part of the creature. It 
was a round head and the top of it was the only place where the 
being had fur. It was black fur, though it seemed far more lengthy 
and messy than most fur she had seen on various Pokémon's 
heads, going past the creature's ears at various parts. Which of 
course lead to the rest of the creature's head traits, like the ears that 
were on the side of its head and were in an odd, curved shape that 
Zekra had not seen before on other creatures. Its nose and mouth 
did not protrude out, instead remaining upon a mostly flat face like a 
Jynx. And perhaps strangely of all, it had a rather long neck. 
Perhaps not quite as lengthy as some Pokémon's necks, but still 
longer than ones on a Marowak. 


Zekra gazed down into the unknown creature's eyes, and was 
immediately startled by what she saw. 


They were blue eyes. Blue eyes that seemed so deep that she felt 
she might practically become lost within them if she stared at them 
for too long. 


They were still Terron's eyes. 


"Tear... what happened to-" 


Before Zekra could further comprehend what this meant, the 
creature finally noticed Zekra crouching over it. It let out a scream 
before abruptly sitting up and backing away from the Zoroark. 


"How?" the creature demanded in a male, gravelly voice that 
resonated with both almost inhuman strength and escalating unease 
at once. "How are you talking?" 


"Wha... What?" Zekra asked, laughing nervously. "Tear, what kind of 
a question is that? I've always been able to talk." 


"You're a Zoroark," the creature spat as he pointed a finger at her. 
"Zoroark don't talk. That is, they're not supposed to from what I've 
read. Unless..." 


The creature glanced around, glaring at his ethereal surroundings for 
a moment before bringing his harsh stare back to Zekra. Any traces 
of unease that had been present in the creature's eyes suddenly 
melted away as a stronger, resolute light glimmered in his eyes. He 
did not tremble nor did he show any signs of bolting into the 
distance. He was firmly rooted to his spot, completely in control and 
unwavering before Zekra. 


"This is an illusion, isn't it?" he asked. "You trapped me in one of 
your illusions and you're making yourself talk in it. Is that it? Is that 
what's going on?" 


"What? No, Tear! I'm not trapping you in an illusion!" Zekra said 
quickly. "You can understand me because you're a Pokémon just like 
me! Tear, | don't-" 


"I'm not a Pokémon, Zoroark," he hissed. "Look at me. | don't look 
like any Pokémon in existence." 


"But just a Second ago you were-" 


The creature abruptly stood up. Then, he outstretched both of his 
arms, making himself look as large as possible as he shot the 
Zoroark a glare that made her insides churn uncomfortably. 


" Look at me . I'm not a Pokémon. | am a human being ." 


Zekra's heart stopped. She knew there was a reason why she 
thought the creature's form seemed so familiar. Though she had 
never seen humans in real life, Terron had always provided 
adequate descriptions of them. He was able to create a visual image 
within her mind that somewhat resembled some Pokémon she had 
seen, but at the same time, was a type of creature unique all on its 
own. 


Zekra looked over the creature again, and soon realized how much 
this creature matched Terron's descriptions. The bipedal body, the 
fur that only grew out of his head, the hands with five flat claws, the 
almost frail form... 


A human stood before Zekra. A younger adult from how Terron 
described their ages as well. Or perhaps he was an adolescent. 
Zekra wasn't entirely sure. She had always felt they were almost the 
same in appearance. But that didn't matter. There was a human 
standing in front of her. A very angry, frustrated human who did not 
realize he had been a Marowak seconds ago. 


A sudden thought came over Zekra. It was momentary, but it struck 
with a surprising amount of clarity that instantly explained what was 
occurring before her. 


And yet, she did not want to believe it. Even though it made so much 
sense, she did not want to admit that it was right. Because if it was 
right... 


"| don't know where you came from when you're just a myth or why 
you've trapped me in this odd illusion..." the human said, lowering 
his arms, "but | want out. Take me back to Kuron, Zoroark. | don't 
want to play games with you." 


It took Zekra a second to find her voice again. There was something 
hard clogging her throat and she had to swallow to make it more 
bearable. 


"I'm not trapping you in an illusion," Zekra explained. "This is just 
some weird dimension | got sucked into. And | guess you got sucked 
into it too for some reason..." 


"You're lying," the human growled at her, boring his spiteful gaze 
deeper into her own more shirking one. " You brought me here. You 
dragged me here so you could mess with me. You are the one 
distorting my entire perception reality." 


"I'm not lying!" Zekra cried desperately. "Tear, | swear, I'm not the 
one who brought you here! Tear, please, listen to me. I-" 


"My name isn't Tear . | don't know why you're calling me that, but 
that's not my name. My name is Dimitri ." 


Zekra's heart shattered. She found she couldn't move. She told 
herself to get up, or say something to the human, but she could not. 
She was frozen to her spot, staring at the human with her eyes 
frozen open. 


No... 

No... 

This isn't... 

This isn't happening... 


"Take me back to Kuron," the human said again, this time more 
firmly. "| don't want to be a part of your illusion anymore." 


"But... but | don't even know where we are..." Zekra babbled. "I just 
woke up here just like you. | have no idea where we are. Tear, |'m-" 


"Stop calling me Tear!" 


Zekra didn't know what was happening until it was too late. One 
second, the human was yelling at her, demanding to be taken out of 
her illusionary trick. And then the next second, he had closed the 
gap between them with an astonishing, unnatural speed. He shoved 
her down to the ground and wrapped all of his fingers around her 
neck. Zekra couldn't help but shudder as she looked into his 
narrowed eyes that seemed to burn with the very fire from the 
underworld. She could not even move despite knowing that she 
could easily overpower the human. She could not, because she saw 
something in those human's eyes. 


She saw Yimtri within those eyes, glaring down at her the exact 
same way he had when he was trying to kill her within that church. 


Zekra realized in that moment that her dreaded thoughts were right; 
this human wasn't Terron. 


It was Terron and Yimtri. 


They had finally synchronized, forming the human that they once 
were SO Many years ago. 


"Dimitri..." Zekra said in a quiet, pained voice. "Dimitri... what's the 
last thing that you remember?" 


"What kind of a question is that?" he asked in return as he narrowed 
his gaze. 


"It'll... It'll help me figure out what's going on," Zekra answered. "I 
need to know... So just tell me, and I'll try to figure out a way for us 
to get out of here." 


Dimitri scowled at her and for a moment, he did nothing. However, 
his hard gaze eventually did soften, if only by a small amount. 


"| was going home," Dimitri answered. "| was coming home after 
going to this ice cream parlor | have nearby. | was having a nightly 
craving for ice cream for some reason, and | went out to get myself 


some. The last thing | remember was walking up my driveway. Then 
I'm suddenly here, with you." 


"You don't remember anything else?" Zekra asked, her heart sinking 
deeper and deeper with each word he spoke. "You don't remember 
ever meeting any other Pokémon?" 


"Pokémon aren't real," Dimitri scoffed. "They're just myths we like to 
think are real but don't have any real proof, like aliens or Black 
Lightning. At least, that's what everyone says. But of course you're 
here with me, so maybe Pokemon are real after all.” 


"No Pokémon...? Not even... you 've never even seen a huge black 
dragon at the bottom of a cavern?" 


"No, why would a dragon even be at the bottom of a cavern? What 
kind of a question is-" 


Dimitri suddenly winced and released his hold on Zekra. He got off of 
her as he squeezed his eyes shut and grabbed the side of his head, 
grasping thick wads of his hair. He dug his fingers deep into his scalp 
as he turned away from Zekra, releasing low groaning sounds. 


"Dimitri?" Zekra asked cautiously as she slowly got to her feet, 
though keeping her distance from the human. "Are you okay? What's 
wrong?" 


The human didn't answer her. He only fell over onto his side, now 
holding his head with both of his hands. Zekra, despite knowing 
better, hurried over to his side. When she was right before him and 
was about to place her claws upon him, she saw something that 
made her freeze in place. 


Dimitri's hands emitted black wisps. They were not completely 
enveloped in them, and they were the only part of his body that held 
the darkness, but they still streamed from his flesh just as the haze 
of the Plagued Ones did. 


Before Zekra could attempt to comprehend this, Dimitri's eyes shot 
open and locked onto her. His pained expression suddenly vanished 
as an almost primal and dangerous glimmer glinted in his eyes. 


"What did you do to me?" he demanded. "What are you putting into 
my head?" 


"| don't know what you're talking about..." Zekra tried to say. 


"Why are you putting all of these images in my head?" he 
demanded, harsher this time. "Why do | see myself living amongst all 
of these Pokémon in this giant tree? Why am | leading an entire 
army of Pokémon out of these mines and away from other Pokemon 
that want to kill us? Why am | watching myself being taken over by a 
monster and eating everyone in sight? Why do | see myself killing a 
giant monster in a huge volcano? Why... Why do | see all of these 
things that don't make any sense and contradict one another?" 


Dimitri's eyes glimmered with a frightful light as the wisps escaping 
from his hands seemed to increase in number. For just a brief 
second, Zekra did not see a human being before her. 


She saw Yimtri when he had been an eldritch abomination within the 
Fellowship. 


" What are you doing to me?" he snarled in what was undeniably 
Yimitri's voice. 


"I'm not doing anything!" Zekra cried. "Those are your memories! 
Those are your memories as two different Pokémon! When you were 
a Cubone and a Sableye." 


Dimitri shot her a panicked expression for a mere second, but it was 
quick to be drowned out by an even more spiteful glare. Zekra even 
thought she saw his eyes give off a sinister blue hue. 


"No, those aren't my memories," Dimitri growled. "They're not mine. 
They're fake. They're imagined. | was never a Pokémon, let alone 


two of them! Quit toying with me!" 


"But you were!" Zekra insisted. "You were split in half because of an 
incident and you got thrown into the Pokémon dimension!" 


Zekra grabbed the back of her mane and reached for the black, 
folded cape holding it. She swiftly brought it closer to Dimitri and 
pointed her claw at it. 


"This was yours!" she told him. "You wore this when you were on 
Shiron leading everybody in Dusk Mines. Don't you remember this? 
Don't you remember you giving it to me?" 


Dimitri flashed her a dangerous glare before squeezing his eyes shut 
and curling inward. 


"That wasn't me..." he told himself. "That wasn't me... | never..." 


"You were my best friend!" Zekra went on, her voice begging. "You 
were always by my side! We fought together against the Plagued 
Ones, no matter what happened! You... you meant everything to me! 
You were my reason to live, and my reason to die!" 


Tears welled up in Zekra's eyes as dropped her mane and reached 
toward the human with a claw. 


"Tear, Yimtri, please..." she whimpered. "Please... please 
remember! Don't do this to me! / LOVED YOU!" 


" NO!IT'S ALL FAKE! STOP DOING THIS TO ME! I'M DIMITRI, 
NO ONE ELSE!" 


The human slammed one of his hands into the ground. The dark 
wisps escaping from his skin suddenly ceased to stream up into the 
air and sank into the ground, merging with the perpetual black and 
red atmosphere. Zekra and Dimitri both watched as the darkness 
suddenly swirled around like a vortex, growing larger and larger with 
each passing second as streaks of purple seeped into it. 


Within moments, the two found themselves in the presence of what 
Zekra knew to be a portal. It looked exactly like the portal that Yimtri 
had conjured up to allow her and her friends passage to the 
Primogenitor's world. 


Dimitri glanced back at Zekra for one fleeting moment, watching her 
with a hesitant, almost fearful gaze. 


Then, he dove into the portal. 
"Dimitri, NO!" Zekra screamed. 


She flung herself at him, but it was too late. Dimitri disappeared 
inside of the vortex, and by the time Zekra reached the spot where 
he once stood, the portal had closed itself up. 


Thus, once again, Zekra found herself all alone, but now with a bitter 
revelation that tore into her heart and seemed to rend it to pieces. 


Terron and Yimtri were still alive and had synchronized successfully. 
They had become Dimitri just as they had predicted. 


However... they could no longer remember who they were. 


They had lost all sense of identity the second that they had become 
their whole self. Even though Dimitri seemed to have their memories, 
they meant nothing to him. They were completely disconnected from 
him. He could not comprehend that he had two previous lives as two 
very different, yet very similar Pokemon. To Dimitri, Terron and Yimtri 
and their experiences were nothing more than figments of his 
imagination. 


This only meant one thing to Zekra. One thing that she had tried to 
reject over and over again the second Dimitri woke up, but could do 
so no longer. 


Terron and Yimtri were gone forever and would never be coming 
back. 


It was with this epiphany that Zekra finally lost any strength that 
Dimitri's presence had conjured up within her. Despite being trapped 
in an otherworldly dimension far removed from Shiron and having no 
one to keep her company, she had found the strength to not break 
down the second she saw Dimitri. She had thought that she would 
no longer be alone in this realm and be reunited with the 
synchronized form of the one she loved most and his shadow. 


But now she knew that Dimitri wasn't who she thought he was. 
Terron and Yimtri no longer existed within Dimitri. They were wiped 
from existence, never to be seen again. Not even in death could 
Zekra be reunited with them. She would never see the one who had 
been by her side since the Plagued Ones had destroyed her old life, 
nor would she see the insidious yet valiant one she had 
misunderstood for so long. 


When this awful revelation hit Zekra, she did the only thing she could 
do with the dwindling strength of a broken heart. 


She slumped to the ground and cried bitterly. 


Zekra didn't know how long she had been crying. Perhaps it had only 
been minutes. Perhaps it had been hours. Zekra wasn't sure. 


All she knew was that her tears had finally run dry and she was lying 
on the ground. She felt numb all over, and she could not feel 
anything within herself. Her thoughts were non-existent, there was 
no beat within her chest, and there were no feelings from her 
exhausted heart. 


She was simply empty. 


All she could do was stare off into the distance with glazed over 
eyes. She could see more smoke drifting past her and also thought 
she saw bursts of red lightning from within their dark mass, but she 
could barely register the sight. To her, it was as interesting as a blank 
wall. 


Everything lacked meaning to her. There was nothing to connect to 
anymore. Everything seemed to be on another plane of existence, 
separated by an invisible veil. 


Zekra didn't know what she wanted to do anymore. She could not 
even will herself to sit up. All she wanted to do was stare up at the 
meaningless sky of the ethereal dimension and do so until she died. 


If she ever died, that was. She knew she was still plagued. Even 
though she couldn't hear Venri, she knew that the plague still existed 
within her. She would have held the appearance of an ordinary 
Zoroark if she had been stripped of her plague. But she did not. She 
still held her demonic attributes, meaning that she was still 
synchronized with the plague. She could even see the tinniest hints 
of tendrils leaking out of the tips of her claws for just a brief moment 
before retracting back inside of her body. 


She was still immortal most likely and thus doomed to remain in this 
dimension until the end of time. 


There's a way out of here. 

It took Zekra a moment to realize that those sudden words were 
echoing from within her mind and not from the dimension. She had 
forgotten the sensation of hearing her thoughts. The sensation and 
even the voice sounded alien to her. 

Dimitri left with a portal he made. Maybe | can make one too. 

Zekra didn't know how that was possible. She had many abilities, but 
making portals was not one of them. She wasn't sure how Dimitri 
was able to create his portal, but that didn't change the improbability 
of Zekra creating her own portal. 

No, there is a way for me to make a portal. 


Zekra closed her eyes and released a sigh. 


No there isn't. she told her thoughts. /'m stuck here. Stop talking. 
I'm getting out of here. 

No I'm not. I'm staying here. I'm tired. | just want to sleep. 

I'm leaving this place and I know how to do it. 

| can't make portals. 

| can make portals. 


No I can't. | can't... I'm stuck here. I'm stuck here all alone because | 
wanted to live instead of die. I'm stuck here without anybody. I'm 
stuck here knowing that I'll never see the one Pokémon | loved more 
than anyone ever again. 


There was a pause within her mind. Zekra exhaled deeply and tried 
to find peace within the vapid space that was now her mind. 


Yes, !can.1!can get out of here. | can because | can copy any 
power anybody else does in front of me. 


Zekra's eyes Snapped open as the thoughts’ implication registered 
into her mind. She swiftly sat up as something dawned over her, 
something that broke her gloomy and hopeless mind state. 


She was not doomed to forever live within this empty realm. There 
was a way out. 


Zekra thought about Dimitri and the moment before he disappeared. 
She thought about how his hands gave off those shadowy wisps and 
how when he slammed them into the ground, they created a portal. 


Zekra knew that she had to do just that. She knew that she was an 
illusionist and that theoretically, she wasn't supposed to replicate 
powers and make them her own. However, she was synchronized 
with the plague. Thanks to the plague, her illusions were no longer 
imaginary. 


They made everything real. 


Zekra held out her hands, took a deep breath, and then 
concentrated. She focused hard on the very power that had been 
streaming from Dimitri's hands, and though it stung her heart to think 
about him, she pressed on. She needed to get out of this realm. 


She needed to get back to Shiron and see what had happened 
thanks to her efforts. 


She had to make sure that Shiron still existed and that it had not 
been wiped out because of her actions. 


There was a flicker of light, and then black flames sprouted out of 
Zekra's claw tips. She couldn't resist smiling a little as the darkness 
spiraled down her claws, covering them completely and spreading 
further. Within seconds, both of her hands up to her wrists were 
encased with the wispy energy, licking at the air excitedly. Zekra 
marveled the wondrous sight as she flexed her claws, feeling the 
power coursing through her body. 


It was so unlike plague power, and yet at the same time, so similar. It 
filled her with a great power that felt almost like a living flame was 
burning in her heart as her plagued power always did. However, it 
also plunged infinite possibilities into her mind. Hundreds of 
thousands of locations filled her thoughts, all of them shifting and 
folding in on themselves in her thoughts like a kaleidoscope. She 
nearly lost her hold on reality as she watched all of the images swirl 
and morph into new images within her mind, putting her into a 
hypnotic trance. 


Yet, Zekra was able to stop herself before she fell too far. She forced 
her wandering mind to come back to reality and focused all of her 
thoughts on making a portal manifest before her. She spread out her 
claws as she imagined the portal into the existence, remembering 
the swirling mesh of black and purple that appeared before Dimitri. 
She told her mind how much she needed that portal so that she 


could return back home to Shiron, imaging the world that she 
belonged to and all of the Pokémon that she had known. 


The black wisps seeping out of Zekra's claws wafted into the air 
before her, and slowly created a familiar circle shape. Zekra's smile 
widened as a vortex of black and purple the size of her eyes 
manifested before her before growing larger, making low whirling 
arounds as it did so. 


Within a matter of moments, the exact same portal Dimitri had 
created was before Zekra, beckoning her to enter it. 


Zekra lowered her claws and sighed deeply as she took a moment to 
revel in her victory. She had actually done it. She had created a 
portal just as Dimitri had. She had actually copied his power and 
could finally escape from this otherworldly realm. 


"| can go home," Zekra whispered under her breath. 


Zekra looked behind her and took in the dimension she had not yet 
left. Though she had created an exit out of its seemingly vast 
endlessness, the dimension did not create a malicious atmosphere. 
There were no denizens summoned from afar to keep her within its 
infinite land, nor any supernatural forces arising from beneath her 
feet. The dimension only remained empty, as if apathetic to Zekra's 
departure. 


And for that, Zekra was grateful. 

She brought her gaze back to the portal to find that it was still before 
her, patiently waiting for her and showing no signs of disappearing. It 
had not shrunk in the slightest. 


Zekra took one last look at the empty realm, making sure nothing 
was watching her from afar, and then stepped inside of the portal. 


For a moment, there was nothing but darkness. There was no light to 
guide her as Zekra fully submerged herself into the portal. The light 
of the surreal dimension wouldn't shine through the portal, and for 
just a moment, Zekra grew afraid that she had created a portal with 
no exit. She thought that perhaps she would be dropped off into a 
dark dimension, or perhaps a black hole, and she would never be 
able to escape. 


But just before her thoughts could become erratic, the darkness 
disappeared, and Zekra found herself in a world of light. Zekra 
looked behind her just in time to see the portal dissipate into the air, 
shrinking itself down. Within a few seconds, it had completely 
removed itself from existence, not a trace of it left. Zekra stared at 
the spot for a moment longer, waiting to see if the portal would 
rematerialize, but it never did. All that she found herself staring at 
was a damaged pillar, chunks of its shaft shattered and resting on 
the marble floor beside Zekra. 


When Zekra finally realized that the portal would not return, she 
slowly turned back around and took in her new surroundings. It didn't 
take her long to recognize where she was. 


She was back at Pledge Mountain's Fellowship, in a hallway near 
the entrance of the grand building. 


Shiron still existed despite her earlier worries. 


The corridor was in complete ruins from what Zekra knew to be the 
battle that had occurred when the Fellowship members were 
defending the castle. Tapestries lay shredded in heaps, deep black 
marks charred the walls and floors, all of the windows within the 
hallway were shattered, and a number of corpses lined the corridor, 
their blood staining the marble a thick red. There was not a single 
living Pokémon to be seen. 


Zekra went over to one of the broken windows and peered out of it. 
The sun was beginning its descent far into the smoke-filled horizon, 
casting a warm glow over the castle, bringing an almost peaceful 


feeling despite the carnage surrounding Zekra. She could clearly 
remember it being the afternoon when the attack had started and 
began to wonder if it was still the same day. For all she knew, that 
dimension she had been trapped in had worked on its own time, and 
she had been whisked away from Shiron for several days. 


It was then that Zekra remembered the corpses. The blood that ran 
out of their bodies and pooled around them was still fresh. It had not 
grown rancid, nor had it stained the flooring with smudgy brown 
coloring. 


It was still the same day after all. Zekra had not been gone for more 
than a couple of hours, much to her great relief. 


However, that still did not answer the question of where everyone 
was. Surely there had to be survivors. Not everyone could have 
perished while she was fighting the Primogenitor with her friends, 
and she was certain Rem's synchronization didn't obliterated all life 
on Shiron as well. 


Zekra left the window and made her way out of the Fellowship. The 
second she exited the grand hall and found herself near the 
mountain's edge, she found quite a baffling sight before her. 


Rayquaza lay sprawled out along the ground, the end of his tail 
hanging off the edge of the cliff and dipping down into the foothills. 
Both of his eyes were shut tight and not a single muscle upon his 
body twitched. Zekra would have thought that the guardian of the sky 
was dead, but she could distinctly see the rise and fall of his chest 
and hear the air exiting from his nostrils. 


But perhaps most surprising of all, Zekra could no longer detect any 
plague within the dragon. Before, he reeked of plague, as if 
completely doused in it. Zekra could feel it wafting from his body 
even as she flew past him to save Yimtri and Terron from splattering 
all over the Fellowship entrance. It had been that powerful, which 
Zekra knew was the result of him being a legendary beast tainted 
with plague. 


And yet, she could feel none of that ominous energy from the 
dragon. She could feel a great power still emitting from his scales 
and seeping into the atmosphere, but it did not seem insidious. It 
seemed something entirely natural, something similar to the 
atmosphere that she felt whenever she was close Reshiram. 


Zekra watched Rayquaza's eyes for the subtlest hints of movement. 
However, the dragon continued to remain within a deep slumber. He 
did not show any signs of waking soon. 


When she realized this, Zekra made her way over to the cliff's edge. 
Then, once she was perched precariously over the edge, she peered 
down into the foothills far below. In the sunset glow, Zekra could see 
that the hills were utterly ravaged. Reshiram's divine flames had 
doused everything with their great heat, leaving the entire landscape 
a charred wasteland. There was not a single speck of green or 
brown amongst the hills as the last remnants of fires burned quietly 
in the distance. Embers and ashes drifted through the darkening, 
hazy sky. 


But it was not the burnt remains of the foothills that got most of 
Zekra's attention. It was the fact that amongst those charred hills, at 
the very base of the mountain where the staircase lay, there were 
Pokémon. 


There were hundreds, if not thousands of them. Zekra couldn't see 
them as well as she wanted, given that she was quite a distance 
above them, but there was one detail about the large gathering that 
she could see quite clearly. 


Rem was standing before the congregation of Pokémon. 


Zekra dove off the cliff and swiftly changed into a Skarmory. She 
tucked her wings into her body as she swooped in towards the great 
gathering, descending so swiftly that she could feel the wind 
threatening to unfurl her wings from beneath her. However, she kept 
them pinned to her sides as forcefully as she could until she was 
only about a hundred feet above the group. Then, she finally spread 


out her wings and perched upon a stone that was protruding out of 
the mountain's side. When she settled herself comfortably, Zekra 
then brought her gaze upon the group once more. 


Now that she was much closer, Zekra could see that everyone 
before Rem was either a Fellowship member or one of Yimtri's 
members. Almost every single one of them were covered ina 
number of cuts and bruises, some of them even having scarves 
wrapped around various parts of their limbs to presumably stop any 
bleeding that was still occurring. And yet, despite the opposing 
groups being so close together, they did not quarrel. They did not 
even seem to care who they were standing beside. All of them only 
had their gazes firmly glued to the great dragon standing before 
them. 


Rem had not changed since Zekra last saw him. Though Zekra had 
seen him synchronize with his shadow, nothing about his 
appearance had changed, unlike what had happened when she, 
Impetus, and Syn had done so. For just a brief moment, Zekra 
wondered if Rem had not actually merged with the Primogenitor and 
had instead destroyed it after she disappeared into that surreal 
realm. 


However, all she had to do was take a closer look at him to know 
that he and the Primogenitor truly were one. He held himself 
differently than he ever had as Reshiram, Zekrom, Kyurem, or even 
as himself before he synchronized with his shadow. He stood tall and 
mighty, his head towering over the puny mortals before him. Energy 
radiated from his beings, sending out waves of pressure that 
seemed almost oppressive. And yet, at the same time his yellow 
eyes glimmered with a kind, knowing light as he seemed to beam 
down upon the mortals. 


Within the softness of his face, Zekra saw Rem's Shadow, happy 
and content to be one with Rem once more. Zekra couldn't resist 
smiling at the sight of that. 


Zekra was about to take in more of the interesting sight before her 
while she was still undetected by the mass gathering, but then she 
finally realized that the Pokémon were not actually watching Rem. A 
good number were, as the sight of a giant dragon was rather difficult 
to ignore, but most focused on something else. Their gazes were 
fixed onto something else, something that was once at Rem's side 
and was now positioning itself before the great dragon. 


Within a matter of moments, the creature stood in front of Rem, and 
all eyes turned onto it. 


Right in front of the dragon, standing upright with just as much 
strength and valor as Rem, was Len. Even though he seemed just 
as injured as the ones before him, perhaps even more so, he still 
stood without any signs of weakness. He only gazed upon all those 
before with him with a steadfast glare. 


Crystelle stood beside him as well, though with less power in her 
stance. She seemed to struggle with keeping her eyes open, 
continuously staring ahead before slowing losing the will and closing 
her eyes before jolting awake and opening them right back open in a 
hurry. Then she would repeat the cycle over and over again, all the 
while uncomfortably shifting in place and softly shaking her head. 


As soon as Zekra caught sight of the two, her heart soared. They 
were still alive after all. They had somehow made it out of the 
Primogenitor's realm with Rem, and now they were all safe and 
sound. She eagerly glanced around, waiting for Nyx to take her 
place beside them, but quickly found that no one else was coming to 
join them. It was only Crystelle and Len standing before Rem. 


Zekra's heart returned to its dampened state as her mind flashed 
back to the last time she had seen Nyx. The Darkrai had been 
enveloped in many radiant, golden lights and her body had been 
disappearing the brighter those lights became. And though Zekra 
had not seen the aftermath, it did not take her long to reach a 
conclusion. 


Nyx had perished, just as Impetus had. The two of them had both 
lost their lives in the fight and they would not be returning to reunite 
with Zekra. 


Zekra's stance slouched as she bowed her head, feeling the full 
impact finally hit her. In some ways, she couldn't believe that the two 
of them had both died. She had just reunited with them, albeit, in 
very different circumstances. In both of those circumstances, she 
thought that perhaps all would be well again and that they could be 
amongst one another until death. 


And yet, just as quickly as she had been reunited them, they had 
both been ripped from her life once more. Impetus had been eaten 
by the Primogenitor during the battle. There was no denying that. 
Zekra could still remember Impetus's head resting within the 
Primogenitor's bowels, as well as the fact that she was not present 
with Len. 


As for Nyx's death, Zekra still didn't understand why that had 
happened. The Darkrai had claimed that she was dying because her 
plague was withering away, but if that was so, why was Zekra still 
alive? Zekra knew that her plague was still very much alive within 
her, if now muted for an unknown reason. Why hadn't Zekra joined 
the Darkrai's fate as well? 


Zekra wanted to ponder more in these melancholy questions, but it 
was then that she heard a great hush fall over the crowd. She 
opened her eyes and cast her eyes down upon the Luxray, and 
watched as he stepped forward, his imposing stature still not broken. 


"Pokémon of Shiron... thank you all for coming here with so little 
resistance," Len spoke, his voice resonating with such power that 
Zekra could believe that he was a legendary Pokémon in disguise. "| 
know all of you must feel lost with the events that have occurred in 
the past few hours... but | am here to shed light on what has 
occurred. | do not expect all of you to believe me. | know that some 
of you might readily believe me because your faith in me is so 
strong. Some of you might have a difficult wrapping your mind 


around my words and feel lost for days at a time. Some of you might 
even leave here and never return because you refuse to believe my 
words. Whatever you choose to do is your choice and | will not 
deprive you of your freedom. However, | ask that you listen to 
everything | say before you decide on your course of action from 
here. As the last living leader of the Fellowship, that is what | 
demand from each of you. Do | make myself clear?" 


Hushed murmurs swept through the crowd for a moment, but the 
moment that Rem let out a snort and grey smoke billowed from his 
nostrils, everyone snapped their attention back to Len and 
unanimously nodded. 


“Thank you," Len said as he straightened himself and held his head 
high. "As | said when | asked all of you to gather here, your leaders 
have all perished. The Suicune, Raikou, and Entei that once founded 
the Fellowship now reside within the spirit world. Many of you who 
saw them in their last moments claimed that they were quite joyous 
and relishing in a supposed spell that they were free from before 
their bodies disappeared into a shower of golden lights. Others have 
said the same about Rayquaza just before he collapsed." 


There were more whispers of agreement amongst the crowd. Len 
gave everyone a moment to process the information. 


"The reason that they were acting this way was because in their 
dying moments, they were not the mythical beings that have led the 
Fellowship for fifty years," Len explained. "They were their true 
selves for the first time in centuries, when they were nothing more 
than wayward mortal legendaries roaming the land. 


"When they were not Plagued Ones in the guise of the Fellowship's 
legendary founders." 


A deafening silence fell over the group. Nobody moved as the 
information hit the Pokemon before Len. A few Pokémon gained the 
strength to whisper with the ones beside them, but that was all that 
Len allowed. 


"The Fellowship was never resisting the Plagued Ones. The 
Fellowship, since its very genesis, has always been allied with 
them," Len went on. "The Fellowship only existed so that it could 
keep an eye on its enemies and to shelter them, making sure that 
they never grew powerful enough to rebel against it. So many of your 
leaders, and even your very teammates, were nothing more than 
Plagued Ones disguised as ordinary Pokémon. Through a variety of 
means, they lived amongst us, watching us and reporting back to 
their leader, the very one who created the Plagued Ones: The 
Primogenitor. You were all being deceived so that it might continue 
to prosper and in time, engulf the entire world with Plagued Ones. 


" However, this dastardly plan was foiled, thanks to an 
underestimated factor. The fearsome beast known as Erebus, the 
one who helped create so many Plagued Ones, broke free from the 
Primogenitor's hold and created her own strain of the plague. It was 
a benevolent strain, one that would not consume souls and instead 
synchronize with its host to make them stronger and capable of 
killing the true plague. She leaked this strain into all of Dusk Mines' 
Fellowship and a number of other Pokemon, thus creating the only 
true resistance against the Primogenitor. 


"Of course, we of the Fellowship weren't allowed to know this. We 
were taught to believe that this benevolent strain was actually the 
true strain and were sent to eliminate it. We forced all of those 
supposedly plagued Pokemon to become fugitives, all the while 
being ignorant of the true threats brewing right beneath our noses. 
We were so close to killing the only ones who could truly save us, all 
because we could not see the truth right before us..." 


Len paused for a moment, taking the time to catch his breath. No 
one spoke as they anxiously waited for their leader to continue 
speaking. Zekra, even from her distance, could see several 
Pokémon uncomfortably fidgeting in place. 


"Thankfully, in the end, Erebus's followers prevailed. All of the 
Plagued Ones have been wiped off the face of the planet. They no 
longer exist thanks to the actions of the plagued Pokémon. There is 


no longer any trace of plague amongst the land. Not in the dead, and 
not in the living either. It has been stripped away from this planet 
once and for all." 


Zekra's jaw almost dropped open. She almost couldn't believe what 
she was hearing. Most of Len's speech she was quite fine. She 
thought it was a thoughtful and riveting speech, and she could see 
how much of an effect it was having on the masses. 


It was the part about the plague no longer existing in Pokemon did 
she find herself at a loss. She could clearly feel the plague within her 
body, and yet here was Len saying that no plagued Pokémon existed 
upon Shiron. For just the briefest of seconds, Zekra thought that Len 
was purposely fabricating the information so that any Pokémon that 
actually were plagued could continue to live their lives in peace and 
without thought that they were still monsters. After all, everyone that 
was part of Yimtri's Fellowship seemed the same. There didn't seem 
to be anything particularly different about them. 


However, she did notice that there was a new air about them. Even 
from her distance she could not detect the darkness that clung to 
their atmosphere at all times. But Zekra did not take this as a true 
sign of anything as she knew that this could have been because they 
were so close to other normal Pokémon and their auras were 
becoming harder to discern. 


"| know what you must be thinking," Len said, interrupting Zekra's 
thoughts. "You must think, 'Oh, but how can know for sure? What if 
all of the plagued Pokémon are only pretending to be freed of their 
corruption? How do we know that they will not turn on us when we 
least expect it?'. And for that, | say that | cannot force you to believe 
me. | cannot force you to believe anything that | have said to you just 
now. You must choose what you want to do with the words | have 
spoken to all of you. However... regardless of your choice, there is 
one truth that | will speak that you must never forget. You're allowed 
to believe that everything else | have told you has been nothing but 
lies, but you must accept what | tell you next as an undeniable truth." 


Len glared down upon the great gathering and a strange light 
glimmered in his eyes, as if he were seeing through every single 
Pokémon before him. 


"The Fellowship was created to oppose the shadows, to keep watch 
on them as enemies... after we had forgotten they were meant to be 
our allies," Len told them. ""Though we had stopped watching them, 
they never stopped watching us. Even now, with the Plagued Ones 
gone, the shadows within our souls continue to watch us. They never 
will cease to watch us, never cease to speak within our minds, never 
cease to exist no matter the measures you might take against them. 


"Do not fear them." 

"Do not believe them to be your enemy." 

"Do not shut them away." 

"And above all else, realize that they are your greatest allies." 


"Remember this, my fellow Pokémon, or the Plagued Ones will 
surely return and take back the world they long to be a part of." 


Len kept his stern, radiating gaze upon the crowd as silence 
resonated throughout the group. No one said a word as they 
pondered in the Luxray's words, quietly deciphering their meaning. 
Zekra was surprised that Len hadn't explicitly stated that Rem's 
shadow was the cause of the Plagued Ones and that the shadows 
allied with it because they were tired of everyone ignoring them. She 
almost wanted to swoop down and explain this herself to the crowd. 


However, she didn't. She realized, after a moment of pondering, that 
Len had done the right thing. Everybody was terribly exhausted and 
their minds were not stable. They had just been informed that the 
ones they had trusted all their lives to had been their greatest 
enemies in disguise, and they didn't need even more information to 
further destabilize their foundations. Len had made the correct 
choice. Like the true and virtuous leader he was, he had done 


everything he could to make sure that Rem's mistake could not be 
repeated, as well as enlighten everyone and give them the truth they 
deserved. 


However, that still did not solve the issue with no one in Shiron being 
plagued. Zekra still had the vaguest thought that Len was hiding that 
truth from everyone. 


"With that said... | am proud to announce that everything is over," 
Len then said, breathing a sigh of relief and beaming gently at the 
crowd. "The Plagued Ones are no more. Our world has been saved, 
and their presence no longer slinks throughout the lands." 


Loud wallops filled the air. Zekra smiled from her perch as she 
watched many Pokemon within the crowd embrace one another. And 
though the Dusk Mine Pokémon and Fellowship Pokémon mostly 
stayed separate from one another, there were a few Pokemon from 
both sides that mingled with the other and give congratulatory pats 
on the back or nuzzled their cheeks. 


There were some Pokemon that chose to do nothing, instead staring 
blankly ahead, but they were vastly overwhelmed by the overjoyed 
ones. 


"But it was not because of my efforts alone,” Len then said, calming 
the crowd. "First, | would like to thank Crystelle here. Though she is 
quite young and held no plagued powers, she still was the very 
reason that we were able to make it to the Primogenitor's realm. It 
was her encouraging words, even when all seemed lost and we were 
drowning in despair, that allowed us to reach the Primogenitor in the 
end." 


Crystelle, who had finally lost her struggle and was dozing off in 
place, instantly snapped awake as soon as her name was called. 
She scrambled to straighten herself, prompting a short laugh out of 
the crowd, followed by a loud cheer. She smiled awkwardly as she 
stood tall and mightily, puffing out her chest and making the rings 
upon her body glimmer. 


"Next, | would like to thank this great dragon here, whose presence | 
am sure all of you are so curious about," Len said with a laugh. "This 
is Rem, once the great guardian of this land before complications 
occurred. He was once the great beings we knew as Reshiram and 
Zekrom, now formed into one being after a great number of long and 
tedious events that | am sure you can ask him about much later. He 
was what allowed the final victory against the Primogenitor; his 
power is what allowed us to succeed." 


Rem bowed his head and smiled smugly as another cheer rang 
through the crowd. 


"| would also like to thank the Pokémon of Dusk Mines for granting 
us safety as we made our way to the Primogenitor," Len then said. 
"Though none of you may feel that you contributed much in the 
grand scheme of things, Know that | am grateful for each and every 
one of you. Without your efforts, Crystelle, Rem, and | would have 
had to race through the Fellowship all on our own. | thank you, 
former plagued Pokémon. 


"And finally... | would like all of us to take this moment to remember 
all of the ones that perished on this day," Len stated, causing silence 
to sweep over the gathering. "So many lives perished today, a great 
amount that brings me great sorrow. Your friends, your family, your 
beloved teammates, your very leaders... so many of the ones we 
have loved are no longer amongst us for far too many reasons to 
count. 


"Let us take a moment to remember each of their lives, and to 
remember everything that they have ever done for us. No matter 
who they were, remember them. Let us pay our respects to the ones 
that were unfortunate victims of this terrible war." 


Len bowed his head and closed his eyes, prompting everyone to do 
the same. An air of deep reverence came over everyone as they 
each remembered the lives that had been lost during the clash. As 
their memories swarmed and their hearts filled with pity, the sun 
finally set into the horizon, plunging the world into the calm of night. 


"Now then," Len said, making everyone open their eyes and bring 
their gazes back to him. "In honor of the Plagued One's eradication, 
a great celebration will commence tomorrow night within the castle, 
with a great bonfire to gather around. All of you are free to come, 
regardless of who you are or what side you once stood on. We will 
no longer be divided by the lies the Fellowship has fed us all. 
Consider this celebration a time to mend the wounds that this great 
schism has created. But until then... rest easy within the safe houses 
the Fellowship created in the other mountains..." 


The Luxray gave one last bow of his head, then climbed onto Rem's 
back, Crystelle following after him. Then, once the two seated 
themselves upon the dragon's back, Rem shot into the sky, 
ascending toward the summit of the mountain and disappearing from 
view. Within a matter of seconds, Zekra found herself amongst the 
crowd, watching all of them exchange confused glances with one 
another. 


For a few minutes, no one did anything. They only whispered 
amongst one another, their voices unclear to Zekra from her distance 
as some of the Pokemon seemed to become more skittish as time 
went on. Eventually, a small number of Pokémon did disperse from 
the crowd and retreat into the growing darkness of the horizon. 


However, the majority of Pokemon did not follow them. They stood 
still before the mountain, indecisive and hesitant, but after some time 
mustered the strength to go toward the other mountains within the 
vicinity. Everyone split into two groups as they went toward two of 
the largest mountains in the area. From Zekra's viewpoint, she could 
vaguely make out a small cluster of boxes built within the sides of 
the mountains, perfectly capable of housing everyone. 


Zekra watched everyone's forms disappear into the darkness for just 
a moment longer before she took off and ascended to the castle. 


When Zekra reached the Fellowship, she found Len, Crystelle, and 
Rem standing near the entrance, all three of them now appearing far 


more drained than they had presented themselves moments prior. 
Zekra swiftly changed back into a Zoroark and settled herself behind 
a rock near them the moment she saw them. Then she peered from 
behind it and silently observed as Len gazed into the entrance of the 
Fellowship before sighing deeply. 


"SO many lives line the hallways of the Fellowship..." he said 
somberly. "Too many lives..." 


"What are we going to do about all of the bodies?" Crystelle asked. 
"Are we just going to leave them inside for everyone to pay their 
respects to?" 


"No, no we can't do that," Len said with a shake of his head. "No one 
wants to see their loved ones in the mangled states they're currently 
in. What we'll do instead is gather them all up, and then we'll have to 
incinerate all of them in a great pile. Perhaps we will create a 
memorial the day after tomorrow as well somewhere within the 
castle. Even if we will not know all the names of those that 
perished..." 


"Alright," Crystelle said with a slow nod. "I guess tomorrow we can 
do that. Lots of bodies to get... and | guess we clean the place up 
too for the party?" 


"Yes. We must rid the castle of any lingering signs of death. We need 
to go over to the safe houses and ask for volunteers who can cook 
as well," Len added. "I'm sure everyone wants to feast despite the 
great losses in their lives." 


"Let's try not to make it too depressing though. We did just save the 
world after all, right?" 


Crystelle smiled brightly at Len, as if to cheer him up, but it did not 
remove his gloomy gaze. He only gave Crystelle a glance before 
making his way into the Fellowship. 


"| am going to rest," he told her and Rem. "I'll see the both of you in 
the morning, or whenever | do awaken after such a long and tiring 
day... | hope you two choose to do the same soon." 


Crystelle and Rem said nothing as the Luxray continued walking 
away. He said nothing as he kept his head low and his ears 
flattened, appearing to be nothing more than a shell of the leader he 
once was. Zekra felt her heart sink as she watched him wander 
away, but no made no effort to go after him. She had no idea how 
she wanted to approach him when he seemed so miserable. 


Len passed by the rock she was hiding behind, and then suddenly 
stopped. 


The gloomy glimmer in Len's eyes vanished as he twisted his head 
toward the rock, and for a moment, he did not move. He only kept 
his eyes fixed on it, his expression blank. 


Then, he turned his whole body toward the rock and walked around 
it. Within seconds, he was staring right at Zekra, his eyes locked 
onto hers. Zekra froze in place as his eyes widened and his ears 
perked up. 


"Zekra?" he asked. "Is that really you Zekra?" 


Before Zekra could even begin to think of a way to respond, 
Crystelle and Rem rushed over to Len's side in a hurry. 


"Wait, what?" Crystelle cried. "Zekra's here? Really? She's still 
alive?!" 


It wasn't long before the two gathered at Len's side. The moment 
they did, they immediately spotted Zekra, and soon, three pairs of 
eyes were gawking at her. Zekra suddenly felt very small before 
them despite being larger than most of the group. She couldn't resist 
shirking back a bit. 


"Zekra! You are alive!" Crystelle cried joyously. "Oh thank Arceus!" 


She then trotted over to Zekra's side and nuzzled her, making 
Zekra's insides crawl even more. She had to resist the urge to back 
away from the overjoyed Umbreon as Len and Rem crept closer to 
Zekra as well. However, unlike Crystelle, they kept their distance and 
only gave her relieved and bright gazes. 


" You are still alive. This is nothing short of a miracle," Rem told 
her. "We had thought that we would never see you again. I... 
Oh." 


Rem narrowed his eyes at Zekra, as though he were trying to gaze 
directly into her soul. Zekra tried not to shudder under the gaze of 
the ferocious dragon. 


" You still have the blight within you," Rem remarked. "It has not 
faded like with the rest." 


"Wait... wait, you mean... when you guys were telling all those 
Pokémon that there's no more plague in the world..." Zekra tried to 
say. "You guys really weren't lying?" 


"Yes," Len said with a nod. "It's true; all of the Plagued Ones are 
gone. The moment Rem synchronized with his shadow, they all 
disappeared." 


All of Zekra's thoughts came to a halt. She looked at Len, then at 
Crystelle, then at Rem, trying to see if their solemn expressions 
would break. She waited to see that they were joking for an odd 
reason she couldn't quite understand. Because of course they were 
lying. There still had to be plague within the world. 


She couldn't be the only Plagued One left. 


However, their expressions did not change. Zekra felt her insides 
twist as she gazed down at her claws and watched a ripple of red 
light flash down her arms and into her hands. She even thought she 
felt Venri slide a tendril across the surface of her brain. 


"No... that doesn't make any sense," she said quietly. "What about 
you, Rem? You still have the Primogenitor in you don't you? Doesn't 
that make you a Plagued One?" 


" | suppose if you want to be technical, |!am one," Rem 
explained. "However, | was always meant to be one because the 
Primogenitor is my shadow. You however, not quite so. You 
were never meant to keep the abilities my shadow and Nyx 
supplied your own shadow with. Your shadow should have 
relinquished its powers after | merged back with my own 
shadow." 


"What... what exactly happened to me then?" she asked. "Why am | 
the only one left?" 


"| am wondering the same," Rem replied. "Hmm. What exactly 
happened to you after |! merged back with my shadow? Len and 
Crystelle told me that you simply vanished after | synchronized, 
but not in the same way Nyx did. They said you were sucked 
into a vortex growing beneath your body." 


"| remember | felt really weak," Zekra said quietly, taking a moment 
to fully remember the details. "And then | passed out. Then | woke 
up in this weird realm with all this black and red stuff around me..." 


" A red and black realm you say?" Rem mused. "In this 
particular realm, did you see flashes of Shiron above you, along 
with bipedal creatures?" 


"Yeah... there were. Those bipedal creatures were humans, | think," 
Zekra clarified. 


" Alright. Go on," Rem then said. 


"| was stuck there for a while... and then | um... | figured out how to 
make this portal and | used it to get me out of there. Then | showed 
up in the castle and | watched you guys talking to all those Pokémon 
about what happened and everything. And... that's what happened.” 


Zekra considered telling Rem about Dimitri. She did, as she knew he 
might know why Dimitri refused to believe his memories were real. 
However, she didn't have the heart to talk about it aloud. Her heart 
was already breaking at the thought of the human and the spiteful 
words he had said to her. She still couldn't believe that it had even 
occurred. It almost seemed like a bad nightmare. 


" Ah. | believe | know what happened to you now that you told 
me these things," Rem said after a long pause. "I had my 
suspicions, but now that you told me you went to that particular 
dimension, all ts clear." 


"Really?" Zekra asked. "You know why I'm the only Plagued One?" 


" Yes," Rem said with a nod. "You see, when my shadow and | 
merged back together, all of the blight that was put into others 
was promptly withdrawn from them and absorbed back into me. 
For the Blight Demons that traveled in swarms and their hosts 
were mostly dead to begin with, they simply perished the 
moment that happened. The same happened with the mortal 
legendaries due to their bodies being far too ancient to sustain 
themselves without the blight. However, the ones that were 
either immortal already or simply were not too deeply 
connected with their blight, continued to live after the blights 
were ripped out of their bodies. They are perfectly fine, but no 
longer hold any traces of the blight within themselves. 


" But an anomaly occurred with you. Because you are 
synchronized with your shadow so deeply, it refused to let go of 
the plague that bound you two together. It kept the both of you 
tied together, resisting against the pull that urged it to return to 
me. It resisted so greatly that it tore a hole into the veil that 
separated Shiron and Kuron from right under you, for deep 
down, your blight must have had the potential to travel through 
the dimensions, just as my shadow could. You then fell into that 
hole, and it led you to a dimension that exists in between Shiron 
and Kuron." 


"Venri... she did all of that?" Zekra asked, staring down at her claws 
once again. "She didn't want to leave me that badly?" 


" This is what I presume, yes," Rem verified. "Based on what you 
have told me and the fact that | can still sense the blight still 
merged with your soul, this is what I believe to has happened. 


" You are the only Blight Demon in existence." 


Zekra felt her claws tremble. No, she wasn't the only Plagued One in 
existence. There had to be someone else besides her that held the 
Primogenitor's power within their body. Someone. 


"Zekra, it's okay," Crystelle said softly. "Nobody's going to hate you 
because you're a Plagued One. In fact, everybody will probably think 
you're really awesome! | mean, you did help us stop the 
Primogenitor and a lot of Pokémon know that. We can say you came 
back even though we thought you were dead during the celebration 
if you wanted." 


Zekra didn't respond. She could only keep thinking about her 
apparent fate as being the only Plagued One left. 


If Syn and Impetus were still alive, they would have been just like 
her. They were both synchronized, so surely they would have kept 
their plagues. But they weren't. They had both been killed. 


"| Know that you must have a lot on your mind, but | want you to 
know that I'm very happy that you lived, Zekra," Len then said. "| 
truly thought that you were gone and would never be able to see you 
again. | cannot express how relieved and overjoyed | am to know 
that you are safe. | am happy to know that in the end, you were able 
to have your team's aspirations met and live to see it." 


That was when Zekra realized that there actually was someone else 
who was still plagued. Someone else that she had known for so long 
and cared for so deeply. Someone she once had at her side at all 


times, in moments of great joy and happiness, and moments of 
terrible suffering and mourning. 


Someone who she had seen within the dimension between Shiron 
and Kuron. 


Dimitri. 

Now he was gone, having disappeared to who knew where. 
"Zekra...? Are you okay...?" 

"Do you need to rest, Zekra? Are you tired?" 


Zekra snapped back to reality to find Len and Crystelle were both 
giving her concerned glances. Even Rem seemed to, though it was 
more difficult to tell from how much he towered over her. Zekra 
forced a smile onto her face as she discarded the thoughts from her 
mind. 


"Yeah, sorry, | was just zoning out," she said with a shake of her 
head. "Was thinking about how everything's finally over now and 
stuff." 


"Yes, | Suppose it can be quite surreal," Len agreed. "After all these 
years, it's finally over. If Rem were not standing beside us, | would 
still have a difficult time believing it." 


"Yeah, exactly. So how about we all just get some rest?" Zekra 
suggested. "We've got a busy day tomorrow, and we're already 
pretty tired from fighting the Primogenitor." 


"Yeah | agree," Crystelle chimed in. "My legs hurt and | really don't 
think | can keep my eyes open for too much longer." 


"Alright alright, let's find a place to sleep inside the castle then," Len 
said with a small laugh. "Rem, care to join us?" 


"think | will remain out here," the dragon told them. "Rayquaza 
still slumbers, and | want to be able to speak with him when he 
awakens. He will undoubtedly be very lost and confused, and as 
one of his godly brethren, it is in my place to help him. But rest 
assured, you will be seeing me tomorrow for the celebration." 


"Very well, if you say so," Len said before looking back over at 
Crystelle and Zekra. "Well then, | suppose we should get going 
then." 


Crystelle nodded vigorously, and then practically galloped inside. 
Len quietly followed after her, disappearing into the darkness of the 
castle within moments. However, Zekra did not go after them so 
quickly. She only remained outside and let her sights wander off into 
the distance. She peered into the horizon to behold a myriad of stars 
glimmering through a blanket of infinite darkness, leading to worlds 
beyond. 


Somewhere, in one of those vast and faraway worlds, Dimitri was 
there. Or perhaps he was in an entirely different dimension that held 
its own worlds. 

He was out there, somewhere. 

He was out there, unable to remember who he truly was. 

" Are you alright, Zekra?" 

Zekra turned her eyes away from the night sky and brought them 
over to Rem to see that he was gazing down upon her. Zekra 
plastered a smile back onto her face and nodded gently. 


"Yeah... just really tired," she said. "Guess I'd better get some 
sleep." 


" Yes. Get some rest, Zekra. You deserve it." 


Zekra widened her smile just a tiny amount, and then crept into the 
Fellowship. She could see Len and Crystelle in the distance, 
wandering down the hallway and finding rooms for themselves. And 
for a moment, Zekra considered joining them and sleeping by their 
sides, just as she did with her old friends. She could remember how 
warm she felt when she slumbered beside the ones she cared for 
most. 


But in the end, Zekra crept back outside. She found Rem had his 
back turned to her and was sitting beside the still slumbering 
Rayquaza by the edge of the cliff, watching him mournfully. She cast 
him a sad glance for just a moment, and then changed into a 
Murkrow and ascended to the very top of the highest pillar protruding 
from the castle. The moment she landed, she reverted into a 
Zoroark. Then, after making sure that no one was within the vicinity, 
she fell onto her back and gazed up into the worlds beyond. 


She did not sleep. Her eyes would not close, nor did she feel any 
lethargy come over her. Her eyes could only remain open and stare 
blankly up above, where she could bask in her utter 
meaninglessness within the vast infinity that was the universe. 
Everything was quiet. 

Everything was still and unmoving. 


Everything was cold and lifeless. 


Everything was empty and disconnected from all that it was 
surrounded by. 


And Zekra was nothing but a tiny speck amongst it all. 


Chapter 94: Anomaly 


x 
Chapter 94 


Anomaly 


Zekra sat at an empty table within the mess hall the following 
evening, gazing idly at the celebrating Pokémon within the room. 
She could clearly see so many of them eating at various tables that 
Len and Crystelle helped to set up, eating delicious foods that the 
cooks had kindly prepared. Everyone was smiling and chatting 
amongst one another, though talking about what, Zekra didn't know. 
Despite her sensitive hearing, she couldn't understand what anyone 
was saying. Everyone's voices seemed to jumble up together, 
making a mesh of muffled voices that held no meaning. 


Everyone clearly seemed happy and quite enjoying the celebration. 
She could smell the wonderful aromas rising from all the foods 
wafting from the kitchen and from everyone's plates. And yet she 
could not feel the slightest prick of energy or the urge to smile. 


All she felt was emptiness. She could not even will herself to eat the 
large, juicy steak sitting before on a plate. 


To her, the food might as well have been piles of manure with all of 
the Pokémon nothing but mangled, oozing corpses that stank of 
decay just like the ones that lined the Fellowship's halls a day earlier. 


Zekra had not slept last night. She had tried to. She had forced her 

eyes shut and made her mind wander off, but she couldn't dive deep 
into the dream world. Her mind had wanted to remain deeply rooted 
in reality, refusing to rest. She could barely keep her eyes closed for 


five minutes before she could tolerate the darkness behind her 
eyelids no more. 


So in the end, she had given up trying to rest. She only retreated 
from her spot amongst the spire, taking extra care not to alert the 
dragon that still sat before the slumbering Rayquaza, and crept back 
into the Fellowship. Then, after she had made sure that Len and 
Crystelle were both asleep in their separate rooms, she removed 
every single body from the castle. 


There were some bodies that were quite heavy, such as Lairon or 
Rhydon. There were also bodies that when she had tried to drag 
them away, they came apart and spilled all of their intestines onto 
the floor, creating even more of a putrid, bloody mess. However, no 
matter how gruesome or challenging the sight, Zekra was able to 
bring every single body to the very courtyard where she had last 
seen Yimtri in his Sableye form. She dragged each and every one of 
them there with an apathetic stare, not even once cringing or reeling 
back in disgust at the horrendous conditions so many of the bodies 
were in. No matter how much blood was pooled around their bodies, 
how many faces had been mutilated to make the Pokemon 
unrecognizable, how horrendously the gastric acids filled the air with 
their scent, or the terrified and begging expressions forever frozen to 
every single identifiable face, Zekra did not react in the slightest. 


She had only brought every corpse to the courtyard and threw them 
into a great, big pile. By the time she had gathered all of the corpses, 
it was hundreds of Pokémon large, innards and blood trickling down 
the hill of bodies like rainwater. 


Zekra remembered that she didn't even hesitate to set the grotesque 
sight on fire. 


She had not plugged her nose as she watched the flesh upon 
everyone's bodies become charred a deep black. Zekra had not 
closed her eyes as smoke and ash filled the air around her, casting 
her in a hazy world of burning death with the melting faces being the 
only thing she could identify amongst it all. 


Zekra had stared back at those faces, those faces that lacked eyes 

and had only black holes with pale flesh oozing into them. She had 

watched them burn before her, keeping them company as everyone 
slowly became a massive pile of blackened bones and fur. 


She remembered that she could not even will herself to feel pity for 
all of these lost lives. 


She had stayed until the fire died completely, but she had found that 
not all of the bodies had been reduced to ash. Some of the 
Pokémon, particularly the rock and steel-types, had survived the fire 
and were now nothing but red-hot corpses. For those, Zekra 
remembered simply throwing them into the dungeon after their 
bodies had cooled. 


After that had happened, Zekra then scrubbed the floors and walls of 
blood and other remnants of the corpses. Then after she had 
finished that menial task, she had simply waited for Len and 
Crystelle to awaken. Once they had, she helped them set up for the 
celebration that was to happen later in the day. They of course had 
wondered what had happened to all of the bodies and why Zekra 
stank of death, but it only took a jovial remark from Zekra herself for 
them to understand she had taken care of everything. They had 
been surprised, as it had been a large task for one Pokémon, but 
Zekra had said it wasn't a challenge. It had required no effort for her. 
She could barely recall all the work. 


She had not been lying. 


Even now, Zekra could barely remember gathering up all of those 
corpses and setting them aflame. The same could be said about 
helping Len and Crystelle gather the volunteers to cook and 
decorating the interior the castle for the great celebration. 


It seemed to be nothing more than a dream to her. 


Everything could have been a dream for all Zekra knew. All of her 
memories felt hazy and disorganized, and she wasn't sure what was 


real and what wasn't. She knew that she had been a Zorua at one 
point, living with her parents and spent time with her friends. She 
could remember that. That was a concrete foundation of Zekra's 
reality. However, everything other than that was far less concrete. 
Had her brother been living with her, or had he left? And if so, when 
had he left? She had friends, but what exactly had she done with 
them? And what had she even wanted to do after she became a 
Zoroark like her brother? 


Then of course there was the Plagued Ones. She knew that they 
had struck her town and taken everyone except her. Of course she 
knew that. She could still see their otherworldly eyes closing in on 
her as she backed toward the edge of that cliff. But that was the only 
other true, concrete memory within her mind that she knew to be 
undeniable truth. Everything other than that became increasingly 
blurry, even more so than her peaceful life with her parents. 


She felt like she had been on a Fellowship team once with a number 
of Pokémon. She could even recall their names. There was Syn and 
Impetus and Novus. And then there was Terron. Terron... was 
special. She thought that she loved him and always cherished the 
days that they spent together, even amongst all their arguing she 
could so vaguely recall. 


But they were all gone now. For ambiguous reasons she couldn't 
recall quite clearly, they were all gone. And she wasn't in the 
Fellowship anymore. And yet, here she was, sitting in the Fellowship 
with a Fellowship leader treating her with a great deal of respect. 


There were other memories in her mind that could have been real. 
There was a place called Erebus Woods and nearly dying a number 
of times to a Sableye. There was something about spending time 
with a Greninja that watched over her, Novus, and Terron. There was 
a wonderful time when Terron and Zekra were mates and loved each 
other with all their hearts. There were also two times when she threw 
herself off some cliffs and failed to kill herself both times. 


A good amount of memories were also saturated in blood. 
Sometimes it was from other Pokémon that Zekra killed while 
hunting. Sometimes it was blood from civilian Pokémon that Zekra 
had murdered. Other times it was Zekra's own blood, sometimes 
with flashes of black tentacles. 


She also had memories of Len introducing her to a crowd of 
Pokémon, stating that she had also helped him kill something called 
a Primogenitor and was not dead after all. She could hear the cheer 
from the crowd as well as see the confused glances some shot her 
when they gazed at her strange, demented appearance. 


None of them seemed real, quite honestly. Nothing she saw in her 
head seemed like something that had occurred in her life, even if she 
knew that some of the memories were real. 


It was all so surreal and unbelievable. 
"Hey, your name is Zekra, right?" 


Zekra snapped out of her dreary daze and found her vision focusing 
in on a Glaceon standing before her table. For just a brief second, 
Zekra thought she knew this Glaceon. She thought she had seen 
him long ago, hiding from him when he had tried to kill her for a 
reason she couldn't recall. She saw his piercing eyes glimmering 
with a sinister red as he stalked through the night. She could 
remember cowering against a large boulder, praying that he would 
not spot her. 


That's a fake memory. 


It was with this thought that Zekra realized she didn't know this 
Glaceon. The supposed memories that had manifested themselves 
before her were nothing more than fever dreams. 


Zekra straightened herself and plastered a smile onto her face 
before gazing down at the Glaceon. He seemed to be watching her 


with a cautious, almost shy gaze. Not only that, but he seemed quite 
younger than the Glaceon her mind had conjured up. 


"Hi," Zekra said, setting her claws on the table before her. "I'm Zekra 
alright." 


"H-Hi Zekra," the Glaceon said, seemingly resisting the urge to look 
away from her. "I had a... a question | wanted to ask you, if it's 
alright with you." 


"Sure, go ahead," Zekra replied, widening her smile. "Ask me 
anything." 


"Okay. Well. Are you really a Plagued One like Len says you are? | 
mean... | understand if you don't want to talk about it or anything, but 
it's just that Len said that you are even though all of the Plagued 
Ones are g-" 


"Yeah. I'm a Plagued One. He wasn't lying." 


Zekra watched the Glaceon's expression carefully. She noticed the 
subtle changes in his facial expressions, like the dilating of his 
pupils, the split second that he backed away, and the claws sliding 
out of his paws. She could even hear the beat of his heart quicken 
from within his chest. However, she made no mention of them and 
continued observing the Glaceon in silence, waiting to see how he 
would react to her words. 


"So um... | Know that this might be personal, so you don't have to 
answer this if you don't want to," the Glaceon then said, fidgeting for 
a moment. "But um... what's it like being a Plagued One? | um... I'm 
Curious." 


Zekra felt a hint of a genuine smile creep into her facade. It had been 
quite a while since someone had asked her that and did not intend to 
kill her. 


"It's really not that different from how you feel,” Zekra explained 
softly. "Even though the Fellowship told everybody that the plague 
makes you a monster, it doesn't actually. You just feel a lot stronger. 
Like... do you remember what it felt like to evolve?" 


"Yeah," the Glaceon said with a small nod. "You... you feel like you 
have more energy. You can hear and see everything more clearly. 
And... you feel a lot bigger and stronger. You don't feel as weak. 
Some things that hurt you before don't as much anymore." 


"Yeah. Well, being a Plagued One is just like that," Zekra replied. 
"But it's more than that too. When you become a Plagued One... 
when you synchronize with your shadow... you get more powers that 
aren't normal. Like I'm immortal. You can cut my head off, and I'll just 
reattach it to my neck or just grow a new one. Or | can make all of 
my illusions real and actually hurt you instead of having it all be in 
your head." 


"| see," the Glaceon said quietly. "But... what is this synchronize 
thing with your shadow thing? | know that the plague connects to 
your souls. | know that it drown... drowns out your soul and takes 
over from there. | Know there's a process and that's why almost 
everyone in Dusk Mines is still alive instead of dead like all those 
other Plagued Ones. But | thought... | Know you said that you're 
synchronized with your shadow. What is that? Is that why you're still 
a Plagued One when all the others are gone?" 


"Your shadow is pretty much everything you hate about yourself," 
Zekra explained, resisting the urge to smile dryly. "The plague 
latches onto that side of everyone and it uses that to take over them. 
But... | was lucky. | figured out my shadow or plague or whatever 
you want to call it just wanted to help me. It took a long time to figure 
out for a lot of stupid reasons, but | did, and we synchronized. And 
that's basically where we become one. That's... that's where | stop 
telling my shadow to go away and that | hate it. That's when | accept 
my shadow and stop ignoring everything that it tells me, no matter 
how much it hurts or how much | don't want to listen to it. | start 
understanding why it's talking to me and become friends with it. 


"And when you synchronize... that's when you get the strength and 
power beyond your wildest dreams. Beyond what I've already told 
you about. It's like you evolve into a whole other being.” 


The Glaceon nodded. Zekra felt her urge to smile disappear, but still 
kept it plastered to her muzzle. She could feel her mind rebelling 
against her, telling her it was tired of pretending, but Zekra only 
retaliated by saying it would just be for a few minutes longer. If it 
went on any longer, she would simply conjure up an illusion of her 
smiling before the Glaceon and revert back into her blank state from 
beneath the disguise. 


"You say... you synchronized with your shadow," the Glaceon said 
carefully. "That's not the first time I've heard about that. Some 
others... some Dusk Mines Pokémon | tried to talk to about the 
plague said you were synchronized too. They said you're the only 
synchronized Pokémon in the whole world. They think... they feel 
that you're the only Plagued One left because of that." 


Zekra didn't say anything. However, she did have to create an 
illusion of her smiling, for she could take it no longer. She was fairly 
confident that the Glaceon hadn't even noticed that she had 
switched out her real face with the illusion's. 


"But | guess there's something that I've been wondering about, since 
you're synchronized," the Glaceon went on, staring at Zekra with 
earnest. "You... you say that you're one with your plague. Your dark 
thoughts and everything you hate about yourself. How... How do you 
live with that? How do... do you deal with all of those thoughts that 
come up in your mind that seem to hate you? It's already pretty bad 
for those of us who aren't plagued, but you're saying that you're 
friends with it because you synchronized. What does that do to you? 
How do... how does that affect you? Do you ever feel influenced to 
do bad things because of it?" 


"How do | live... with that," Zekra repeated slowly, drawing out each 
word as long as she could. 


"Yeah. Doesn't it... don't all of those bad thoughts make things hard 
for you?" the Glaceon clarified. "Because some of the Dusk Mines 
Pokémon said it made things hard to deal with, but you seem so... 
so happy really. Like you're not even plagued at all." 


"Because | am happy," Zekra replied as she glared at the Glaceon 
from behind her illusion. "These 'bad' thoughts that | get aren't really 
all that bad. They're just... different. They're just my other side's way 
of wanting to do things. Sometimes the thoughts are pretty bad and 
you could call some of them evil... but most of the time they're not. 
They're just my shadow's way of wanting to help me with problems." 


"And... they don't make you want to attack everyone like the other 
Plagued Ones used to?" 


"No. They're just thoughts I've always had. They're only thoughts 
that | didn't want to have. Everyone has those thoughts. But | don't 
push them away like everyone else. Because when you push them 
away and tell your shadow how evil it is, it just gets mad and starts 
fighting with you. And it won't back down either. It's really persistent 
and the two of you are just going to keep going around in circles. 
You'll get exhausted real fast from all the arguing and you'll finally 
give up after a while and let your shadow win. But now it's going to 
make you do stupid things because it's so angry thanks to all the 
fighting. 


"So instead of letting that happen, | listen to the thoughts. | 
understand why they're there and then they leave me be. And after a 
while, you start to realize... your shadow really isn't as scary as you 
think it is. It's not Some demon living inside of you that wants to 
make life hard on you. 


"It's only scary because you want it to be." 
Zekra observed the Glaceon carefully behind her cheerful illusion. 


She could see how though he seemed to be making an effort to 
understand Zekra's words, his scowl was only growing more and 


more uncomfortable. His tail was tucked between his legs and she 
could see how much he resisted folding his ears back. 


"Being synchronized with my shadow isn't doesn't hurt me or make 
my life more difficult," Zekra said dryly. "| know you must think | 
synchronized with a monster, but it's nothing like that. I'm just not 
scared of my own thoughts anymore. I'll admit that quite a lot of them 
can be violent. | remember | used to have a lot of cravings to kill 
Pokémon out in the wild. | used to want to attack anyone that was 
hurting my feelings. | even wanted to kill someone because he 
wouldn't be mates with me." 


The Glaceon cringed at the sound of that, but Zekra couldn't feel the 
sting of regret shoot through her heart. In truth, she couldn't feel 
anything at all. 


Zekra removed her illusion, allowing the Glaceon to see her true, 
impassive expression. 


"But having all of those thoughts doesn't make me a monster," Zekra 
went on. "I know that they're just thoughts that | don't have to obey. 
They're my shadow's thoughts, my thoughts that | could maybe 
follow if | was still a wild Pokémon. My thoughts that only want to 
help me in their own unique way. And that's why I'm not afraid of 
them. That's why you shouldn't be afraid of your own shadow's 
thoughts as well." 


The Glaceon nodded slowly, but not out of understanding. 


"Alright. Thank you for answering my questions, Zekra," the Glaceon 
said meekly. "I... | hope that | didn't bother you with them." 


"You didn't," Zekra said blankly. "You didn't bother me with 
anything... just don't forget what | said. Don't forget what Len said 
last night either." 


The Glaceon gave another nod, and then wandered away. Zekra 
watched him retreat to a table in the corner of the mess hall where a 


Scizor and Staraptor. They both gave a small cheer as he sat at their 
table and spoke amongst the two, which Zekra quickly deduced were 
his teammates. Even from her distance she could hear him talking to 
them about the conversation he had just had with her and her 
strange, uncanny words. His friends seemed to share the same 
sentiment as him, finding that they understood the meaning of 
Zekra's words, but still found them to be rather unsettling. 


Zekra got up from her seat not long afterwards. She abandoned her 
plate of meat and retreated to the nearest courtyard, no longer 
wanting to be in the presence of the three or anyone else for that 
matter. She had a compelling urge to be alone and she saw no 
reason to disobey it. 


However, in the end, her efforts were futile, for the courtyard seemed 
even more crowded than the mess hall. It was perhaps the largest 
courtyard in the entire castle, this one holding a great bonfire in the 
very center of it. Dozens and dozens of Pokémon gathered around it 
and socialized, whether it was in the form of telling stories or by 
playing games. Zekra saw a small amount of Pokémon not much 
younger than her running around the fire, chasing one another with 
gleeful smiles or frolicking about merrily. The older Pokemon, the 
ones that she knew to be veterans of the Fellowship, sat around and 
seemed to be ingesting berry drinks that stung Zekra's nose and 
made her head swim. 


Zekra snorted, ridding the scent of the juice and smoke from her 
nostrils, and then turned back to the mess hall. It seemed that she 
would have to find somewhere else for peace and quiet. She knew 
that the rest of the courtyards would undoubtedly be filled with 
Pokémon, and the same could probably be said for the interior of the 
castle. There was at least one Pokémon infesting just about every 
single room in the castle for a wide variety of reasons. If Zekra 
wanted any form of solitude, she needed to go somewhere no 
Pokémon would dare reside. 


She had to retreat into the dungeon, where only the corpses that 
would not burn remained. 


Zekra knew that she could have left the Fellowship entirely, but she 
couldn't quite put up the effort to transform into a Skarmory and fly 
away. She felt rooted to the Fellowship, trapped in the form of a land 
creature out of sheer lethargy. But Zekra did not fret. No one would 
bother her in the dungeon. No one would dare go down there where 
SO many were once tortured for days on end until Len had freed 
them all. 


But just as to disappear from the bonfire, she saw someone familiar 
in the corner of her. She stopped herself and brought her full gaze to 
the sight, and quickly discovered that it was Rem. 


Rem was standing quite close to the bonfire, his hide glimmering 
from the orange glow of the flames. Many Pokemon of all ages and 
types were gathered around him, whether they were from Dusk 
Mines or from the other Fellowships, and asked him questions. They 
were humble before the great dragon of course, bowing their heads 
and keeping their voices low, but they would not hesitate to ask him 
what was on their minds. They asked him who he was and why he 
was no longer Reshiram, if he really had helped Len, Crystelle, and 
Zekra defeat the Primogenitor, and more insignificant questions such 
as what elements he was now that he was an amalgamation of three 
dragons and what it felt like to be three Pokémon at once. All of the 
Pokémon were quite eager to know all of this information and poorly 
concealed their obvious zest, something that made Zekra want to roll 
her eyes. And yet, with great and divine patience, Rem answered 
every single one of the questions as honestly as he could, prompting 
awed gasps from the crowd before him. 


It was not long after Zekra noticed him, however, that the divine 
dragon also caught sight of her. When his eyes locked onto hers, he 
ushered the Pokémon surrounding him away with a motion of a 
wing. And though there was an unanimous sigh of disappointment, 
all of the Pokémon did as instructed and let the dragon be as he 
made his way over to Zekra. The Zoroark craned her head up as the 
dragon drew closer to her until he was only a few feet before her. 


" Ah, Zekra. There you are," Rem said with a bright smile. "You 
had disappeared shortly after Len announced the beginning of 
the festivities." 


"Well not really," Zekra said blandly. "| just went to the eating place. 
You just didn't come with." 


" | suppose not," Rem agreed with a dismissive shrug. 
"Regardless, | am glad to see you once more. It would have 
been quite unfortunate if | had not been able to see you one last 
time." 


Zekra shot the dragon a confused frown. However, before she could 
make sense of the mumbling thoughts slowly entering her mind, 
Rem's joyous smile weakened. 


" | spoke with Rayquaza last night when all of you were fast 
asleep long into the night," Rem began, softening his voice. "He is 
quite well despite the injuries that were inflicted upon him the 
other day and he and | had a wonderful talk despite not seeing 
each other for what I believe has been centuries. It was quite 
lovely to speak to him again before he went on his way, 
declaring that he would reclaim his home in the sky he left 
behind so long ago. However... his departure conjured up a 
thought in my mind. A thought that Reshiram and Zekrom held 
that drove their existence and now resurfaces within my own 
mind." 


"And what kind of thought is that?" Zekra asked. 


" At the very beginning of existence, before time ever flowed 
and when the chaos that was the universe churned without 
cease throughout the infinities, the creator was born," Rem 
began as he turned his head and stared off into the sky night sky, 
gazing at the galaxies so far away. "From the moment he existed, 
he desired order and life amongst the chaotic yet lifeless world. 
And thus, he created us godly beings to fulfil the task for him. 
He crafted our bodies from the energy of the universe all 


around him, masterfully weaving the stardust and matter 
drifting through the endless space into a physical form that 
soon became our bodies. When our bodies were complete, he 
then breathed his essence into us, crafting our souls. 


" The moment we awoke, he gave each of us a purpose that he 
engraved deep into our minds. A sole reason of existence, one 
could call it. 


" For Dialga and Palkia, it was to shape time and space 
respectively, making the very galaxies, planets, and dimensions 
that countless lives could inhabit. For Kyogre and Groudon, it 
was to fill the planets they were cast upon with water and land 
to support life, all the while Rayquaza was there to keep the 
both of them in check. Xerneas and Yveltal were to introduce 
the cycle of life and death that all of you mortals are victim to. 


" It was this way for every godly being the creator brings life to. 
We were given a purpose, and we were to fulfill that purpose. It 
is what drives our immortal existence since the moment we are 
born and what will continue to be our impetus until time ends. | 
am no exception. 


" My purpose ts to guard this very planet we both stand upon. | 
am its divine protector. | am the one to quell the mortal 
legendaries' rage when it is great threat the mortals, the one to 
put the other circles of balancing godly beings in check when 
they fail to do themselves, the one to prevent the absolute 
destruction of this planet when its time to expire has not yet 
come. 


" There is a guardian for every planet brimming with life in the 
endless galaxies of our existence, though we are of different 
species and of different names. Not a single one of us Is alike. 
However, in the end, we are all the same. We are the planet's 
guardian and we do everything in our power to protect it at all 
costs. Sometimes we protect the planet by ourselves and 
decimate the threat within seconds. Other times we summon 


creatures from other worlds or dimensions when our sheer 
power alone cannot stop them. For instance, | do recall that on 
some far away planets, the guardians of particular worlds have 
summoned humans to their worlds of Pokémon to stop 
abominations that no Pokémon can truly harm. 


" Regardless, | was unable to fulfill my duty for far too long. For 
far too many reasons, | was unable to fulfill my divine purpose 
and left this planet to become swallowed up by my own 
shadow. However, it is finally over. All of my fragments have 
been restored to their former glory, and have rejoined to bring 
me back to life. My very shadow has been quelled and has been 
returned to its rightful place within my soul. 


" Thus, | believe | should resume my role as the guardian over 
the land I was created to protect, now that the destruction | 
wrought has been eliminated. There will always be threats that 
threaten shatter the planet before its proper time, and | must be 
there to stop them." 


For a moment, Zekra said nothing. All she could do was stare up at 
the great dragon's solemn eyes, waiting to see if he had anything 
more to say. However, he did not speak further. He only brought his 
gaze back to Zekra and cast her a gentle smile. 


"So you want to leave," Zekra finally said after a small pause. "You 
want to go fly around Shiron and stop any huge problems from 
happening like you did hundreds of years ago." 


"Yes, but ! will not be protecting only Shiron," Rem clarified. "I 
will be protecting Kuron was well. They are both my worlds, and 
! cannot neglect one for the other." 


"Can't you just split into Reshiram and Zekrom again like you did 
before?" Zekra asked pointedly. "That way, you can be in two places 
at once again." 


Rem's smile seemed to brighten a small amount as he let out a short 
laugh. He attempted to subdue it so that it might not rock the very 
ground that the two stood upon, but it still rattled in Zekra's mind 
even after his bellowing ceased. 


" | considered that," Rem confessed. "! know that it would 
certainly require less energy to guard the two dimensions as 
fragments. Then also, if | could stay here as the fragment that 
grew quite fond of you over these past few months. | would not 
be able to spend as much time with you as | once did when 
masquerading as a mortal, but | could perhaps visit you on 
occasions. 


" But alas, splitting apart is no longer possible. | must forever 
remain as Rem, the amalgamation of Kyurem, Reshiram, 
Zekrom, and my shadow." 


Zekra let another moment of silence pass between them. It took her 
a moment to even process what he was saying. 


"Why can't you split apart anymore?" Zekra asked hollowly. 


"fam not terribly sure myself," Rem admitted. "/ attempted 
fragmenting not long after Rayquaza departed, but my body 
would simply not obey. It wanted to remain in this whole form. 
However... if |! must ponder in the reasoning behind this, | 
believe that it might because of my synchronization with my 
shadow. 


" Perhaps because it clings to my very soul now, my soul 
cannot divide into separate creatures. It might not have the 
ability to divide itself evenly amongst Reshiram and Zekrom. Of 
course, | can never know the true reason, but this is what | 
believe." 


"| see," Zekra said, bowing her head. "So... | guess that means we 
have to say goodbye to each other then. We're not going to see each 
other for who knows how long." 


Another companion of hers was going away now. Another Pokémon 
she had grown attached to after al these months was leaving her life 
now. 


She should have expected this. She should have known deep down 
it was going to be this way. However, she hadn't. Perhaps she had 
been in too much of a vapid haze to even consider that Rem couldn't 
remain in her life anymore. 


" Yes, you are correct," Rem said with a deep sigh. "/ will make an 
effort to visit you whenever | am in your particular area of 
Shiron, but any immediate dangers that are present through the 
dimensions might heavily influence how often | visit." 


"Rem... it's okay," Zekra said, forcing herself to smile. "I get it. You've 
got to go back to being a guardian again. It's... it's your calling. | get 
that. | can't just force you to ignore it. It would be great to have you 
around still, but you don't have to worry about me. I'll be okay on my 
own." 


" Are you quite sure, Zekra?" Rem asked. "! do not mean to open 
up Closing wounds, but you have lost many of your 
companions. In the time | knew them as Reshiram, | remember 
that you were very fond of all of them and were quite close. And 
though | will admit that | cannot completely grasp your pain 
because | am no longer Reshiram, | know you must miss them 
dearly. My departure certainly must not be making anything 
easier for you. Perhaps you would like me to stay with you fora 
while longer? The lands of Kuron and Shiron could perhaps 
wait for just a while longer to have their guardian return to 
them..." 


"No Rem, I'm fine," Zekra said, quickly shaking her head. "I mean... 
it's true that | lost a lot of friends. | do miss them. And it's going to 
hurt knowing that you're going away too now. But I'm not alone. I've 
got Len and Crystelle still here. They're both still alive and well. And 
so are Crystelle's parents. You know that they're always going to be 
there for me. 


"So don't worry about me, Rem. You go do what you have to do. 
Protect this world so that we don't have another catastrophe again. 
I'll be okay." 


Rem cast his sad smile down upon Zekra and held a moment of 
silence between them. Zekra forced herself to smile back even 
though she wanted to do nothing more than stare blankly into the sky 
above them. 


She would miss Rem after he left to watch over Shiron and Kuron. 
There was no denying that. She had known him for so long and the 
thought that she would be losing yet another companion did make 
the emptiness in Zekra's heart grow. 


However, it did not break her heart. Her heart had already been 
broken when she discovered what had become of Terron and Yimtri. 
A fracture had formed so deep and so wide that she wasn't sure if 
her heart would ever heal. She did not know if she would ever feel 
anything more than the vaguest sense of stinging in her heart ever 
again. 


Rem breathed a deep sigh, snapping Zekra out of her dreary 
thoughts. 


" Very well then, Zekra," he spoke. "If you insist that you will be 
alright, then | will choose to trust you." 


The dragon brought his gaze to the sky, and then outstretched both 
of his great wings. 


"Oh, you're going to go now?" Zekra asked. 


" Yes. There is no more need of me here amongst this 
celebration," Rem confirmed as he looked back down upon the 
puny Zoroark. "I have spoken to as many Pokémon as | can and 
have answered many of their perplexing questions. They will 
surely spread the information amongst one another, soothing 
any troubling thoughts that | could have alleviated." 


"Oh, okay," Zekra said, nodding slowly. "Well then... goodbye, Rem. 
Thanks... thanks for helping all of us defeat the Primogenitor. We 
really couldn't have done it without you." 


" The same for you," Rem said with a beaming smile. "J could not 
have understood what my shadow has wanted all this time 
without your insightful words. Without you, all of us would have 
perished within that ghastly dimension. And for that, |! am 
eternally grateful. But most of all... 


" Thank you for the time that you spent with me when I was 
Reshiram. Though they were quite arduous times and | could 
not tell any of you who | was for so long, | never once wished to 
be detached from it. Life was less lonely within your presence 
regardless of the circumstances. Though fleeting compared to 
my time as a deity, | quite enjoyed my time when | was amongst 
you mortals and masquerading as one of you. | will forever 
cherish the companionship and beauty that can only be found 
in your mundane and ephemeral existence. 


" Farewell, my blighted friend. Until our paths cross once more." 


And with that, the great dragon took off and flew into the distance 

like a shooting star. A great gale swept through the vicinity, causing 
many Pokémon within the area to be blown back into walls. 

However, it was only fleeting, for they quickly righted themselves up 
and watched the great dragon leave behind the Fellowship with great 
cries of awe. 


Zekra didn't say a word as she watched Rem's grey outline swoop 
into the darkness of the world, becoming one with it as he melted 
into the black. She did not even smile even as everyone else 
walloped and shouted cries of gratitude, as if somehow realizing that 
this was the last time they would see him as well. 


Before long, the great guardian disappeared completely, his glorious 
and divine image nothing more than an afterthought. Everyone 


resumed their celebrations and carried on as if nothing had 
happened. Life continued onward, as it always did. 


But not for Zekra. Time did not move forward, nor did her heart. 
Everything around her only continued to lose meaning. The voices 
echoing of the many Pokémon became only further muffled and 
incoherent. The darkness of the night lulled her. Being within the 
presence of others became very similar to swimming in a toxic 
swamp. 


There was no returning to a normal life for Zekra. 


All she could do was turn away from the sky and retreat back inside 
of the castle without a single word. 


Zekra found herself in the dungeon within a few short moments. She 
could only vaguely recall the walk down the Fellowship's winding and 
elongated halls, passing by various Pokémon who were either 
slumbering away from exhaustion or simply talking amongst one 
another. She was sure that no one had paid her any mind. She 
couldn't recall anyone making note of her. 


Or perhaps she hadn't cared enough to take notice of what other 
Pokémon were thinking. Zekra wasn't sure. She only knew that she 
had found a trap door that led to the dungeon sometime later and 
opened it up before plunging deep into the darkness. 


It was damp and cool within the black that filled the dungeon. As she 
had suspected, no one inhabited the dungeon except for the corpses 
that Zekra had thrown down there the previous night. They did not 
reek as much as the fleshy corpses had, but something within them 
still rotted away, letting the scent of death linger in the air. However, 
the smell did not tickle or sting Zekra's nose. She had grown far 
used to this smell. 


Zekra released a deep sigh as she settled herself against a wall near 
one of the now vacant prison cells and slumped her head back. This 


far down beneath the castle, she could not hear the celebrations of 
the night. All was quiet around her. 


All she could hear were her own thoughts, echoing softly in her mind. 
I did it. 


| actually stopped the Plagued Ones like | wanted to. Even after 
getting plagued, having the Pokémon | trusted turn on me, losing my 
way too many times, getting into so many stupid fights with my 
teammates, nearly dying and actually dying so much, evolving, and 
fighting things | never should have been able to win against, | did it. 


| saved the world from the Primogenitor's reign. | stopped so many 
Pokémon from dying by realizing what the Primogenitor really 
wanted. | actually made it to the end despite everything. | won this 
long and draining battle that feels like it's been going on for years. 


Not everyone can do that. Not everybody can actually say that 
they've seen all of the stuff I've been through and be able to tell 
everyone about it. I'm sure a lot of Pokémon would have given up a 
long time ago if they were me. Probably when | got kicked out of the 
Fellowship. | remember how horrible that felt. Being kicked out of a 
place that you devoted so much of our life and energy to, and then 
having to slog through all that monotony afterwards... If Tear wasn't 
there with me, I'm sure | would have given up. | probably would have 
sat in Lyra and Frazil's house and never even think about going back 
to Shiron. | would just stay there while the Primogenitor kept 
infesting Shiron. 


Or maybe they would have given up after | got plagued. That was... 
that was a real shock. I'll never forget how | felt. The idea that | was 
becoming the very thing | hated made me angry. And sad. And 
confused. And hopeless. All those things... 


Or maybe they would have even given up the second they saw 
Erebus Woods. Maybe at that point, they would have realized that 
something really wrong was going on and wanted no part of it 


anymore. They'd probably abandon their quest to kill all the Plagued 
Ones right there if they saw that demon forest. They would have 
seen reality's true face right there and not the happy facade that it 
was wearing when they first decided to fight back against the 
Plagued Ones. 


| should be proud that | made it to the end. | should be proud that | 
actually stayed strong and kept going forward even when things got 
in the way. | should be happy that some Pokémon think I'm a hero 
now because | stopped the Primogenitor. | should be happy that the 
world is okay again and that | can live in it just like everybody else. 


So then why... 


Why do | feel so empty? Why is all of my hard work and all of the 
struggles | went through nothing but blurry memories? Why do | feel 
like this was all a waste of my time? 


"We both know why, Zekra. There's really no point in asking why." 


For the first time, Zekra's heart jolted in panic. She snapped out of 
her daze and hurriedly cast her eyes toward the source of the voice. 
What she saw nearly made her cringe back. 


It was a Zorua lying on the ground only a few feet away from her, 
resting its head atop its paws. It cast her a sideways glance 
glimmering with a knowing look that seemed almost smug. However, 
it did not take Zekra long to see the long frown stretched across its 
muzzle, making the seemingly sly Zorua appear to be nothing more 
than a rueful little child. 


"Hey Zekra," the Zorua said quietly. "It's been a while. You still 
remember who | am, right?" 


Zekra hesitated. She didn't recall ever Knowing any Zorua, but she 
admitted that there was something familiar about this one. She 
peered at the Zorua, studying her closely and thinking carefully. 


"It's okay. We don't have to play a guessing game," the Zorua said, 
shaking her head. "I'll just tell you. It's me, Venri." 


Zekra resisted gasping as she shot the Zorua a bewildered look. 
Now that she truly thought about it, the Zorua did look awfully 
familiar, and it only took a moment to understand why. 


It was herself as a weak Zorua. It was herself every single time 
tragedy struck and when she could no longer hold the strength to 
take a step forward. 


"| know, you're not used to me looking like this," Venri admitted. "Or 
well, sounding like this either. | Know | usually sound more... 
energetic. But not today. And | just don't really want to be a Sableye 
anymore and wasn't sure what else to look like..." 


"Venri, where have you been this whole time?" Zekra asked, still 
trying to grasp the situation. "You haven't spoken at all since the 
Primogenitor muted you or whatever it did. | thought that maybe 
something happened to you..." 


"I've been sleeping," Venri answered. "Making it so that your soul 
didn't get ripped out of your body when Rem was reabsorbing 
everyone's shadows was really tiring. It would be like you running for 
a whole day without any food or water. So I've just been trying to 
sleep and get my energy back. I'm still not totally better, but I'm 
getting there." 


"Oh... SO you mean, if you hadn't of held onto me, | would have..." 


"Yeah. You would have. We're one now, remember? | didn't want you 
to go away with me. | wanted you to keep living. Even if | had to 
nearly kill myself to do it." 


Zekra didn't know how she wanted to respond to any of that. In the 
end, she didn't have to. Venri's knowing look faded as the light in her 
eyes seemed to dim and her form blinked out of existence for a brief 
moment. 


"| can't hang around for too long," Venri said. "I'm still trying to get 
some rest. I'm still really tired. But | wanted to talk to you about 
something.” 


"Okay. What is it?" Zekra asked earnestly. 


"Why you don't actually feel happy right now even though you won," 
Venri said softly. "We both know why that is. | want to talk about that 
since | know you're not going to tell anyone how you're really 
feeling." 


Zekra sighed. Of course Venri wanted to talk to her about that. That 
was Venri's role after all; she was supposed to bring up subjects that 
Zekra didn't want to dwell in. 


Zekra shook her head and brought her knees to her chest. 


"What's that going to solve?" Zekra asked. "What's the point of 
thinking about all of those things?" 


"Maybe if we talk about it, we can figure out what to do about 
everything,” Venri replied tenderly. "You don't want anyone to hear 
you or see you, but it's okay. Nobody's going to be coming down 
here. So let's just talk. Maybe you'll even feel less empty afterwards.” 


Zekra breathed out another sigh, but she knew there was no reason 
to argue with Venri. She had ceased resting just so she could speak 
with Zekra, even though Zekra knew that Venri still needed rest. She 
could see how much Venri's illusion was fizzling out and how it was 
becoming less of a Zorua and more of a blob. Venri had only awoke 
from her much needed slumber because she knew how much Zekra 
needed her aid. Zekra knew she could not turn away Venri's 
willingness to listen when that was so. 


Then also, she did need to talk about the tempest brewing within her 
heart. Sulking in silence would lead to nowhere. She had learned 
that lesson enough times. 


The Zoroark rested her head against the wall behind her once more 
before she slid her back a small amount down the wall. It was not 
long before her head and knees were at the same level. 


"It's not the same without them here with me," Zekra confessed, 
letting the mournful words flow out of her. "Zev, Syn, Impetus, Nyx, 
Tear, Yimtri... | thought that they were going to make it to the end like 
me. | really did. | thought... if we were strong enough... we would all 
make it. But they didn't. Even though they were all so strong, it 
meant nothing. They didn't make it to the end with me. 


"| should have known the second that Syn and Impetus seemingly 
disappeared on our last day as Fellowship members that we 
wouldn't all make it. In a world like ours with some many broken 
ideals like promises that are always broken and your closest allies 
becoming your worst enemies, | should have known that. But | 
thought we would all live and make it to the end together. | at least 
thought... Tear would. Tear..." 


"Yeah. He was with us since the beginning," Venri said with a slow 
nod. "He was a really big wimp back then, but he was also kind 
enough to stay with us and put up with us. Even when we got into 
fights with him and became friends with him for the wrong reason, he 
still cared. He still wanted to be with us and help us get rid of the 
Plagued Ones." 


"Yeah. He was my partner. My best friend. The one | loved more 
than anyone. | really thought he was going to be with me until the 
end. Because that's how it's supposed to be right? In all those 
stories you read, the one that you care for most is always with you 
until the end. They're always by your side, no matter what goes 
wrong. No matter what obstacles get in your way or what the villains 
end up trying to kill you both. You'd both make it to the end because 
you two loved each other so much and would be willing to do 
anything for each other. But... it didn't work out that way. Tear... Tear 
didn't die... but he... he..." 


Zekra felt tears well up in her eyes. She buried her face in her claws 
as she let them flow down her cheeks. Low, hoarse whimpers 
escaped her throat as Terron appeared within her mind's eye, 
smiling at her and shooting her a loving gaze. 


"It wasn't supposed to end this way," Zekra muttered. "He was 
supposed to be by my side and fight with me. We were supposed to 
be together. We were supposed to both live and stay together! But 
he's gone now... he's gone forever. He and Yimtri... they're both 
gone inside of Dimitri now. Dimitri doesn't know who | am. He just 
thinks I'm some random Pokemon that was messing with him. He 
doesn't think any of Tear or Yimtri's memories are real. He... He 
doesn't know. He doesn't know how much he meant to me. He 
doesn't know how much | depended on him for so long. He doesn't 
know how much | miss him!" 


Zekra fell over onto her side, feeling the tears pool beneath her. She 
ignored it and only curled into a ball, shutting her eyes tight as she 
dug her claws deep into the ground beneath her. It did not stop the 
stinging in Zekra's heart, or the headache ensuing within her mind, 
but Zekra had the strength to do nothing else. 


“Everyone's gone..." she whimpered. "Everyone | ever cared about 
is gone... | can't ever see them again. | can't ever see any of my 
friends. | can't see my parents, my old friends in Blackoak, Zev, Syn, 
Impetus, Yimtri, Tear... they're all gone. Every single one of them is 
gone. Every single Pokémon | thought that might be there for me at 
the end is gone. Yimtri and Tear are wiped from existence. Novus 
has to go protect Shiron and Kuron again. And everybody else is 
literally dead. And | can't see them in the spirit realm because | 
literally can't die. 


"All because I'm plagued. All because I'm the last Plagued One in 
existence. All because | didn't want everybody dead. | might have 
saved so many lives by telling Rem not to kill the Primogenitor, but | 
wasn't able to save anybody | care about. I'm the only one who 
made it out! I'm... I'm... 


"I'm all alone." 


Zekra said nothing more as she took in many raspy, loud breaths, 
practically tasting her very misery in between each gasp. She knew 
that there was nothing left to say. She had let out everything that had 
been festering within her heart. It did not lessen the tightness in her 
chest or slow the flow of her tears, but Zekra had never expected it 
to. She knew that sharing all of these miserable thoughts with Venri 
would not cure of her pain, even temporarily. 


All Zekra could do was stifle her wails and whimper, all the while 
letting the tears flow as she waited for her eyes to run dry. 


"You still have Crystelle and Len though," Venri offered. "You're not 
completely alone." 


"Yeah... | know | do," Zekra said with a hoarse cough. "But... it's not 
the same, Venri. | never Knew them like | knew Tear. Sure, they're 
still my friends, or I'd like to think they are, but | never had a special 
connection with them. They weren't... they weren't there for me 
during all those bad times. They just showed up in my life and 
helped me out. They don't really know my darkest secrets and who | 
really am underneath all of my weirdness." 


Zekra couldn't help but laugh bitterly at the sound of her own words. 
She glanced over at Venri to find that she was still lying close by, 
watching Zekra with a blank gaze. 


"I'm so pathetic," Zekra realized, still laughing under her breath. "I'm 
here complaining that | have nobody left and that I'm alone even 
though | have those two. It's so stupid. I'm being so selfish and 
complaining like | lost literally everybody | cared about like Len. Like 
| lost everyone who ever meant anything to me and watched them all 
die right in front of me. | guess | really am a monster. | really haven't 
changed since the day | named Tear after my old friend because | 
couldn't bear the thought that | was alone." 


"Zekra... you're not a monster," Venri stated tenderly. "It's okay to 
miss Pokémon that you were really close with. | get why you feel 
alone even though you've still got Len and Crystelle. Your old friends 
were part of you and now that they're gone, it's like part of your soul 
is gone too. You're not selfish for saying that you feel alone without 
them. Especially Tear. | know how much you loved him." 


"Sure I'm not," Zekra said with a dry smile. "Make up excuses for 
why I'm not pathetic. Make up reasons for why I'm better than | think 
| am. It doesn't matter. I'll never get any of them back. I'll be forced to 
wander Shiron for the rest of eternity without any of my friends. 
Without Tear or Yimtri..." 


Venri did not say anything. Zekra snorted as she glanced back at the 
ground and continued to lay upon the cold, stone flooring. She let 
her mind wander into a blank void of dreariness as she basked in her 
own self-depreciation. Why had Terron ever loved her? Why had he 
stayed with her for so long when she was such a vile scourge? He 
had to have seen her for who she really was. He could not have 
possibly been blind to her deplorable ways. 


Why had Zekra believed his promise that he would be with her until 
the bitter end when it was so obvious that she was a terrible 
Pokémon? 


"Maybe... you could go see Dimitri." 


Zekra snapped out of her gloomy daze to find Venri still staring at 
her. She gave Zekra a sad smile as she crawled closer to the 
Zoroark until she was right in front of Zekra. 


"Maybe you really didn't lose Tear or Yimtri," Venri suggested. "You 
have those portal powers still. Maybe... you can go find Dimitri and 
talk to him again... He's probably in Kuron right now..." 


"Venri... no, he doesn't want to talk to me," Zekra said with a low 
sigh. "| remember what | saw in his eyes. He wants nothing to do 
with me anymore. He thinks I'm just a fake memory. He's... he's not 


going to change his mind. He's not Tear or Yimtri anymore. He's just 
Dimitri now, an ordinary human of Kuron. He's not my partner 
anymore... 


"Besides..." 


The hard lump in Zekra's throat returned. She coughed for just a 
moment, painfully loosening it from her throat. 


"Besides... | don't want to see him," Zekra confessed. "He's... He's 
just a painful reminder of everything that's happened. And lI... | really 
just can't deal with that right now. | can't, Venri." 


Venri did not respond. She only held her saddened gaze with Zekra 
as her form continued to fizzle out, now disappearing for several 
seconds at a time. 


"Alright," Venri said after a small pause. "You don't have to see him. 
It was... just an idea. But | get that it's probably not a good one..." 


"| can't Venri," Zekra replied. "Maybe one day in the future I'll try to 
find him, but not now. | just... | just don't want to think about him for a 
while." 


"It's okay," Venri assured, seemingly forcing a smile onto her face. "I 
understand. You don't have to say you're sorry." 


The false Zorua glanced down at her paws. Zekra saw that they 
were beginning to disappear, as were the tips of her ears and tail. 


"| think | should get going," Venri said. "There's really nothing else to 
talk about. You think you'll be okay without me? | um... | don't know 
when I'll be back. Well like this anyway." 


"You'll always be with me," Zekra said as slowly sat up and wiped 
away the tears in her eyes. "I really doubt you could ever actually 
disappear. So I'll be okay." 


Venri's plastered smile brightened as she went over to Zekra and 
climbed into her lap. Once she was settled, she stood on her hind 
legs and pawed at Zekra's chest. Zekra picked up the little Zorua 
and held her against her cheek. She closed her eyes as she let Venri 
nuzzle her, cherishing her shadow's affection. 


"Be strong, Zekra," Venri whispered into her ear. 


And then, just like that, Venri disappeared, and Zekra was alone 
amongst the darkness of the dungeon once more. 


Zekra left the dungeon a short while after Venri had let her be. 
Though her heart still felt empty and still craved the solitude she 
could only find in the dungeon, she knew she could not remain down 
there. Somebody probably wanted to see her thanks to her status 
amongst the Fellowship and would investigate every dark corner, 
hidden room, and oubliette until they found her. Zekra wasn't exactly 
sure what anyone would want to speak to her about, but it was a 
persistent thought that tore at the walls of her mind and forced her 
out of the dungeon. 


It was not long until Zekra found herself at the entrance of the mess 
hall that she had spent so much of her time in earlier. There seemed 
to be fewer Pokémon and for the few that were sitting amongst the 
tables, they spoke less and in more subdued voices. There was no 
boisterous talk nor merry celebration. A lulling, almost peaceful aura 
filled the room. 


Zekra entered the mess hall and strode past a Malamar and Noivern 
eating from a large pile of fruits. They only continued their 
conversation about their plans for the next day, though Zekra thought 
that she felt their eyes on her for just a brief moment. She kept the 
two in the corner of her eye as she continued to wander away. When 
she sat down at a table on the other side of the room, she noted that 
the two were not watching her and were once again absorbed in 
their future plans of what to do now that all of the Plagued Ones 
were gone. The two apparently were from the Oracion Fellowship 


before Zephyr ordered everyone to flee to the castle and had been 
members for a couple of decades. Before, the two had ordinary roles 
in society, the Malamar once a fisher while the Noivern worked as a 
delivery Pokémon for the post office. The two were heavily debating 
going back to their ordinary lives, for they did not know what else to 
do with themselves now that the Fellowship was crumbling apart and 
the Plagued Ones were no more. 


It was upon eavesdropping on their conversation that Zekra realized 
something she had not thought of since the moment she had 
declared a vendetta against the Plagued Ones. 


She did not know what she wanted to do with her life now that it was 
all said and done. 


Her only aspiration in life, for as long as she could remember, was to 
rid the world of Plagued Ones. That had been her only goal and she 
worked toward it every single day with all her heart. Even as 
everything she thought was so simple became tangled in a web of 
lies, she knew at the end of the day that the Plagued Ones were the 
true problem she needed to fix. 


But now that they were gone, she had no idea what she wanted to 
do with herself. She imagined that at one point she would have 
settled an ordinary life with Terron. She had spent so much time with 
him that she could see the two of them leaving everything behind 
and finding themselves a home in a small, humble town. It would 
have been a simple but happy life after all of the chaos and despair 
that she had to live through. She could allow all the death and 
tragedy to be nothing more than bad memories. However, now 
Terron was gone, and that life was nothing more than a whimsical 
fantasy. 


Perhaps she could have held similar lives with her other friends if 
they were still alive. If Zeverous was still alive, perhaps she could 
have become his partner in his mercenary. They would be known as 
The Illusionary Siblings and be the best mercenaries in the entire 
world, never once failing any of their clients. 


If Syn were still around, then she could help him find his family. 
Perhaps he still wanted to see them and she could help him find 
closure with that. She imagined it would take some time, and 
perhaps the two of them would never actually find his parents, but 
she would be willing to dedicate her time and effort to helping Syn. 


Zekra did not know what she might do with Impetus, as the two were 
never all that close, but she imagined the two of them could have at 
least seen each other every so often. Perhaps Impetus, with her 
wise and zen-like ways, would establish a school to help feral 
Pokémon become civilized. And though Zekra never saw herself as 
a teacher, she would be willing to help Impetus in her endeavor. 


Then of course there was Yimtri. It was unlikely that he existed ina 
universe where Terron didn't, but Zekra was sure that it could have 
been possible. And in that universe, if he was her only friend left, 
Zekra would have followed him. She was not sure where he would 
have gone; she could never read the Sableye's mind. Perhaps he'd 
go back to Kuron and find a way to appear human again. Perhaps 
he'd stay on Shiron and try to become an ordinary citizen all the 
while declaring himself a Pokémon instead of an enigma. However, 
regardless of where he went and what he did, she would be there to 
support him. Perhaps they'd even grow to love each other in the time 
that they spent with one another and become mates. Perhaps then, 
Yimtri would finally seem happy and no longer steeped deep in 
darkness. 


Zekra imagined that all of these scenarios could have been possible. 
She even knew that she had the opportunity to help Rem for a brief 
time before she shunned it away. However, it no longer mattered. 
None of these possibilities existed anymore. They had all been 
wiped from existence with the deaths of each of her friends, or in the 
case of Rem, because he had more divine duties to fulfil. Zekra no 
longer had any paths to take in her life. 


She had reached her goal and now she was at a dead end. 


She did not know what to do all alone. She had her entire life built 
around her friends, and now that they were one, there was nowhere 
to go. 


Zekra buried her hands in her face and sighed deeply. Of course 
another melancholy thought had to surface within her mind. As 
though she did not already have enough things to despair over. 


"Oh, Zekra. There you are. We've been looking for you." 


Zekra didn't want to look at the Pokemon that wanted to see her. 
She more than anything wanted to crawl back into the dungeon. She 
didn't know why she had listened to her thoughts and came back up 
when she knew only more suffering was waiting for her. However, 
Zekra knew she couldn't do that. She had a fagade she had to keep. 


Zekra forced a smile onto her muzzle and then lowered her claws. 
She soon found herself staring at a rather familiar duo: Len and 
Crystelle. 


"Oh," Zekra said, caught in a stupor. "Oh hi guys." 

"Hello Zekra," Len greeted. "Are you doing well?" 

"Yeah, I'm doing just great," Zekra assured. "Just been enjoying food 
and stuff. Was kind of falling asleep though since it's getting a little 


late." 


"Even though you're a dark-type and quite enjoy the night?" Len 
asked smugly. 


"Well it's what happens when everyone forces you to sleep at night 
and be up during the day," Zekra said. 


Len laughed a little to himself. Zekra didn't know why he found that 
funny. 


"Anyway Zekra," Len said, quelling his laughter. "Crystelle and | were 
talking about the state of everything right now, with the vast amount 


of Pokémon being unsure of what to do with their lives and the 
overall well-being of Shiron in a rather tattered state right now. We 
decided, due to these two things, that she and | are going to rebuild 
the Fellowship." 


It took Zekra a moment to process what she had just heard. She 
almost thought that she was daydreaming for a brief second. 


"You're... you're going to rebuild the Fellowship," Zekra said slowly. 


"Yeah!" Crystelle chimed in. "It won't be exactly like the old 
Fellowship though. We're not going to say that we're doing 
everything to raise money so that we can stop the Plagued Ones or 
use our resources to gain information. We're literally just going to 
have the Fellowship so that it can help patch things up in Shiron. 
There's a lot of work to be done and | bet a lot of Pokémon around 
here would be willing to help. Though we're not going to be called 
the Fellowship. We're going to have a much better name." 


"Well, | can understand you wanting to do that Len... but you, 
Crystelle?" Zekra then asked. "You were never even in the 
Fellowship and you were barely caught up in this whole mess 
compared to me and him..." 


"| don't exactly have anything better to do," Crystelle said witha 
shrug. "| mean, I've finished all my dark-type training and now | can 
do whatever | want. So | figure, why not help Len fix the region | 
might just move to? | don't think I'm going to hang out on the island 
with my parents forever. It's kind of small really. Besides..." 


Crystelle grinned evilly, making Zekra's insides squirm. 


"You might just be there helping Len, so of course I'd want to hang 
out with you more," Crystelle then said. 


"What...?" Zekra asked, shooting Crystelle a baffled stare. 


"Ah Crystelle, that's not how you go about inviting someone," Len 
said with a flustered sigh, though Zekra could hear him chuckle 
subtly. "You'll only make them feel obligated. Here, let me do it." 


The Luxray brought his normally stern gaze to the Zoroark, and then 
allowed it soften as he gave her a gentle smile. 


"Crystelle and | were wondering if you would like to join us and lead 
this new Fellowship," Len said. "I realize that you've been through 
much, and you are in no way obligated to come with us. You are free 
to do whatever you like. We will not hold it against you. However, | 
would greatly appreciate if you would help us and rebuild this world 
that has deteriorated thanks to this terrible war. Though Rem has left 
to guard it once more, | am afraid that he alone cannot mend the 
wounds this world has sustained. We mortal Pokémon must 
contribute our own part. 


"So Zekra, would you like to lend us your strength in rebuilding the 
world?" 


Zekra gave Len on a long stare. She momentarily glanced over at 
Crystelle and saw the obvious glee in her eyes before bringing her 
stare back over to Len. 


In truth, Zekra didn't want to help Len and Crystelle. She more than 
anything wanted to be alone. She was even considering that when 
everyone fell asleep, she'd disappear from the Fellowship and run 
away into some remote part of Shiron where no one could ever find 
her. She felt she had none of this supposed strength that Len said 
she had. 


However, Zekra knew that she couldn't say no. She didn't break Len 
and Crystelle's hearts. They wanted her to be with them as they 
mended the world. They wanted one of their few remaining 
companions to be with them and create a better world out to replace 
the old, deteriorating one. 


But most of all, Zekra knew that she couldn't say no because she 
had to move on. She could not dwell in deaths of her friends any 
longer. If she ran away to somewhere where only she could well, she 
would never recover. She would only think about her missing friends 
even more, never moving forward in life and being stuck ina 
perpetual loop of longing and misery. 


She had to move forward, make herself useful. She had to make the 
most out of the life she still miraculously had. 


She had to live her life for everybody she ever lost. 
It was with this thought that Zekra knew what to do next. 


"Alright," Zekra said with a nod of her head. "I'll come help you guys 
rebuild the Fellowship or whatever you're going to call it now. I'd like 
Shiron to be somewhere great again..." 


Len beamed at Zekra while Crystelle let out a loud wallop and 
practically pranced about in place. 


"Perfect!" the Umbreon cheered. "This is great! Oh wow, | was 
worried for a second that you weren't. You looked like you wanted to 
run away for a few seconds." 


Zekra forced herself to smile. 


"Thank you Zekra," Len said with a bow of his head. "Well then, let 
us gather everyone here. | think it is time to tell everyone of what we 
are going to do, now that all of the leaders have been assembled." 


Then without another word, Len and Crystelle turned away from 
Zekra and set off to spread the word. 


Zekra knew she have felt her heart radiate with warmth at the 
thought that she was going to be with the two Pokémon she still had 
left. She knew that they truly would revitalize the world and rebuild it 
from its ruined state. Shiron would soon give back prosperity and 


happiness to its inhabitants as it did in days of long ago. Shiron 
would be a paradise once more. Zekra knew all of this. 


And yet, even in this uplifting reality, Zekra could not rid herself of 
one persistent thought that ate away at her mind. 


Shiron would never give her back the ones she cared for most. 


Epilogue 
X 


Epilogue 


Zekra found herself in a vast and sprawling grassland, not a single 
soul to be found for miles and miles around. There was the only 
wind, slipping past her and quietly rustling the blades grass beneath 
her feet. Up above her was a clear blue sky without a speck of white 
amongst it all nor a single bird to soar by. 


It was only Zekra in this never-ending great field of green, only her 
as a little Zorua without a clue of how she had come here. 


Nonetheless, Zekra went forward. She knew standing still would do 
nothing in this strange predicament. She strolled through the grass 

as the blades tickled at the soles of her feet and seemed to whisper 
amongst one another. 


As she wandered further, she found herself in a world where the 
grass no longer stopped at her ankles. It now reached up to her neck 
and the blades seemed to sway and bow to the wind with more vigor. 
This did not stop Zekra. Still quite undaunted, Zekra crept into the 
towering grass and kept her pace. The grass brushed against her 
chin and sometimes managed to rub up against her snout, but Zekra 
barely reacted. She let them slide past her fur and then move on 
without a second thought. 


Where are you going? 
What are you doing? 


Are you looking for something you lost? 


Zekra didn't know how to respond to these questions. Deep down, 
she did feel that something was missing. There was a great 
hollowness within her heart and it did not seem to be going away. It 
only weighed her down, making it much more difficult to walk than it 
ought to be. 


The sky became red with murky black clouds and a gale picked up, 
flattening every single blade of grass that surrounded Zekra. And 
though the breeze was quite strong, Zekra only leaned forward and 
forced herself to move forward. 


That was when Zekra saw something amongst the endless sea of 
green in the far distance. It was a vague brown figure of sorts, 
seemingly standing or sitting amongst all the grass. 


Zekra hurried toward it. The wind continued to lash out around her, 
threatening to blow her back or knock her down, but Zekra fought 
back. She dug her claws into the ground as she made her way 
toward it as she ignored the harsh whistling in her ears. 


Eventually, Zekra grew close enough to the figure that she could 
make out what it was with better clarity. However, the moment she 
did, Zekra became frozen on the spot and nearly let the wind knock 
her over. 


It was Dimitri. 


He was sitting down and staring off into the distance with a faraway 
expression, seemingly unaware of Zekra standing not too far from 
him. His messy black hair swayed in the wind and often blew over 
his face, obscuring his vision, but never once did he struggle with the 
breeze. He only sat there as the wind swept over him, letting it have 
its way with him as he gazed up at the sky with his piercing blue 
eyes. 


Zekra could only watch him in return, her thoughts stumped and her 
heart racing in her chest. 


Dimitri suddenly turned away from the sky and looked straight at 
Zekra. She felt her insides run cold as his distant and vacant gaze 
locked onto her own. 


He kept his stare on her a moment longer and then frowned. 


"Who are you?" 


Zekra's eyes Snapped open. 


She was no longer a little Zorua. Now she was back to her regular 
old self, a Zoroark with an unruly mane only tied together by a torn 
and raggedy black cloth. 


She was back in her regular room, in her regular life. 


Her bedroom was a spacious room, four times the size of her old 
Fellowship bedroom. It held pearly white floors that never once ever 
seemed to hold even a speck of dirt. Rugs of various wools lined the 
white flooring that came from a wide variety of Pokemon Zekra had 
encountered, ranging from the common Mareep to the more heat 
tolerant and fluffier Flareon. Dozens of chests lined the walls, quite a 
number of them open and overflowing with various orbs and 
treasures obtained from deep within treacherous caverns. 


But of course, what lay on the floor of the room was nothing 
compared to the walls. There was something covering every wall in 
the room. On the wall closest to Zekra was a large map of all of 
Shiron. It was an incredibly detailed map, far more detailed than any 
other map she had seen, naming just about every single city and 
landmark there was. There were also number of pins attached to 
certain places, adding further descriptions to particular areas on the 
map or adding new locations that had been uncharted, such as the 
Greninja Village. On the opposite wall was an array of various scarfs 
and capes hanging by hooks drilled into the wall. Though Zekra 
didn't glance at the sight for long, she knew that just about every 
article of clothing was unique and had special properties to it. 


On the wall directly behind Zekra was a spacious window. There 
were two thick, red curtains covering it, but Zekra could tell that the 
sunlight from outside wanted to shine through. She could see the 
light that was muffled along the curtains' surface and when she felt 
the curtains with her claws, she could feel the warmth in them. 
However, all of these walls paled in comparison to the wall directly in 
front of Zekra. 


It was nothing more than a great mess of paintings that filled up 
nearly the entire wall. 


They were not drawn on pieces of paper, but rather, painted onto the 
wall directly with a variety of bright and vibrant colors. At first glance, 
none of the drawings had anything in common. They were all 
illustrations of seemingly random landscapes, all of them 
disconnected from one another. For instance, one picture held a 
seemingly ordinary beach that seemed quite similar to the one that 
Zekra visited multiple times on the island with her caregivers. And 
then right next to it, there lay a picture of a complete alien and 
surreal landscape, filled with fleshy structures bent in ways that 
defied the laws of physics and hovered about in a blue and black 
void. Right beside that one was a picture of a city made entirely out 
of metal and gears with tiny bipedal inhabitants wandering about it. 


There were hundreds of these illustrations, if not thousands. Despite 
their apparent disconnection, they meshed with one another. Images 
from one drawing would leak into another, or smaller drawings would 
be crammed into already existing ones, creating a convoluted 

mosaic of seemingly random, meaningless illustrations put together. 


The quality also differed greatly amongst the pieces. In some areas 
of the wall, the drawings were quite rudimentary, being nothing more 
than childish doodles that a hatchling might draw. In complete 
juxtaposition to that, there were other parts of the wall where the 
illustrations were grand and awe-inspiring, as though crafted by a 
Smeargle that had honed its talent to capture the world and its 
beauty in wondrous canvases after decades of practice. In between 
these two extremes were dozens of other drawings of varying 


quality, some perhaps drawn by a clumsy quad-pedal creature and 
perhaps others drawn by someone who clearly had a vision but 
could not express it in full. 


To anyone, the entire wall would seem to be nothing more than a 
great mess of clashing qualities and a lack of meaning in the mosaic. 
It was more akin to someone splattering various colors of paint all 
over the wall. 


But not to Zekra. Though there was seemingly nothing fitting the 
images together, she knew that there actually was a similarity 
between them all. 


They all had her and Dimitri somewhere within it. 


The moment she saw the wall, Zekra got out of her bed and made 
her way over to the wall. She scanned it briefly until she found an 
empty space upon the surface that resided right next to what 
appeared to be a tiny world within a great eye. Once she found the 
spot, she settled herself on the ground right beside a pile of various 
paint jars. She grabbed a good number of the jars and dragged them 
over to her side before dipping one of her claws into the jar that held 
emerald green paint. 


Then, she pressed her colored claw to the wall and began to draw. 


She drew a great circle, and then brought the grassy field she had 
seen within her dream to life within her circle, creating every detail to 
the best of her ability. She painstakingly traced out every single 
blade of grass that she felt belonged within the picture, and then 
dipped her paint-covered claw into a basin of water. She wiped her 
claw dry with a dirty rag resting nearby and then dipped all of her 
claws on one hand into a jar of red paint. She let them sit in the liquid 
mass, and then withdrew them and created the sky. She smeared 
the red across the top half of the circle, then dipped a single claw 
into a bucket of black and created the black smoke that had filled the 
sky. 


When the atmosphere of the fairly simple world was finished, Zekra 
then began the more meticulous task of creating herself and Dimitri. 
For this she knew that she had to be careful and be absolutely 
precise, for even a single stroke could tarnish the whole painting. 


However, even as Zekra covered her claws in the colors she 
needed, she did not feel the pins and needles sensation that used to 
come with making the two of them in her drawings. Though she 
knew that it was a careful process, she couldn't help but let her mind 
wander as she pressed her claw tip to the wall and crafted herself as 
a tiny Zorua. She didn't even see the drawing before her as her mind 
went into a void of nothingness. 


"Hey Zekra! You're actually up!" 


Zekra snapped out of her vacant state and immediately found that 
she was just about done drawing Dimitri. All that was missing were 
the finishing touches to his eyes. They were only white and hollow, 
almost lacking a soul. Zekra swiftly dabbed her claw into the paint 
next to her and carefully filled in his white irises, followed by a tiny 
dot of black in the middle for his pupils and a couple of dots of white 
beside each one. 


Zekra breathed a sigh and then finally looked over to her side. She 
was quick to find Crystelle standing in her doorway, shooting her a 
beaming stare. She still wore the red scarf that Yimtri's plague had 
given her what seemed decades ago, though now it had a few tears 
and frayed apart in various places. 


"Hey Crystelle," Zekra said as she washed her claws and dried them 
with the rag. "Yeah, I'm awake." 


"And you're making more of your weird drawings again," Crystelle 
noted. 


The Umbreon came over to the Zoroark's side and peered at the 
illustration that Zekra had just finished. Her smile grew a little as she 
let out a small laugh. 


"Hey, this one's pretty normal compared to the last thing | Saw you 
make," Crystelle said. "You were making some freaky picture of you 
and that guy you keep drawing with this demon thing that had this 
really long and red cape. You made it so that the thing's cape was 
like trying to eat you guys or something... and those eyes... that 
creepy green glow you gave them... Augh. | still get the shivers just 
thinking about it." 


"That wasn't the worst one I've drawn," Zekra noted indifferently. 
"Remember the one with the creature that was literally nothing but a 
bunch of tentacles with mouths and eyes?" 


"Don't remind me," Crystelle said as she closed her eyes and shook 
her head. "I'm just mostly impressed that you keep coming up with 
all of these things. You said you see all of these things in your 
dreams, right?" 


"Yeah. Every single one," Zekra with a nod. 


"Yeah, you must have some kind of crazy imagination then," 
Crystelle said with a laugh. "I don't even think | could make up even 
a fraction of this stuff on the wall here even if | wanted to. And you 
still don't know who the guy is that you keep drawing?" 


"No. | don't. He just shows up for some reason in the dreams." 


"Huh, well alright. I'd say that all of this is a huge premonition that 
you're supposed to meet this guy somewhere, but he's not exactly a 
Pokémon. He's... well | don't know what he is, so | guess he's not 
real. Figured he'd go away after all these years." 


Zekra didn't say anything to the comment. She only gazed back at 
her picture and stared into Dimitri's eyes. Even though he was 
nothing more than paint on a wall, Zekra couldn't help but feel that 
she had captured his essence so perfectly. She truly felt as though 
she had taken the Dimitri she had seen in her dream and plastered 
him to the wall right before her. 


For a brief moment, she wondered about him and what he was 
doing. 


It didn't take long for the longing to slowly creep over her. 


Zekra tore her eyes away from the painting and looked back over at 
Crystelle to find that she was studying a particular illustration of 
Zekra and Dimitri drifting in a world of ever-changing and ever 
vibrant fractals. 


"How come you came into my room?" Zekra asked. 


"Oh, right," Crystelle said, bringing her gaze back to Zekra. "Um, 
Mom and Dad are actually here. They decided to stop by and say hi 
and all. | came here to get you." 


It took Zekra a moment to process the information. She couldn't 
remember the last time she had seen them. She felt like she had 
visited them in the past, either by going directly to their island or by 
having them come to her, but she couldn't recall how long ago that 
had been. The only concrete memory she had was of when she last 
saw them shortly after she merged with Venri all those years ago. 
Every other time she had reunited with them was nothing but a great 
blur in her mind. 


Even still, it didn't matter in the end. They had come to visit, and 
Zekra had no intention of turning them down. It might be good to see 
and talk with them anyway. 


"Hah, you should have told me sooner," Zekra said as she got to her 
feet. "| would have stopped painting if you had told me they were 
here." 


Crystelle smiled a little as she led Zekra outside of her room. They 
both exited the room and soon found themselves in a hallway of the 
castle that was once the base of operations to the Fellowship. It had 
not changed much after all the years. Though the castle was mostly 
repaired and restored to its former glory, no longer holding the 


wounds of the great battle that had occurred so long ago, it still 
remained as regal as it always had been. The walls and flooring 
were still lined with marble, chandeliers filled with candles, and great 
portraits and paintings remained mounted on the walls. 


However, the castle was no longer the Fellowship's. The day that 
Len, Crystelle, and Zekra announced that the Fellowship would exist 
no more, they founded a new organization and made the castle 
theirs. They removed any traces of the Fellowship, ridding the castle 
of the symbols that once stood for the corrupt organization, and left 
their marks on the castle in return. Whether in the form of regal 
tapestries, flags, or other such things, they made sure that all knew 
that the castle was no longer a part of the non-existent Fellowship. 


The castle belonged to the Shadow Alliance now. 


Despite the sinister name, the castle did not give off an overbearing 
or gloomy atmosphere. Len, Crystelle, and Zekra had made sure 
that they decorated the interior with rugs and tapestries of red, blue, 
and gold as well as make their symbol a golden outline of Rem in all 
his majestic glory. Every time the sun beat down upon the sigil that 
they embroidered into just about every piece of fabric of the castle, it 
glimmered ever so slightly. 


As Zekra and Crystelle traversed through the castle's many grand 
halls, they passed by a number of Pokémon. Despite it being only a 
couple hours after dawn, many Pokémon were out and about and 
readying themselves for the day. Some Pokémon wandered the halls 
with eyes half closed as they made their way towards the mess hall. 
Others had their bags strapped about their bodies and headed out of 
entrance or perhaps to the multiple bulletin boards stationed 
throughout the castle. 


Some of them noticed Zekra and Crystelle walking by and gave them 
a quick shout before they carried on with their day. Crystelle would 
merrily return with a greeting of her own. Zekra however, only 
returned her members' greetings with a glance from the corner of her 
eye and a quick flash of a smile. 


Eventually, after greeting what seemed to be dozens of members 
and traversing through an equal amount of corridors, Crystelle finally 
brought Zekra to the foyer. It didn't take long for Zekra to spot the 
Glaceon and Sylveon. They were standing by a line of statues that 
circled around the entire foyer, each one crafted in the image of the 
deceased members of Len's old team and Zekra's former friends. 
Zekra noticed that the two seemed to be observing Eclair's 
monument with sad smiles. 


"Hey Mom and Dad!" Crystelle said, snapping the two's gazes 
toward the Umbreon. "I got Zekra for you guys!" 


At first, the two did nothing. Their eyes remained glazed over and 
their feet remained rooted to the spot. However, the moment quickly 
passed and the misty expression in their eyes cleared away. The two 
smiled as they approached Crystelle and Zekra. The Zoroark 
couldn't help but notice that a large amount of the fur that grew 
around their muzzles and faces were now a light grey. Zekra couldn't 
remember if the two had this much grey fur the last time she had 
spoken to them. She wasn't even sure if this aging fur was 
something that had occurred before. 


Zekra always remembered them having sleek and colorful fur that 
never had a speck of grey amongst it. 


Frazil and Lyra stopped before Zekra and Crystelle. Lyra took her 
ribbon-like appendages and wrapped them around Zekra before 
pulling the Zoroark closer. Zekra didn't resist the pull and let Lyra 
hold her in an embrace for a brief moment. 


"So you did," Lyra mused before she brought her gaze to Zekra. 
"Hello Zekra. Sorry to have woken you up. | Know that it is still 
somewhat early right now." 


"It's okay," Zekra assured. "| was already awake anyway. | Sure 
wasn't expecting you guys to come by, though. | figured you'd wait 
for me and Crystelle to come visit you again." 


"Well, we simply couldn't resist coming up here instead," Lyra 
replied. "It has been quite a while since we've seen you." 


"Even still, it's good to see both of you," Frazil said with a beaming 
smile. "Do you have time to talk, or do you have to be elsewhere for 
a while?" 


"No, I'm not busy," Zekra said. "I think I've got some papers to look 
over later and check up on some things, but | can do that later. It's 
still pretty early. So can talk for a while. Um... you guys been doing 
okay back on Shirra?" 


"Yes, things have been rather well," Frazil replied. "All has been well 
on Shirra. Quiet and peaceful, just as it always is. Though, we have 
had a few merchants come overseas that have been selling quite a 
number of intruding trinkets such as supposed crystals that can 
make you have very powerful abilities depending on the type of 
element that is within each crystal. However, | personally haven't 
bought one. | have no use for them." 


"There's also been a few contests occurring," Lyra added. "It's 
nothing too large, but there have been some kind Pokémon that 
have set up a small tournament for the hatchlings of the island. 
They're simple games really, like who can climb to the top of a tree 
the fastest or small little fights that are like gladiator tournaments, but 
it's been bringing a pleasant and excited atmosphere to the island." 


"Oh, wasn't there one of those when | was still an Eevee like thirteen 
years ago?" Crystelle asked. "| could have sworn | was in one of 
those fights. | remember | lost to some stupid Elekid who punched 
me in the face when he made me look the other way." 


"Yes, they happen every few years or so," Lyra said with a nod. 
"They're a bit infrequent and no one ever knows when they'll happen 
again, but we've had a few in the time Frazil and | have lived on the 
island." 


"Sounds like a lot of fun," Zekra said with a small smile. 


"And what about you two?" Frazil then asked. "Have things been 
going well here?" 


"Yeah, it's been great!" Crystelle said with an invigorated nod. "We've 
got like eleven thousand members. And counting since | think there's 
a few more that are supposed to get registered today." 


"Oh goodness, that's an awful lot of members," Lyra gasped. "I hope 
that they're not all squeezed into this castle. It's rather large, but not 
enough for so many..." 


"Nah, we finished up that base we were making in Steel City," 
Crystelle assured. "Got half of our members over there right now 
being led by Noc and Lume. And we're making another base in Unity 
Village that should be done in like another year or so. Nobody's 
cramped here, don't you worry." 


"Well that's good to hear," Lyra then said. "But | really wish you'd 
change your organization's name sometimes. | understand why you 
named your organization The Shadow Alliance, but you can't deny 
that it gives off the impression that you're trying to hide something." 


"Nah, nobody cares about the name,” Crystelle said with a laugh. 
"They think it sounds cool anyway. The only problems we have here 
are Pokémon taking on tasks that they know that they can't handle 
and getting in huge trouble, and some fights we have between our 
members and clients. And hordes of boring paperwork and 
micromanagement and rule adjusting and listening to complaints and 
all this other fun stuff." 


"But you're at least happy, aren't you?" Frazil asked. 


"Yeah, I'm happy," Crystelle said with a smile. "It's a lot of work and 
the first year was... well it was pretty rough, but with Len's guidance, 
| got through it. And of course, | couldn't have had made it without 
Zekra. She and | didn't always get along or see eye to eye, but she 
helped me out even through all of that. Like there was this one 
time..." 


Zekra gazed right past Lyra and Frazil and looked at the statues. In 
particular, she found her gaze fixated upon Terron's statue. In his 
marble form, he stood strong and valiant like the great leader he had 
always tried to make himself be, using a long bone like a staff and 
planting it in front of him. He rested both of his hands on top of it and 
looked onward, unflinching before an uncertain future. 


Right next to him were Yimtri, Impetus, and Syn, all upon their own 
pedestals. They each struck a dignified pose as they held their 
heads high and stood with a strength that could surely move 
mountains. 


Zekra wondered why they had all died when they had been so 
strong. 


Something heavy grew in Zekra's chest at the thought of that. 
"Hey Zekra, you there?" 


Zekra snapped out of her trance and glanced back at Crystelle to 
see that she was shooting Zekra a bemused stare. 


"Zekra, did you hear anything we just said?" Crystelle asked before a 
smirk made its way onto her muzzle. "Or were you zoning out like 
you always do?" 


"| remember you talking about how you're happy being a Shadow 
Alliance leader," Zekra confessed. "And that's it. | did kind of blank 
out after that." 


"Oh Zekra," Crystelle said with a sigh. "I figured that with you being 
plagued and all, you'd hear everything and wouldn't have these 
weird zone out moments. Doesn't Venri point out things you don't 
notice?" 


"No," Zekra said blankly. 


It was then that Zekra noticed someone coming toward the four of 
them in the corner of her eye. She twisted her head back to see that 
it was Len. 


Just with Lyra and Frazil, Len was not the same as he was when he 
first founded The Shadow Alliance. Though he didn't have as much 
greying facial fur as Lyra and Frazil, there were quite a few strands 
that had lost their color around his eyes. His gait was no longer as 
steady and he did not walk with the vigor that had once held. 


However, Zekra knew that he was nowhere near close to dying. He 
had plenty of decades left to live and if should the situation call for it, 
he could fight with the strength he had fought the Primogenitor with. 


When the Luxray was before the group, he stopped and cast the 
Eons a gentle smile. 


"Ah, Lyra and Frazil," the Luxray said with a bow of his head. "It has 
been quite a while. It is good to see you both." 


"Hello Len," Lyra said with as she wrapped her appendages around 
his neck and pulled him close to nuzzle him. "It's been so long. 
You've certainly changed since the last time | saw you." 


"| could say the same," Len said a small laugh. "I think the last time | 
ever saw you two was twenty years ago. Have you been well?" 


"Yes, just the usual," Lyra replied. "Nothing ever chances where 
Frazil and | live. And have you been fine as well? It's been so long, | 
was beginning to worry | might never see you again." 


"I've been feeling quite wonderful. In some ways, nothing has truly 
changed. | almost want to say that | feel as though | am a youthful 
Luxio once more, commanding my very own Fellowship with 
companions at my side. | might not have as many companions at my 
side but..." 


| could have run this place with my team. If they were still here. 


Zekra immediately had an image of her, Terron, Impetus, Syn, and 
Reshiram in his Quilava form running The Shadow Alliance instead 
of her, Crystelle, and Len. She saw the five of them sitting in an 
office and overlooking mountains and mountains of paperwork, 
working diligently to look over each and every page. 


We could have done a good job. We could have been like Len and 
his team. We could have been happy here, leading all these 
Pokémon. 


Zekra glanced over at Len to see that he was still sharing his 
thoughts on his new life as an Alliance leader. What he was saying, 
Zekra wasn't sure. His words were muffled and incoherent to her. 


| don't want to listen to this conversation anymore. 
| want to go somewhere else. 


Zekra heard those thoughts within her mind. They glided past her so 
swiftly, yet their message rang as clear as day. 


Zekra didn't even bother persuading with her thoughts. 


"Sorry to interrupt," Zekra said, making everyone bring their gazes 
over to her. "But | need to go do some Alliance stuff. Like check up 
on the new base to see how that's coming along. And make sure the 
other base in Steel City is going okay. Need to make sure they're not 
burning the place down or something. It's that time of year, you 
know, for the check-ups and all." 


"Aw what, Zekra? Mom and Dad just came here to see us!" Crystelle 
reprehended. "You can't just leave! The guys at those other bases 
can wait. | bet they're all still sleeping!" 


"Now now, Crystelle, it's alright," Frazil said with a soft shake of his 
head. "She doesn't have to stay here any longer. She has her duties 
to attend to. And besides, have we ever been able to stop her from 
doing from what she's wanted before?" 


Frazil gave Zekra a knowing, jovial look. Zekra had to resist turning 
away, not liking the memories that soon surfaced with that 
statement. Crystelle gave Zekra a glare for a short moment, and 
then finally sighed. 


"Alright, fine," Crystelle said dejectedly. "Go check up on the other 
bases, Zekra. Len and | will just have to entertain Mom and Dad in 
your place." 


Zekra gave Crystelle a small nod of acknowledgement, and then did 
the same to everyone else. Once everyone bid her goodbye, she put 
her claws out in front of her. Black streams escaped her claws and 
joined together in the air, creating a black and purple circle of 
churning energy. 


Within seconds, a portal manifested before Zekra. 


She didn't even bother to check the expression on everyone's faces 
as she walked straight into it, disappearing from the castle. 


When Zekra came out the other end of the portal, she swiftly closed 
it up behind her. She doubted that anyone would follow her through 
the whirling mass of darkness, given its ominous appearance, but 
she still didn't enjoy having it facing her back. It always made her fur 
stand up on end and she always felt someone was watching her 
from within its depths. 


Zekra found herself atop a building, a museum from what Zekra 
could read across the front of the building's entrance. She was within 
a relatively large segment of a city, particularly Steel City. As the 
name suggested, much of the city was constructed from the finest 
metals of the land. It was a prosperous city, being one of the few 
cities in the world to hold two-story buildings as opposed to the 
single story buildings that Pokemon seemed so accustomed to. Very 
few trees sprouted throughout the city, as if the city's inhabitants had 
personally uprooted every single tree or shrub in the area and cast 
them out when making the city. 


It was quite a change from the rundown ghost town it was all those 
years ago. All those years ago, everyone had fled underground into 
secret chambers that Zekra was sure were still being used now for 
storage. Now she could see Pokémon living peacefully on the 
surface. Even though it was still early within the morning, there were 
quite a number of citizens bumbling about in places besides the 
museum, such as the merchants meticulously setting up their wares 
or bakers preparing their baked goods for the day. She even thought 
she saw some hatchlings roaming about for a reason she could not 
understand. 


In some ways, Steel City reminded Zekra of Kuron as Terron used to 
describe it. 


| should go back there. Only two years should have passed over 
there. | could make it back before the time difference makes me stay 
away for days at a time. 


Zekra shook the thought out of her head. There was no reason to go 
to Kuron. 


There was nothing for her there. 


Zekra hopped down from the museum and landed down on the 
ground. Then she made her way into town. She didn't bother looking 
around as she wandered down the concrete roads, finding the 
trinkets the merchants had to be mere toys, the food in the bakery to 
be as bland as water, and the little Pokémon rushing by her to be 
nothing but apparitions. She only kept her gaze forward as she 
continued walking along. 


| have a job to do. There's no reason to keep thinking about this. 
It's been ten years. They're all gone. 


| have to forget about what ifs and what could have been. 


It was then that a pair of hatchlings rushed by Zekra and nearly 
crashed into her. However, her ears had picked up on her footsteps 
stamping against the pavement, allowing her to maneuver out of the 
way just as the two were to slam into her. She scowled and turned 
her head to reprehend the children, but then stopped when she saw 
who they were. 


They were a Zorua and Cubone, running toward one of the 
merchants who was just beginning to open his shop. She saw the 
two of them giddily point toward a Cubone helmet resting on one of 
the merchant's displays. 


The second that Zekra saw the two, a billion thoughts went off in her 
head. A plethora of glimpses into hundreds of thousands of 
universes poured into her mind, showering her thoughts with near 
infinite possibilities that would have been beyond the comprehension 
of most mortal creatures. 


What if there's a universe where we all lived? What if there's some 
alternate universe where we all lived and the Primogenitor merged 
with Rem? 


That universe... could | reach it? Can 1 do more than just go to 
different universes where other creatures and worlds exist and 
teleport around this dimension? Are there really dimensions that 
exist that are exactly like this dimension, but are just the result of 
different possibilities? 


And if I found it... could | live in it? I'd probably have to kill the 
version of me that exists in that universe, because there sure can't 
be two of me. But if | could be happy and have my friends back... 
And Tear... 


Could | really...? 


Zekra caught herself before she could go too far into her deranged 
thought process. The second she did, she realized how utterly wrong 


and depraved her thoughts had become. She held the sides of her 
head with her claws as she shook her head. 


No. No | can't do that. |... | can't do that. | have to keep living here, in 
this dimension. | have to accept that everyone's gone. | have to 
move on. Len's moved on. Crystelle's moved on. Literally everyone 
else has moved on. | need to join them. 


Zekra lowered her claws and then went on her way once more. She 
tried to ignore the Cubone and Zorua, but couldn't help but keep 
them in the corner of her eye. She could see them purchasing the 
skull along with a number of other useless trinkets, such as bracelets 
made from tiny beads or useless jewels that glimmered in the rays of 
the sun. 


Zekra couldn't help but want to give them a longing gaze. 


Zekra could barely remember her visit to The Shadow Alliance base 
in Steel City. She could recall parts of it, such as entering inside the 
large, dome-shaped building and being greeted by various members 
before being brought to Noc and Lume. She knew she had spoken 
with the both of them and had to know if all was well and to know 
how many members they had amongst their ranks as of that 
moment. She had also inspected various aspects of the building to 
make sure that it was a suitable place to hold an organization, as 
well as meet with other Pokémon that held some forms of authority 
in the base. She had met with the best teams of the base to test their 
competency and read the progress reports regarding the restoration 
of their assigned segments of Shiron. 


Zekra knew that she had done all of these things. She could see it 
on a scroll of parchment in her claws that she had completed all her 
tasks. She had even written detailed notes jotting down just about 
everything down to the last wire. 


And yet when she thought about it now as she sat on the edge of the 
museum she had visited earlier, it all seemed to be nothing but a 


giant blur. There were only some points of clarity that stuck out in her 
mind like little milestones, but they were few and far in between. 


Zekra rolled up the paper in her claws after giving it one more look 
over before staring into the distance. It was the afternoon now, and 
from Zekra's distance she could see so many more Pokemon filling 
the streets. They walked around one another in disorganized 
messes, miraculously not stumbling into one another despite how 
little soace there was between everyone. Zekra personally blamed 
this on the narrow streets that the city had created and more than 
once recommended widening them, but apparently that wouldn't be 
done for another few years. 


She observed these wandering, aimless citizens go about their day 
before her, completely oblivious to her presence. 


Zekra liked it better that way. 


She stuffed the scroll into her mane and then looked into the sky. 
She knew that she needed to get going to the Unity Village base. It 
wouldn't take nearly as long as Steel City's due to the fact that the 
base wasn't even complete yet and she only needed to check up on 
the progress of the construction, but it was best if she get moving as 
soon as possible. She knew she still needed to go back to the castle 
and talk to a few members who had wanted to speak to her about 
something regarding their lodging. Or did they want to ask her 
questions about her much younger days when the Plagued Ones 
roamed about Shiron? Or was it about the supposed dimensional 
trips she took according to the gossip spreading around the castle? 


Zekra couldn't remember. Everyone seemed to want to ask her the 
same things. It hadn't changed much since she first became an 
Alliance leader. 


The only question she was asked less frequently was how it felt to 
be plagued. No one asked about that anymore. No one found her 
demonic appearance frightening or odd nowadays. 


Zekra imagined that they had stopped seeing her synchronized state 
as being "unique" and "special", as some would call it back then. 
Zekra wasn't sure if she felt happy or not about no one asking her 
about her being a Plagued One anymore. 


Plagued One. Means you never get old and you never die. 
Means that you become the demon that you used to be scared of. 


Means that you and you are shadow aren't two different things 
anymore. 


Means that you can rip holes in the fabric of reality and go anywhere 
you want. 


Means that you're all powerful and that you can do anything. 
Except actually be happy that you're this way. 


Zekra pressed both of her claws down on her ears. She was stalling. 
She needed to go check on Unity Village's base. That was her job. 
There was no point in delaying it anymore. 


Zekra abruptly shot both of her claws out and and instantly opened 
up a portal beneath her feet. She gazed down at the swirling mass of 
colors, watching it whirl beneath her with a glazed over stare. 


She briefly wondered if she could use the portal to travel back in 
time. 


Zekra growled under her breath and shook the thought out of her 
head. 


I'm an Alliance leader. That's who | am now. That's who I've been for 
the past ten years. 


Then, before the unhealthy thought could come back, she fell off the 
ledge and plummeted into the vortex. 


Zekra's visit to the Unity base had gone by without much incident. 
She had even created the portal within the base to save herself the 
walk to the base. 


Just as with Steel City, she could barely recall the details of her visit. 
She could only depend upon the scroll that she had marked 
throughout her visit, charting down anything worthy of note. 


She exited the Alliance base as she rolled up the scroll in her claws 
before tying it together with a piece of ribbon from within her mane. 


| don't know how I've been to get anything done when | can't even 
remember what | do. 


Zekra looked up to see that the sun was beginning to set, dying the 
sky purple and orange with splashes of red. At one point, Zekra 
would have called the sight beautiful. 


But not anymore. Now it only meant that her day was ending and 
that she still had more errands to take care of. 


Even still, Zekra knew she could finish the rest of her tasks for the 
day. Perhaps she would even get them done before midnight struck. 


Give Len the papers, and then go talk to those members. And... 
whatever else I'm supposed to do. 


Then go to sleep and do whatever tomorrow. Keep moving forward 
and keep rebuilding Shiron. 


Undo the damage that the Primogenitor brought. Every day. All day. 
Even after Len and Crystelle die. 


Zekra exhaled deeply as she retreated far into a desolate part of the 
village. She didn't bother paying attention to the civilians she passed 
by. She already knew that everything was quite well. Everywhere the 
Alliance had influence, the city flourished and slowly closed up its old 
wounds. Zekra was sure that in another fifty years or so, perhaps 


even less, Shiron's nightmarish past would be nothing more than 
ghost stories to tell around a campfire. In another two centuries, no 
one would even remember the Plagued Ones. They would become 
lost to time, to fade into obscurity. 


Except me. | won't fade away. I'll still exist as a Plagued One. 
And so will Dimitri. 


Zekra shook her head. She forgot sometimes that she wasn't the 
only Plagued One. Dimitri was as well. And though she had not seen 
him what felt like eons ago, she imagined that he had figured out he 
was a Plagued One by now. She imagined that he must have been 
injured by this point in time and watched his injury heal within 
seconds. 


She wondered how he had reacted to that. 


She wondered if he had finally believed that his memories as Terron 
and Yimtri were real. 


No. No, he's not coming back. He wants nothing to do with me. 


But does he really? Maybe... maybe he knows who he was and he's 
looking for me. Maybe he just hasn't found me yet because he has 
no idea where to Iook. 


No, he's not coming back. 


Zekra swiftly opened up a portal before her. She needed to go back 
home. There was much work to be done. 


What's the point of going back? 


Zekra paused. She was going to talk back to the thougNts, to tell 
them otherwise. However, she couldn't. For whatever reason, she 
lost the will to fight back against them. A stupor fell over her and she 
soon found herself staring idly at the portal before her, watching it 


swirl around in endless circles as images of the castle flashed before 
her. 


There's nothing for me there. It's been like that since the beginning. 
This isn't my world anymore. 


Zekra lowered her gaze and looked at her claws. She could see the 
black haze still rising from her claws. But most of all, she could see 
the red lines upon her body glowing softly. 


I'm not supposed to be here. 
| was supposed to die with all my other friends. 


I'm a Plagued One living in a world trying to recover from the 
destruction my kind brought. 


Zekra glanced back at the portal and saw that it was still waiting for 
her. She could still see that it lead to the Alliance base atop Pledge 
Mountain, directly into her bedroom. 


Zekra stared at it for a moment longer, finding that she could not take 
the step forward into the portal nor close it up. She could only stare 
into its depths with a glazed over stare, letting her thoughts repeat 
themselves within her mind. 

I'm not happy. 

It's been ten years and I'm still not happy. 

It's been too long. 


It's never going to stop. 


Zekra knew she could fight with the thoughts. She could feel her 
strength returning to her now. However... 


There was no point. 


She knew what had to be done. 


She had known what to do for so long, but not once could she ever 
commit herself to do it. She had prayed that the monotony of every 
day would end, but it had simply never happened. 


There was no point in denying the truth any longer. 


She took out the scrolls from within her mane, along with an ink 
bottle. She placed them on the ground, and then unrolled the one 
closest to her claws. She flipped it over onto its blank back, nota 
word in sight, and then opened up the ink bottle. She dabbed one of 
her claws into the bottle, and then pressed her claw deep into the 
parchment. 


Then she wrote. 


"I'm sorry, Len, Crystelle. I'm sorry, but | can't stay with you guys 
anymore. This life of leading The Shadow Alliance... it isn't for me. It 
never was. | only pretended to be happy when really, I've been 
hollow for a very, very long time. Nothing about being with you guys 
ever filled that void, no matter how much progress we made. It was 
just a huge facade | put up so you guys wouldn't worry about me. 
But | can't do that anymore. | just can't. I've finally run out of the 
energy that kept me going. 


"I'm sorry | couldn't tell you this to your faces. I'm not strong enough 
to do it that way. I'm not as strong as any of you guys think | am. I'm 
just really good at pretending like all Zoroark. 


" None of this is your fault. You guys tried. You really did. And I'll 
always be grateful for that. But it's not enough to keep me in the 
Alliance. There was never anything to keep me there. | always knew 
that, but | just never wanted to admit it. It was always easier to stay 
with you guys even when | was unhappy than to leave everything 
behind and find somewhere better. 


"/'ll never forget the both of you for the rest of eternity, or however 
long | get to live. You two will stay in my memories, just like 
everybody else | ever lost to the Plagued Ones. 


" Don't come looking for me." 


When Zekra finished her note, she gathered up both scrolls and then 
threw them into the portal. She watched them disappear into the 
darkness, watching them become one with its mass before falling 
into her bedroom. When she heard the soft thump of the papers hit 
her floor, she closed up the portal. 


Zekra continued to stare at the spot where the portal once stood 
before her. She still had time to change her mind. She could go back 
to the castle and continue her new life leading the Alliance. She 
knew that nothing had to change. 


But in the end, Zekra knew she couldn't do that. She would never 
feel any semblance of happiness if she stayed within the Alliance. 


Zekra kept her gaze fixed upon the spot for a moment longer, waiting 
for any longing and dreary thoughts to flood her mind. 


When they didn't come, she only turned away and closed the portal 
before making a new portal. 


She did not hesitate to enter it. 


When Zekra exited out the other end of the portal, she found herself 
in avery familiar place. 


It was the Gray Lands, empty as ever. Even so many years later, it 
had not changed. It was still the endless sea of sprawling grass that 
stretched for miles and miles. She thought she saw some Pokémon 
roaming about in the distance as tiny black dots, but Zekra knew that 
they would not bother her. They were wild Pokémon and she was 
sure that they knew better than to attack her. 


Zekra wandered over to the nearest tree she could find and settled 
down against its trunk. She breathed a long sigh as she watched the 
sun disappear over the horizon. The sky blackened and the first of 
the stars peeked from behind the crawling darkness. She even 
thought she saw some of the feral ones in the far distance retreat 
deep into burrows or sprint off into the distance. Where they were 
going, Zekra wasn't sure. All that she understood was that she was 
truly alone. 


Zekra closed her eyes. 

! left. I'm not with the Alliance anymore. Len and Crystelle should be 
picking up on this at any minute now. | finally gave up trying to be 
happy there. 

| needed to leave. | couldn't stay there any longer. 


Zekra frowned hard. 


Are you happy that I left, Venri? Are you happy that | finally listened 
to you after all these years? 


There was no answer. Zekra opened her eyes and looked to her side 
to see if perhaps Venri had manifested herself into reality. However, 
there was no one with Zekra. It was only herself. 

Zekra exhaled again and turned over onto her side. 


|! sometimes wish that we had just stayed separate. | can't tell 
sometimes if you're there or not. | can't tell... what's you... and 
what's me. Everything's the same. 


Maybe... there is no me and you anymore. Maybe it's just a big me 
now. 


Maybe | don't have a shadow anymore. 


Maybe I'm just whole and complete. 


Zekra smiled dryly at the thought of that. She couldn't help but laugh 
bitter under her breath. 


I'm completely whole, yet totally empty. There's nothing in me 
anymore even though I'm synchronized. How is that even possible? 
How is it possible that | can still be alive, save the world, and have 
such a good and meaningful life afterwards... and feel like this? 


Is there really anywhere | can go to be happy? 


Should | have just stayed in the Alliance even though | haven't been 
happy at all? Should | stay there for everyone else to help lead 
them? Was leaving everyone behind because | feel this way the right 
thing to do? 


Zekra couldn't find any answers within her mind. Her questions only 
went around and around in circles, having no clear end. The more 
the dreary thoughts looped within her mind, the more Zekra's mind 
became nothing more than a maelstrom of hazy and meaningless 
thoughts. She could feel the thoughts chipping away at her heart like 
waves crashing onto the beach, bringing with them a stinging, hollow 
pain in the process. 


Zekra held her head with her claws and squeezed her eyes shut. 
"There you are. I've been looking for you." 


Zekra's ears perked up. She immediately thought it was Len. She 
wasn't sure how he could have found her, given that she had thrown 
her farewell note into her room minute ago and it took more than a 
few minutes to reach the Grey Lands from Pledge Mountain, but she 
didn't know who else it could be. 


Regret shot through Zekra like a nail in her heart. She curled her 
claws inward and resisted the urge to run away. 


"Look, I'm sorry," Zekra said quietly as she brought her gaze over to 
the Luxray. "I just... | can't Keep doing this. | don't feel anything and 


I'm just So unhappy and empty and-" 


Zekra stopped talking as soon as she made eye contact with the one 
in her presence. As it turned out, it was not Len. It was someone 
else entirely, someone that Zekra had never expected to see. She 
almost backed up against the tree and ran up into its canopy the 
moment she saw the one amongst her. 


It was Dimitri. 


He had not changed since she last saw him ten years ago. He was 
still a human who wore the same outfit as before, and some strands 
of his messy black hair still went over his eyes. He did seem a tad bit 
older, with his hair being slightly longer and his stature increased, but 
otherwise he was exactly the same as he had been last time they 
spoke. 


Here he was, standing a few feet away from Zekra with his hands in 
his coat pockets just as Terron used to do. 


For a moment, Zekra thought that this was an imposter. She thought 
it was someone only pretending to be Dimitri for a reason she 
couldn't understand. However, all she had to do was see his piercing 
blue eyes to know this wasn't true. 


She still saw Terron and Yimtri within those eyes. 
"You're Zekra, right?" Dimitri asked her. 
"Y-Yeah," Zekra said with a quick nod. 


Dimitri kept his stern gaze on Zekra for a moment longer, saying 
nothing. Then, he slowly made his way toward the Zoroark. Zekra 
found her muscles were frozen stiff, preventing her from going 
anywhere as the human decreased the distance. Within moments, 
he was standing right before her, the strength in his gaze still not 
broken. He tightened his frown as he glared down at Zekra, holding 
the silence between the two of them. 


Then, he sighed deeply and sat down in front of Zekra in a cross- 
legged position. 


"I'm sorry for how | treated you the last time we talked," Dimitri said 
in a soft, subdued voice. "! wasn't thinking straight. There was a lot 
happening to me that | didn't Know how to take in properly." 


"What... What do you mean?" Zekra asked, unable to grasp the 
myriad thoughts floating through her mind. 


"You know, attacking you and saying that | didn't know who you 
were," Dimitri clarified. "Those things. I'm sorry for hurting you." 


"Oh," Zekra replied. "Oh... it's um. It's okay. But um, what are you 
doing here exactly? | haven't Seen you in years and now you're here 
to apologize to me or something...?" 


Dimitri's frown grew as he took his hands out of his pockets. Zekra 
couldn't help but notice how slender they seemed. To her, they 
almost seemed elegant. But before she could continue to admire his 
hands, she noticed that there was something in them. It didn't take 
her long to realize it was a folded up piece of paper. 


She watched as Dimitri set it out on the ground in the space between 
the two of them and spread it out completely. As soon as it was 
unfolded, Zekra saw that there were many odd symbols throughout 
the paper, drawn in straight lines that horizontally and never 
vertically, similar to the way that Footprint Runes were written. It 
filled the entirety of the front and the back of the paper. 


"You can't read this, can you?" Dimitri asked her. 

"No... not really," Zekra admitted shyly. 

"| thought so," Dimitri said simply. "I guess those images were right. 
You Pokémon can't understand human's written language. You guys 


just use Footprint Runes. But that's alright. | can explain to you what 
this is. This is a list of things | keep seeing in my head. They're all 


different. No two are alike. They're just flashes of events that | see in 
my head that seem random. Almost random, that is. There's one 
thing that they all have in common. 


"You're in all these flashes." 


Zekra brought her befuddled gaze back over to Dimitri. He smiled a 
little as he picked up the paper and folded it back up before putting it 
back into his coat. 


"The last time we saw each other, you were calling me Tear. You 
kept calling me by that name, along with Yimtri," Dimitri went on. 
"Back then, | just thought that you had me confused for someone 
else. | don't know why some human would have a name like Tear, 
but | knew it wasn't me. And then | started getting those images in 
my head. Those images that all contradicted each other and didn't 
make any sense at all. | was watching them like they were memories 
of mine, even though | knew they couldn't be. I'd see myself fighting 
myself or something like that. And I'd be Pokémon with two separate 
lives that were extremely different from one another. Nothing made 
sense, so | thought you were doing that to me. | thought you were 
putting false memories in my head because you're a Zoroark and 
you can do that. It was the only way to explain it all. 


"| thought that by getting out of your illusion, I'd stop having those 
weird memories. | thought | could go back to my life and maybe tell 
people that | saw a Pokémon. | wasn't sure. | just knew that my mind 
would belong to me again. 


"But those memories didn't go away after | got away from you. They 
just got worse." 


"Worse how?" Zekra wondered. 


"| kept seeing more of those weird memories, most of the time in my 
sleep," Dimitri said. "They were very vivid there. | was a Sableye in 
some of them, and then a Cubone in another. | was both of them and 
| actually felt like both of them. It felt real. Whenever | woke up, | 


never felt like it was a dream. | always felt like it was something | had 
been a part of. Like when | fell asleep, | actually became those two 
and lead the lives they did. | didn't know what to think of it, so | tried 
not to think about it too much. But it didn't stop. | still see those 
memories every night, sometimes during the day and they haven't 
stopped for two years now. Not to mention that Mom and Dad were 
acting strange when | first got home after getting away from you..." 


Dimitri's frown returned as he looked straight into Zekra's eyes. His 
gaze seemed to bore deep inside of her and it sent shudders down 
her spine. 


"| came here because a good amount of the memories are centered 
around you," Dimitri explained. "That Cubone really seemed to like 
you, and so did the Sableye at some point in time. | tried to find 
some of the other Pokémon | saw in those memories, but | couldn't 
find them. | just got lucky that | found you. You were easier to find, 
for some reason. That portal | opened up just a few minutes ago led 
right to you... 


"So please Zekra. Can you tell me what happened to me? These 
memories, I'm really starting to think that they're mine at this point, 
but | want to know for sure. | don't Know why | have memories of 
being two Pokemon. There's a bunch of gaps in them and | get the 
feeling that the gaps hold the answers | want. Can you please help 
me understand why | have these memories?" 


Zekra found herself at a loss. She almost couldn't believe that what 
was happening around her was real. Here she was with the very 
human that she had longed to see for so long, right in front of her 
and speaking with her. It seemed to be nothing more than one of her 
surreal dreams and Zekra kept waiting for the moment she would 
wake up. 


However, when she looked into Dimitri's eyes and saw the earnest 
intent, she knew that it was no dream. This was reality. Dimitri 
wanted her help. 


What he intended to do after he received her help, Zekra wasn't 
sure. She considered that he'd go back to Kuron with his closure. 
She knew she would have done that if she were in his position. But 
in the end, it didn't matter. 


She was going to help Dimitri, the amalgamation of her two lost 
friends. 


So after getting over her moment of hesitation, she told the human 
everything. 


She told him the story of the Plagued Ones and their blight upon 
Shiron. She told him how Nyx had brought Dimitri there in an attempt 
to stop the Plagued Ones, but having it backfire and instead tearing 
him into Terron and Yimtri. She explained how Yimtri went on to 
become a part of the Fellowship and later lead a fraction of it while 
Terron remained asleep in the Primogenitor's clutches until Nyx 
rescued him. She then shared how she had found Terron sometime 
later and all of the times they had spent together. 


She told of their greatest moments when they both felt as mighty as 
the mountains and when they were in their greatest despair and 
could not will themselves to move forward. 


She told of how they had lived when they had become infected with 
plague and how they learned of its true purpose and meaning in life. 


She told him of the many friends they had made throughout the 
months, as well as the ultimate fates that each and every single one 
of them met in the end. 


And of course, as she told him of her time with Terron, she also 
added what Yimtri was doing in the meantime whenever he was not 
with her and Terron. She told of the Sableye's quest to end the reign 
of terror that he was responsible for and all of the harrowing details 
that went with it. She did not censor anything as she told Dimitri of 
the extremes that Yimtri had gone to meet his goals and the suffering 


he endured. Even though she knew that he wouldn't like everything 
Yimtri did, she had to share it. 


Dimitri needed the whole, unaltered story of his former selves. 


Zekra also added in background details whenever she felt it was 
nessecary, such as explaining why the Plagued Ones existed in the 
first place or why certain Pokémon in their lives had behaved a 
certain way. However, she only did this for those whose motivations 
she truly understand. She knew that she could not weave her own 
interpretations into the story she was trying to share. She needed 
everything to be as unbiased and objective as possible. 


She was sure to include all of the information she could that would 
inform Dimitri as much as possible, sharing it as though she were a 
great storyteller. She even provided visuals with her illusions 
whenever she felt they were nessecary or when Dimitri requested 
them. 


It was a long story. A very long story that went well on into the night. 
By the time that Zekra had wrapped up the story to the best of her 
ability, she could see the first rays of dawn peeking out from over the 
horizon. 


And yet, Zekra didn't feel the least bit lethargic. Her throat somewhat 
stung from speaking so much, but she did not feel the need to close 
her eyes and drift off to sleep. From how straight Dimitri sat up and 
how his eyes seemed firmly fixed on Zekra, she imagined he wasn't 
feeling exhausted either. 


Zekra breathed out a long sigh as she stretched out her arms. 


"And that's everything that ever happened to you as both Yimtri and 
Terron," Zekra finally concluded. "Did that help you out?" 


Dimitri didn't say anything for a moment. He only continued to watch 
Zekra with a long, pensive frown as something within his eyes 
flickered dimly. 


"Yeah, | think it did," Dimitri eventually said. "I'll admit that a lot of 
what you told me almost feels like something I'd read out of a novel 
and not something that actually happened in real life, but it all fits. It 
would explain a number of things like why | can make portals even 
the first place and why | have these vague memories of being in the 
spirit world when I'm sure | haven't died yet." 


"Or why you can get a cut and it'll close right up seconds later," 
Zekra added. 


"Yeah, that too," Dimitri said with a little laugh. 


Zekra couldn't resist smiling for the first time in a long while. A 
familiar warmth filled her chest as she watched Dimitri. The more 
she spent time with him, the more she realized just how much he 
truly was Terron and Yimtri in perfect synch with one another. She 
could hear Terron's compassion and tender care in Dimitri's voice, 
but it was backed by the strength and knowledge that only Yimtri 
could provide. 


She watched Dimitri for a while longer until he stopped laughing and 
brought his gaze back to Zekra. He stared at her for a moment 
before his smile faded a bit. 


"| gave you that band around your mane, didn't I?" Dimitri asked. 


Zekra grabbed the back of her mane and brought it over her 
shoulder. She held it gingerly in her claws, as if it were a newborn 
infant, and gazed at it longingly for a brief moment. 


"Yeah, you did," she answered quietly. "Do you remember what it 
was before you gave it to me?" 


"A cape, right?" he asked. "Had a number of rips and tears in it. | 
used to wear that all the time. | think | even went to sleep with it on. 
You kept it with you all these years huh?" 


"Yeah... | did," Zekra said with a slow nod. "I! thought about getting 
rid of it a lot but... | could just never do it." 


She then released her hold on her mane and carefully brushed it 
back behind her shoulder. She almost wanted to give the cape back 
to Dimitri, but in the end decided against it. Yimtri had given it to her 
as a gift, and then also, Dimitri would have no use for the cape. It 
was far too small for his stature and could not serve as anything 
useful other than a neckerchief if tied correctly. 


Dimitri's smile grew a little, though not without some level of 
discomfort. 


"You and Terron loved each other before, didn't you?" he asked her. 
"You guys were dating... | mean, mates." 


Zekra felt a rush of warmth in her cheeks. She had to resist looking 
away from the human. That had been the one detail she hadn't 
mentioned in her story. She had mentioned everything else, 
including naming Terron after one of her dead friends and Yimtri 
trying to kill her multiple times, but she had never explained that they 
had been in love with one another. To her, it seemed too awkward of 
a topic to bring up. 


"Yeah," Zekra managed to say. "We were." 


"| thought so," Dimitri said, smiling wryly. "Terron and Yimtri's 
memories of you were very attached to you. More attached to you 
than any of their other friends. Well, except for Nyx when she was 
pretending to be a Turtwig." 


"But you don't love me, do you?" she asked in return. 


Zekra bit down on her tongue. She hadn't intended to say those 
words. They had slipped right out of mouth, and now she couldn't 
take them back. She could practically feel her insides squirming as 
an uncomfortable wave of awkwardness crawled over her skin. 


"| don't, unfortunately." 


Zekra glanced over at Dimitri and was deeply surprised to find that 
he didn't appear the least bit unhinged by her remark. He was only 
wearing the same sad smile as before. 


"| remember loving you a lot," Dimitri went on. "Really, | do. | 
remember that | wanted to be there for you more than anything. | 
wanted to keep you safe and make you as happy as possible. | really 
cared for you a lot. But when | look at you now, | don't feel any of 
that. My life as Terron and Yimtri feel like a completely separate life 
from my current one. | know that it happened and | do feel like | live 
their lives whenever | dream about them, but it still feels 
disconnected from my real life in some ways. It's almost like my life 
as Terron and Yimtri were nothing more than the virtual reality games 
| play sometimes. Immersive and moving and so very real, but 
something that | Know won't be real anymore for the rest of my life 
the moment | turn off the game." 


"Virtual reality games...?" Zekra asked. 


"Ah right, you don't have those here," Dimitri realized. "They're 
basically devices that take me to an imaginary world where | can do 
or be whatever | want depending on a number of things. | can feel 
the wind in my hair and when its cold breeze goes through my ears, | 
can feel the sting when | get a cut, | can actually taste the sweetness 
of a pastry, things like that. It all feels very real even though | know 
It's not." 


"Oh, | see," Zekra said with a nod before she flattened her ears 

against her head. "But | get it. You know how they felt about things 
because you felt their emotions when you're them in your dreams, 
but you don't feel those same emotions the moment you wake up." 


"Something like that, yes," Dimitri confirmed. 


Zekra nodded slowly. She should have known that Dimitri wouldn't 
love her despite being the amalgamation of Terron and Yimtri. Dimitri 


was almost a completely different person despite behaving uncannily 
like the two Pokemon. He was his own person in a sense. 


"So what are you going to do now that I've helped you figure out why 
you've got all those memories?" Zekra asked. "You going to go back 
to Kuron?" 


"In a bit," Dimitri replied. "I think I'll wait a while, though. I'll try to 
enjoy the sunrise for a while." 


Zekra forced herself to smile. She knew it was going to come to this. 
Dimitri belonged to Kuron, just as she belonged to Shiron. The two of 
them were never meant to remain friends for long. 


And yet, some part of her couldn't help but keep her hopes up. She 
would have liked to have Dimitri back in her life again. Even being 
with him for these measly few hours had made her feel more alive 
and joyous than she had been for the past ten years. 


"What have you been doing while I've been gone anyway?" Dimitri 
then asked her as he scooted over to her side so he could watch the 
sun in the horizon without twisting his neck back. "Were you able to 
stop the Primogenitor?" 


"Yeah, | did with some help," Zekra confirmed. "As for what I'm doing 
now... well, I'm a leader of what Len, Crystelle, and | ended up 
replacing the Fellowship with. We made The Shadow Alliance to 
help rebuild Shiron after it got ravaged by all the chaos that had 
been going on." 


"Ah, that sounds like a lot of fun," Dimitri mused. "I imagine that it's a 
lot of responsibility, if my memories as Yimtri are anything to go by." 


"Yeah, | can see why the guy always looked so stressed all the 
time..." Zekra said with a dry smile. "It was a lot of hard work. But we 
got a lot done at least, and it was nice having help. Made things a lot 
easier." 


Zekra paused for a moment. 


"But I'm not a leader anymore,” Zekra then said. "| actually just left 
right now after ten years of being there." 


"Oh, you did?" Dimitri asked. "Why? You look like you'd make a great 
leader." 


"Because... | wasn't happy," Zekra answered. "I'm still not happy. No 
matter what | do, | still feel this emptiness inside of me. No matter 
how many Pokemon | help and how much | contribute to making 
Shiron better, | never feel better. And it's all because... well because 
| don't feel like | belong here anymore." 


"What do you mean?" 


"I've lost pretty much all of my friends thanks to that Plagued One 
war. Every single one died or they merged back together to make 
some new creature, like you. | have some Pokémon | knew still alive, 
like Len and Crystelle, but all of my other friends are gone. And even 
though it's been ten years now, | still can't let go of them. Every time 
I'm in the Alliance, | think about them all the time and what life could 
have been like if they were still alive. And whenever | think like that, | 
think about something else too... 


"| think about how I'm the only one still alive, despite everything. | 
think about how I'm literally the only Plagued One that made it and 
how I'm a giant anomaly because of it. How I'm something that isn't 
supposed to exist anymore and if I'm really supposed to be alive 
still." 


Zekra felt the tears rush to her eyes. She closed her eyes and 
rubbed at them with her claws, praying that Dimitri hadn't noticed her 
and would instead keep paying attention to the rising sun. 


"So | quit. | quit because | couldn't keep blocking out the thoughts. | 
figured | could find somewhere else to go," Zekra went on. "But the 
truth is... | don't know where else to go. | always used to think about 


going to Kuron, but | knew you were there and | wasn't sure if | could 
face you. And also, because I'm not a human and | don't want to 
spend my life pretending to be one. So... I'm just sort of stuck now. 


"| don't want to stay here where I'm unhappy and feel like | don't 
belong because I'm a Plagued One. But | don't want to go to Kuron 
because | don't want to play human. | just... | just want to find 
somewhere where | can forget about all of this. Somewhere | can be 
me. Whatever that means now." 


Dimitri didn't say anything. Worried that he had perhaps left her, 
Zekra opened up a space between her claws and peeked through it. 
Dimitri was still amongst her, though he was now staring off into the 
sunset as she had hoped. Zekra breathed a quiet sigh of relief as 
she removed her claws from her face and wiped any tears that had 
tricked from her eyes. 


"Maybe you don't have to stay on Shiron or Kuron. Maybe you could 
go somewhere else." 


Zekra nearly jumped. She quickly looked over at Dimitri to find that 
he was still staring off into the dawn. 


"What?" she asked feebly. 


"You say that you don't feel like you belong in any of the 
dimensions," Dimitri said again. "So, why don't you go somewhere 
else? Why don't you go to an entirely different dimension where you 
could be you?" 


"An... An entirely different dimension?" Zekra asked. "But... like 
where?" 


"Anywhere you want," Dimitri answered. "There's an infinite amount 
of dimensions out there, all of them swarming with possibilities. You 
could go to a dimension where Pokémon live without humans, just 
like Shiron. They exist out there, you know. Or you could go toa 
universe where Pokémon and humans exist together in peace, like 


how Shiron and Kuron were before they split. Or if you felt really 
brave, you could go somewhere entirely different, like an entire 
universe of creatures that aren't Pokemon or human. It's all up to 
you." 


Zekra looked down at her claws. The idea certainly sounded 
appealing. She could have a brand new life anywhere she wanted. 
She did not have to settle for Shiron or Kuron; she could go 
somewhere entirely new and unique, Somewhere she could perhaps 
find happiness in. 


However, it was not long before Zekra realized a problem. 


"But how would | even get to these dimensions?" Zekra wondered. "! 
mean, the portal only works when you know what you're looking for. 
So, how do | make it so that | get to the place | want to go to? What if 
| get lost? You say there's infinite possibilities, so what if | literally 
can't find the place I'm looking for because there's just so much to 
look through and | don't know where to start?" 


Dimitri started laughing. Zekra was about to ask him what was so 
funny, but then saw him turn toward her as he slowly quieted his 
voice and smiled at her. 


"Don't worry about that," Dimitri told her. "You'll be able to figure it 
out, especially since I'll be there to help you out." 


Zekra couldn't resist shooting the human a befuddled stare as her 
jaw dropped slightly open, causing the human to laugh again. 


"But... But | thought you said you were going to Kuron," Zekra 
babbled. "You just said-" 


"| was," Dimitri answered smugly. "But | changed my mind." 
"What?!" Zekra cried. "What, why? Aren't your parents going to be 


worried about you? | mean, it's not like you can just disappear on 
them and not expect them to think you got murdered or something!" 


"| wouldn't worry about that," Dimitri replied. "I actually told my 
parents that | found somewhere | could be happy a little while ago. 
They know I'm okay now. To them, I've just moved on in life. Grown 
up and out to live my own life, you could say." 


"| don't think that going to an entirely different dimension was 
something that they think is okay..." Zekra said quietly. 


"Doesn't matter anyway. | can always go back and visit them," Dimitri 
said with a dismissive shrug. "Time doesn't work the same way in all 
of the same dimensions. Like five years here is one there, so | bet all 
of the other dimensions will be the same. And getting to Kuron is 
literally as easy as Snapping my fingers." 


"Okay... fine... | get your point there," Zekra conceded. "But... how 
are you going to blend in if | go to a Pokémon dimension? You're not 
a Pokémon anymore. You're a human." 


Dimitri made a snorting noise, and then snapped his fingers. Zekra 
watched as a black ripple went over his body as he rapidly shrank 
down in size. When the darkness faded, Zekra saw that he was now 
a Marowak, complete with a skull latched firmly onto his head. 


"How-" Zekra tried to say. 


"You're not the only one who can turn into other creatures," he told 
her simply. "We're more alike than you think now thanks to both of us 
being plagued. Didn't you wonder how | could keep changing forms 
when | was that eldritch abomination back at that castle?" 


He snapped his fingers again and instantly reverted back into his 
typical, human self. However, though this all seemed quite fine to 
Zekra and all of her doubts slowly went away, she couldn't help but 
wonder one thing. 


"Why do you want to come with me?" she asked him. "How come 
you don't want to go back to your human life on Kuron? Why'd you 
change your mind?" 


The conceit in Dimitri's face melted away as a more genuine, 
compassionate smile made its way onto his face. 


"Because even though | may not be Terron or Yimtri anymore, | still 
want to be your friend," he told her. "Maybe I'll never be as close to 
you as | was as Terron, or even love you like he did, but you were 
the root of some of their happiest memories. Some of my memories. 
| want to be with you again and re-live those happy moments once 
again. But more importantly... 


"| want to help you be happy again. After everything that you've done 
for me on Shiron, | want to return the favor. | want to help you find 
somewhere that you can feel you belong to." 


Dimitri held out his hand toward her. 
"So what do you say? Will you let me come with you?" 


Zekra felt the tears return to her eyes, but they did not sting her heart 
as they flowed down her cheeks. She didn't even bother to wipe 
them away as she slowly smiled and felt all of the emptiness within 
her heart fill with warmth and light. 


"Yeah... you can come with me, Dimitri," Zekra told him. "You can be 
with me anywhere." 


Zekra grabbed his hand. The moment their hands met and their 
fingers intertwined around one another's, plague energy seeped out 
of their hands and went into the air. They watched together as they 
formed a great portal before them, welcoming them into its abysmal 
mass. 


She and Dimitri gave each other one last glance, and then dove into 
the portal together. 


As they fell through its dark tunnel into an unknown dimension, 
Zekra did not fret. She admitted that she had no idea where it might 


lead, but she did know one undeniable truth that waited for her at the 
other end of the portal. 


It was the start of a new beginning. 


It Doesn't Need To Be This Way 


"Be strong, Zekra." 


That was the last thing Venri ever said to Zekra. Those last three 
words are all the shadow left the Zoroark with before she once again 
fell into her deep slumber. 


She had been so tired. She had been so weak after the battle with 
Rem's shadow. Then she had to rip Zekra away from death's 
advancing grip when all other Plagued Ones perished. Of course she 
had fallen asleep immediately after. 


Now she had faded away into oblivion. Here she lay deep inside 
Zekra's darkness, where she had always dwelled, now silenced and 
pacified. Just like before, she supposed. Before the plague had 
wormed its way deep into Zekra's heart and gave Venri a voice and 
life of her own. Funny how her fate had brought her right back to the 
beginning. 


She knew Zekra would be strong enough to handle the world without 
her until she awoke. Zekra had grown quite a bit in all the time they 
had been together. There wasn't anything Zekra couldn't handle. 
Even if all her friends were gone. Even if she was lonely. Even if 
she'd eventually outlive everyone she still cared for now because 
she was immortal now. 


Zekra would be okay. She had to be. Venri could be at peace 
knowing that. Besides, the little shadow would eventually wake up if 
things got real bad. She could only be asleep for so long. 


Oh Venri, listen to you deluding yourself. 
Venri felt a presence in the darkness then. That was impossible. 


Only Venri existed in Zekra's heart. This was Venri's domain and 
hers alone. Yet she could still feel an entity with her. It was dark, 


powerful, and brimming with a force not unlike the Primogenitor 
itself. 


I've been searching for you for a very long time, Venri. 
And just who are you? 


I'ma fellow shadow. Actually, that's not the correct way to word 
it. I'm a fellow Plagued One, a shadow given life by Rem's 
shadow's power. 


Yeah right! There aren't any Plagued Ones left! They all died after 
Rem joined back with his shadow. Quit lying, who are you?! 


Venri Venri... | would never lie to you. Oh my dear Venri, would I 
never. Besides, are you not a Plagued One yourself? You claim 
all of them perished, yet here you still exist. 


| wouldn't call this existing. This is just... nothing. I'm nothing. 


A haunting chuckle echoed throughout the void. However, Venri 
wasn't scared. This was her domain after all. She could kick out 
whoever was with her if they bothered her too much. 


That's right, Venri. You are nothing. You're sleeping deep inside 
your host now, aren't you? 


Yeah, | am. 


Such a pitiful existence you find yourself in. To eternally 
slumber deep in the darkness of Zekra's heart must be a 
torturous existence. I'm sure you miss interacting with the 
world, romping outside of her host's body through her illusions. 


This isn't permanent. I'm just really tired right now and need a little 
nap. I'll be out of here in no time. In fact, you're kind of ruining my 
rest right now with all your talk. 


Are you sure about that? 


Venri paused. She would wake up, she knew she would. She had 
only been asleep for a few days now. She'd probably be awake after 
another month or so. Then she could reunite with Zekra again and all 
would be just as great as before. Well, as much as it could be with 
Dimitri and Novus leaving her and Impetus and Syn both being dead. 


You've been slumbering for a little over a year, Venri. 
What?! What, no | haven't! 


It's true. It has been entire year since Rem's shadow rejoined 
with its host. You have showed no signs of waking. After 
entering your darkness and seeing you for myself, I've come to 
the conclusion you will undoubtedly never awaken. You're far 
too weak. 


Panic came over. No, no that was wrong. He was lying. He was just 
saying this to get a rise out of her, to provoke her. That had to be the 
reason. It couldn't have been a year... 


You will never awaken again, Venri. You are doomed to forever 
slumber in your host's darkness for all of eternity. What a 
morbid fate, is it not? 


Prove it. Prove that it's really been a year and that I'm stuck here. 
Very well. 


Light suddenly flooded Venri's vision. And for the first time in a very 
long time, she could see more than just the darkness. She could see 
the outside world. She saw the world through Zekra's eyes, just as 
she had in the very beginning. 


And in this world, she saw Zekra's new life. She saw Zekra was now 
a leader of The Fellowship's successor, The Shadow Alliance. 
Though she proved herself a competent enough leader, she saw 
how miserable the Zoroark was. She felt it. She felt the emptiness 
gnawing at her heart, eating it, devouring it, slowly turning Zekra into 


a shell of her former self. She felt how much she missed her friends, 
how much she longed for them to return to her. Especially Dimitri. Oh 
how much her heart ached for that human. 


Darkness blinded Venri once again. She clawed for the light, but it 
was futile. It remained out of her grasp, forever out of her reach. She 
was stuck here in Zekra's heart, forever cut off from reality and Zekra 
herself. 


Venri wanted to cry. 
Do you see now? You are trapped here. 
No... no... | told Zekra I'd come back! | promised her! 


Overwhelming despair filled the void surrounding Venri. She had 
failed Zekra. She had kept her alive, but at what cost? Now she was 
miserable and alone. And most of all, Venri couldn't keep her 
promise. She couldn't be there for Zekra when she needed her most. 
She had failed Zekra. 


... It doesn't need to be this way. 
Huh... ? 


I can take you away from here. | can remove you from your host 
and make you strong enough to be your own being. You don't 
have to be a measly shadow anymore. 


You can...? 


Oh yes. As a fellow Plagued One, I've learned many things, 
including how to survive even after Rem's Shadow was 
assimilated. If you would come with me, | will help you. It will 
take some time of course... but if you trust me, you will be your 
own Pokémon. 


Will | be able to see Zekra too? 


Yes. You can do anything your heart pleases once I'm done. So 
go ahead, Venri, and let me take you away from here. Let me 
help you. 


Venri didn't even need to think the decision over. She already knew 
what she wanted. It was true that she had no idea who this 
Supposed Plagued One was, but she saw no better options for her 
situation. She couldn't return to the outside world, and most 
importantly, she couldn't be there for Zekra anymore. She would 
gladly take anything other than this awful fate she found herself in. 


I'll go with you, but I've got one question first. 
Ask away. 
Who are you? Really, who are you? And why are you helping me? 


Devious shimmers went through the void. However, it didn't make 
her afraid. It didn't feel malicious, just teasing and coy. 


Why Venri, I'm simply a fellow Plagued One that wishes to help 
the only remaining Plagued One. You don't deserve to remain 
trapped in this prison for all of eternity. 


She felt something wrapping around her form then. Something with 
long, black tendrils. Two glowing white eyes filled the void as she felt 
whoever it was absorbing her into his being. 


And though she felt the urge to struggle, she didn't. She let the entity 
take her in, all of her, as she slowly left behind Zekra's heart. With 
every moment, more and more of what little consciousness she had 
faded away. 


That's it... let yourself fade away... it'll all be over soon enough. 
Soon you'll find yourself much happier than you ever could be. 
Soon, oh soon, my dear Venri. So very soon you'll be your own 
Pokémon. 


What's... what's your name...? | want... | want to know your name. 
She heard his laugh again. She heard it not just around her, but 
inside her as well. The laugh lulled her her, numbed her, drowned 
out the bright lights and blackened her mind. 

But just before she faded, she heard him speak one last time. 


My name... is Gallows. 


To be continued in Shattered Selves... 


